Ul
>
—
S
L
=
w0
>
w
m
wn
—
n
m
.
.
m
A

THE CURIOUS CASE
OF BENJAMIN BUTTON

Trancis Jeott

ey

SArAAOYHASA UCTOPMHA
BEHAXAMWHA BATTOHA

Gougdorcepaciod




BUJINHTBA
BESTSELLER







o
>
=
S
L
=
W
>
w
m
n
..*
n
m
r
r
m
Py

THE CURIOUS CASE
OF BENJAMIN BUTTON

Trancis Jeott

3ArAAO4YHAA NCTOPUA
BEHAXAMWHA BATTOHA

ﬁ/t@ﬂcua Gromm
Gorgdoncgpaid

MockBa
2019



The Curious Case
of Benjamin Button

s long ago as 1860 it was the proper thing to

be born at home. At present, so I am told, the
high gods of medicine have decreed that the first
cries of the young shall be uttered upon the anes-
thetic air of a hospital, preferably a fashionable
one. So young Mr. and Mrs. Roger Button were
fifty years ahead of style when they decided, one
day in the summer of 1860, that their first baby
should be born in a hospital. Whether this anach-
ronism had any bearing upon the astonishing his-
tory I am about to set down will never be known.

I shall tell you what occurred, and let you judge
for yourself.

The Roger Buttons held an enviable position,
both social and financial, in ante-bellum Balti-
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3arago4Has ucropus
beHpxamuHa batToHa

1860 roxmy eliie moJsiaraju, 4TO IOABIATHCA HaA
CBeT HaIJIe:KuT goMa. HbIHe Ke, TJIaCUT MOJI-
Ba, BEPXOBHBIE JKpPeIbl MeAUIMHBI TOBEJIEBAIOT,
Iabbl MEPBBIM KPUK HOBOPOMKIEHHOIO MIPO3BYYA
B CTePUJILHOM aTMocdepe KIMHUKU, IPEIIOUTH-
TeJbHO (ereHebenbHOM. [TosTOMY, KOTIa MOJIOAbIE
cyupyru mucrtep u muccuc Pomsxep Barron pern-
JW B OJWH IIPeKPacHbIN JeTHui geHb 1860 roxa,
YTO UX TEePBeHeIl JOJIKEeH IOABUTHCA Ha CBET 00-
KU B KJIMHUKE, OHU ONEePeInIi MOAY Ha IIeJIbIX
naTbaecAar jer. CBI3aH JIX 3TOT aHAXPOHU3M C TOM
TMOPa3UTENIbHON MCTOPUEN, KOTOPYI0 A cOOMparmch
3[lech IIOBeIATh, HaBCeTa OCTAHETCS TalHOM.
1 paccraxky, Kak Bce ObIIO, a TaM YK CYIHTe
camu.
Ilepen BoitHOU cympyru DBarrom sammmanu
B BasmTumMmope 3aBUAHOE MOJIOMKEHIIE W TIPOIIBETAJIN.
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

more. They were related to the This Family and
the That Family, which, as every Southerner
knew, entitled them to membership in that enor-
mous peerage which largely populated the Con-
federacy. This was their first experience with the
charming old custom of having babies — Mr. But-
ton was naturally nervous. He hoped it would be a
boy so that he could be sent to Yale College in Con-
necticut, at which institution Mr. Button himself
had been known for four years by the somewhat
obvious nickname of “Cuff.”

On the September morning consecrated to the
enormous event he arose nervously at six o’clock,
dressed himself, adjusted an impeccable stock,
and hurried forth through the streets of Balti-
more to the hospital, to determine whether the
darkness of the night had borne in new life upon
its bosom.

When he was approximately a hundred yards
from the Maryland Private Hospital for Ladies
and Gentlemen he saw Doctor Keene, the family
physician, descending the front steps, rubbing his
hands together with a washing movement — as all
doctors are required to do by the unwritten ethics
of their profession.

Mr. Roger Button, the president of Roger But-
ton & Co., Wholesale Hardware, began to run to-
ward Doctor Keene with much less dignity than

6



3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

Onu 6On1u B poactBe ¢ ItuMm CemeiicTBoM u ¢ Tem
CemelicTBOM, UTO, KAK U3BECTHO KAXKJOMY IOJKAHU-
HY, IPHUOOIIAIO UX K MHOTOUMCJIEHHON apucToOKpa-
THUU, KOTOpPoii m3obuioBana Koudemepanua. OHu
BIIEPBLIE PEIIUINCH OTHATH HAHL 0UapOBaTENIbLHOM
cTapoii Tpagunuu — 003aBeCcTUCh PeOeHKOM, U MU-
crep BarToH, BIOJMHE eCTEeCTBEHHO, HEPBHUYAJ.
OH HazmesaCcs, YTO POAUTCA MAJBUUK M OH CMOJKET
ompejienuTh ero B Mesnbckuii Komemx, mrar Kon-
HEKTUKYT, TZle caM MucTep BaTToOH IesIbIX YeThIpe
roja OBIJI WM3BECTEH MO HeIBYCMBICJIEHHBIM IIPO-
3BuieM IleTyx.

B 10 ceHTAOpPBCKOE YTPO, KOTHA OKUIATIOCH Be-
JINKOe CcOOBITHE, OH BCTAJI B IIECTb YaCOB, OJEJICA,
0e3ymnpeuHo 3aBA3aJl TAJCTYK U, BBIHAA Ha YJIUIY,
yCTpeMUJICSA K KIMHUKE, TOPOISICH Y3HAThH, 3apPOU-
Jlach JIU B JIOHE HOUYU HOBAs JKU3Hb.

B corre maros ot YacTHOI MIPUJIEHACKON KJIM-
HUKU OJIA JIeIW U MKeHTJIbMEHOB OH YBHUAEJ IHOK-
Topa KuHa, moabp30BaBIIero Bce €r0 CeMeHCTBO,
KOTOPBIi BBIXOAUJI U3 TJIABHOTO MOAhe31a, IIOTUPAas
PYKHY NPUBLIYHBIM OABMKEHUEM, KaK OYATO MBLIT UX
oA KpaHoM, K ueMy 00s3LIBaeT BCeX Bpaueill He-
NHCAHBIN 3aKOH UX IIpodeccuu.

Mucrep Pom:xep Barron, rnaBa cdupmbr «Pox-
sxkep BarTon u Ko, onToBas TOProB/isi CKOOAHBIMU
TOBapaMm», OpPOCHJICA HABCTPEUYy TOKTOPY, BMUT
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

was expected from a Southern gentleman of that
picturesque period.

“Doctor Keene!” he called. “Oh, Doctor Keene!”

The doctor heard him, faced around, and stood
waiting, a curious expression settling on his harsh,
medicinal face as Mr. Button drew near.

“What happened?” demanded Mr. Button, as
he came up in a gasping rush. “What was it? How
is she? A boy? Who is it? What—"

“Talk sense!” said Doctor Keene sharply. He ap-
peared somewhat irritated.

“Is the child born?” begged Mr. Button.

Doctor Keene frowned.
“Why, yes, I suppose so — after a fashion.”
Again he threw a curious glance at Mr. Button.

“Is my wife all right?”

“Yes.”

“Is it a boy or a girl?”

“Here now!” cried Doctor Keene in a perfect
passion of irritation. “I’ll ask you to go and see
for yourself. Outrageous!” He snapped the last
word out in almost one syllable, then he turned
away muttering: “Do you imagine a case like this
will help my professional reputation? One more
would ruin me — ruin anybody.”

8



3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

mo3abbIB O JOCTOMHCTBE, KOTOpOe OBLIO HEOTHEM-
JeMBbIM KauecTBOM IOJKaHWHA B Te He3abbIBaeMbIe
BpeMeHa.

— JHoxrop Kun! — Bckpuuaa oH. — AX, TOKTOpP
Kumn!

IOKTOp yCJBIIIAT 9TO W OCTAHOBUJICH, OXKUIAS
Mmucrepa BaTrona, mprueM Ha CTPOTOM JOKTOPCKOM
JINIe MOSBMJIOCH BECHEMAa CTPAHHOE BBIPAKEHUE.

— Hy xaxk? — cmpocua mucrep barToH, 3ambI-

XaBIIUCh OT ObIcTporo Gera. — ¥Y:ke? Uro ¢ Heit?
Manvunk? Winn Her? U KaKOH...
— ToBopuTe BpasyMHUTEJIHLHO! — PE3KO 000pBa

ero nmokrop Kun. Bug y Hero ObLT pasapaKeHHBIH.

— Poauicsa pebeHOK? — HPoOOOPMOTATI MUCTED
Barron ¢ monn00ii.

Hoxrop Kun maxmypus GpoBH.

— M-ga, mokaayi... 1 ObI cKasaj... B HEKOTO-
poMm poze. — OH omATH IMOCMOTpPEJ] Ha MHCTepa
BarroHa cTpaHHBIM B3TJIALOM.

— Kak xxena? Baaromomyuno?

— Ia.

— A KTO y Hac — [eBOYKA WU MaJTbunK?

— OcraBbTe MeHs! — 3axpuuaJy gokTop KuH,
OKOHUATEJNLHO IIoTepsAB camoobimamanue. — Cre-
JaiiTe MUJIOCTh, pasbupaiiTech camu. besobpa-
sue! — IlocimegHee CJIOBO OH OYATO BBITLJIIOHYJ
Barromy B ammo m mpoGopmoTali, OTBOpauYMBAa-
ACh: — YK He AyMaeTe JU BbI, UTO 3TO IOTHUMET

MO BpaueOHBIN mpecTm:k? Ila cayduch elre XOThb

9



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

“What’s the matter?” demanded Mr. Button
appalled. “Triplets?”

“No, not triplets!” answered the doctor cut-
tingly. “What’s more, you can go and see for your-
self. And get another doctor. I brought you into
the world, young man, and I’ve been physician to
your family for forty years, but I’'m through with
you! I don’t want to see you or any of your rela-
tives ever again! Good-by!”

Then he turned sharply, and without another
word climbed into his phaeton, which was wait-
ing at the curbstone, and drove severely away. Mr.
Button stood there upon the sidewalk, stupefied
and trembling from head to foot. What horrible
mishap had occurred? He had suddenly lost all de-
sire to go into the Maryland Private Hospital for
Ladies and Gentlemen — it was with the greatest
difficulty that, a moment later, he forced himself
to mount the steps and enter the front door.

A nurse was sitting behind a desk in the opaque
gloom of the hall. Swallowing his shame, Mr. But-
ton approached her.

“Good-morning,” she remarked, looking up at
him pleasantly.

“Good-morning. I — I am Mr. Button.”

10



3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

pas HeuTo momobHOe — M A Pa3opeH, TAKoe KOr'o
YTOTHO Pasopur!
— Ho B uem ke gesi0? — BeKpuuasa mucrtep Bar-

TOH B y:Kace. — Tpoiiua?
— Ecau 0bI Tpoiiusa! — OTBETUJI AOKTOpP yOMii-
CTBEHHBIM TOHOM. — HeT yiK, cTymaulTe IIOJIIO-

OyiiTech coOCTBeHHBIMU Iyiadamu. VM maiimure cebe
Ipyroro mokropa. S mpuHMMAT Bac, KOrhga BbI PO-
IUJINCH HA CBET, MOJIOJIOM UeJIOBEK, 1 COPOK JIET Jie-
YUJI Ballle CeMeMCTBO, HO Telleph MeXKIy HaMHU BCe
KoHueHo. He xouy 0oJibille BUAeTh HU Bac, HU BaIly
poxuio! Ilporraiire!

OH pe3Ko IMoBepHY.JICSA, He CKazas 0ojiee HU CJIO-
Ba, yceJcs B IPOJIETKY, KOTopasd KJajia ero y Tpo-
Tyapa, u OTOBLI B cypoBOoM MoJiuauuu. Ormresom-
JIeHHBII MucTep BaTTOH ocTajica CTOATH HA YIUIIE,
Bech Apo:ka. UTo 3a HemompaBUMOe HECUacThe ero
nmocturio? Y Hero BAPYT IPOIAJI0 BCAKOE JKeJaHue
uaTu B YacTHYIO MOPUJIEHACKYIO KIUHUKY JJIs Jie-
OIN U [IKEHTJIbMEHOB, OH HOMEIJINJ HEeMHOI'O, HO
BCe JKe Iepecusni ceds, MOAHAJICA II0 CTYIeHAM
¥ BOIITeJ.

B cympake nmpueMHO# cuaesa 3a CTOJIOM MEIU-
nuHCcKasa cectpa. Cropas co cTeifa, Mmuctep barrton
mofjolesa K Hel.

— Jlo6poe yTpo, — Ji06e3HO TPUBETCTBOBAJA
OHA ero.

— Io6poe yrpo. f... 4 muctep BarToHn.

11



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

At this a look of utter terror spread itself over
the girl’s face. She rose to her feet and seemed
about to fly from the hall, restraining herself only
with the most apparent difficulty.

“I want to see my child,” said Mr. Button.

The nurse gave a little scream.
“Oh — of course!” she cried hysterically. “Up-
stairs. Right upstairs. Go — up!”

She pointed the direction, and Mr. Button,
bathed in a cool perspiration, turned falteringly,
and began to mount to the second floor. In the
upper hall he addressed another nurse who ap-
proached him, basin in hand.

“I’m Mr. Button,” he managed to articulate.
“I want to see my——"

Clank! The basin clattered to the floor and
rolled in the direction of the stairs. Clank! Clank!
It began a methodical descent as if sharing in the
general terror which this gentleman provoked.

“I want to see my child!” Mr. Button almost
shrieked. He was on the verge of collapse.

Clank! The basin had reached the first floor.
The nurse regained control of herself, and threw
Mr. Button a look of hearty contempt.

“All right, Mr. Button,” she agreed in a hushed
voice. “Very well! But if you knew what a state it’s

12



3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

Ee sguno Bapyr mcrasua y:xac. OHa BCKOUYMIIA,
roToBas, Kasajioch, BbIOEKaTh BOH, U JIUIIh C BU-
IUMBIM TPYZOM OCTAJIaCh Ha MeCTe.

— §1 xouy BuAeTh cBoero pebeHKa, — CKasaj
mucrtep Barrom.
CecTpa TUXOHBKO TUCKHYJIA.

— 0O-0... moskasyiicral — BOCKJIMKHYJIa OHA,
M B rojioce ee TMOCJIBINIAJNCh HUCTePUUECKHe HOT-
Kku. — Wnaurte HaBepx. HaBepx. Bou Tyna.

OHa ykasajla B CTOPOHY JIECTHHUIIBI, M MUCTED
BarToH, cmoThIKasch Ha KayKIOM IIary u obGJuBa-
sICh XOJIOLHBIM IIOTOM, TOOPEJI Ha BTOPO aTaxk. Tam
OH 00paTUjICA K IPYyroil cecTpe, KOTOPasi BCTPETHIIA
ero c Ta3oM B PyKax.

— 1 mucrep BarToH, — enBa BHIMOJBUJ OH. —
51 xouy BuzeTh cBOErO...

O3unb! Tas co 3BOHOM ymaJj Ha II0J U MOKATUJII-
cda K JgectHuile. [[suus! [I3uns! Tas MepHO m03BA-
KHBaJ O CTYIEeHbKU, KaK ObI pasfesss BCeoOIuit
y:Kac, BHyIIaeMblii BaTTomnom.

— § xouy BumeTrh cBoero pebenxa!l — I'ostoc mu-
crepa BarTtona cpriBanica. B rmasax y Hero myTu-
JIOCh.

Isuus! Taz 6J1aromMoJIyYHO JOCTUT IIEPBOTO 3Ta-
ska. CecTpa oBiazesa co0oii 1 B3TIAHYJIa HA MUCTE-
pa BarToHa ¢ HECKPHIBAEMBIM IIPE3PEeHUeM.

— Yo &, mucTep BaTrToH, — Ipom3HecJa OHA,
MOHMBUB rojoc. — Kaxk Bam Oymer yroguo. Ho ec-

13



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

put us all in this morning! It’s perfectly outra-
geous! The hospital will never have the ghost of a
reputation after——”

“Hurry!” he cried hoarsely. “I can’t stand this!”

“Come this way, then, Mr. Button.”

He dragged himself after her. At the end of
a long hall they reached a room from which pro-
ceeded a variety of howls — indeed, a room which,
in later parlance, would have been known as the
“crying-room.” They entered. Ranged around the
walls were half a dozen white-enameled rolling
cribs, each with a tag tied at the head.

“Well,” gasped Mr. Button, “which is mine?”

“There!” said the nurse.

Mr. Button’s eyes followed her pointing finger,
and this is what he saw. Wrapped in a voluminous
white blanket, and partly crammed into one of
the cribs, there sat an old man apparently about
seventy years of age. His sparse hair was almost
white, and from his chin dripped a long smoke-
coloured beard, which waved absurdly back and
forth, fanned by the breeze coming in at the win-
dow. He looked up at Mr. Button with dim, faded
eyes in which lurked a puzzled question.

14



3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

Ji OBl BBl TOJIBKO 3HAJIM, B KAKOM MBI Tellephb II0-
no:xenuu! Begb aTo cyiee 6e3o00pasue! Pemyranus
Haled KIMHUKY orubiia HaBceraa...

— HoBoabHO! — mpoxpumnes oH. — 1 GoJble
He Mory!

— B rakom ciryuae, muctep BarToH, mokasryiite
crona.

Oxn nmomntesncsa 3a Heii. OHI OCTaHOBUJINCH B KOH-
Ie AJIUHHOTO KOPUI0pa, V ABEPH IMajJaThl, 3a KOTO-
poii Ha Bce JiaAbl pasfgaBaJica IHUCK MJIaJeHIeB, —
HeIapoM BIIOCJIEJCTBUH €€ CTAaJll Ha3LIBATh <«IIH-
CKJANBOM» mayiaToii. OHM BOULIW. Y CTEH CTOSJIO
C IOJITIOKIHEI OeJIBIX KOJIBIOeIEeK, U K KaKI0M ObLI
IPUBA3AH APJBIUOK.

— Hy? — 3agpixasich, copocuj Mucrtep bart-
ToH. — KoTophIii sxe Moit?

— BoH ToT! — cKasaja cecTpa.

Mucrep Barron mornamgesn Tyna, Kyaa OHa yKa-
3pIBajIia IMajJblieM, W YBHUAEJ BOT uTOo. Ilepen Hum,
3amejeHyThIil B OrPOMHOE 0ejioe Ofesyio M Koe-KakK
BTHUCHYTBIM HUKHeHl YacTbi0 TYJOBHUINA B KOJbI-
0esb, cHUAeJ CTapuK, KOTOPOMY, BHE COMHEHUST,
ObLIO IIOA ceMbheciaT. Ero pemkme BOJIOCHI OBLIH
yOesleHbl CeIUHOM, NJINHHASA IPsA3HO-cepad 6opoxa
HeJIeTIo KOJIBIXAJIach IO JIETKUM BeTepPKOM, TAHYB-
mumM u3 okHa. OH mocMmoTpes Ha mucrepa barro-
Ha TYCKJBIMU, OECI[BETHBIMH IIa3aMM, B KOTOPBIX
MeJbKHYJIO HeJIOYMeHHeE.

15



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

“Am I mad?” thundered Mr. Button, his terror
resolving into rage. “Is this some ghastly hospital
joke?

“It doesn’t seem like a joke to us,” replied the
nurse severely. “And I don’t know whether you’re
mad or not — but that is most certainly your child.”

The cool perspiration redoubled on Mr. But-
ton’s forehead. He closed his eyes, and then, open-
ing them, looked again. There was no mistake —
he was gazing at a man of threescore and ten — a
baby of threescore and ten, a baby whose feet hung
over the sides of the crib in which it was reposing.

The old man looked placidly from one to the
other for a moment, and then suddenly spoke in a
cracked and ancient voice.

“Are you my father?” he demanded.

Mr. Button and the nurse started violently.

“Because if you are,” went on the old man quer-
ulously, “I wish you’d get me out of this place —
or, at least, get them to put a comfortable rocker
in here.”

“Where in God’s name did you come from?
Who are you?” burst out Mr. Button frantically.

“I can’t tell you exactly who I am,” replied the
querulous whine, “because I’ve only been born a
few hours — but my last name is certainly But-
ton.”

16



3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

— B yme au g? — psaBHyJa mucrep barrown,
el ysKac BHE3almHO CMEHMUJICA sapocThio. — Wim
Yy Bac B KJIWHUKE IMIPUHATO TAK ITOJJIO ITIYTUTL HAaJ
JIOOLMU?

— Ham He mo myToxK, — CypOBO OTBeTUJIa Cce-
crpa. — He 3Haro, B yMe BbI UJIM HET, HO 3TO Balll
CBHIH, MOJKeTe He COMHEBAThCA.

XoJOomHBIN IIOT CHOBA BBHICTyNUJ Ha 0y BartTo-
Ha. OH BaXKMypuMJCA, IOMEAJIUJ M OTKPBLI IJIasa.
CoMHeHUI He OCTaBaJIOCh: Ilepe] HUM OBLI CEeMU-
IeCATUJIETHUN CTapuK, CEMUAECATUIIETHUN MJaze-
Hell, YbW JJIMHHBIE HOTY CBUCAJIU U3 KOJbIOEIH.

OH 6e3MATe:KHO B3UpAJ Ha HUX, a IIOTOM BAPYT
3aroBOPMJI HAATPECHYTHIM CTAPUYECKUM T'OJIOCOM:

— TsI moii mama?

BaTToH u cecTpa COAPOTHYINUCH.

— Ecam T MO#I mama, — IIPOJOJIXKAJI CTAPUK
BOPWINBO, — 3abepu MeHA IIOCKOPEHN OTCIOfAa MIn
XOTs ObI BEJIX UM IIOCTABUTH 3/IeCh YI00HOEe KPecJo.

— Pajgu Bcero ¢BsATOr0, CKasKM, OTKYAa ThI B3I~
ca? Kro te1? — 3akpuuas mucrep BarToH B oTua-
AHUMN.

— He mory ckasaTh TOOOAJIUHHO, KTO A, — OTO-
3BaJICSA IIJIAKCUBBIN I'OJIOC, — TOTOMY YTO A POIMJI-
¢ BCeTro HeCKOJILKO YacoB Has3ak, 3Hal0 TOJbKO, UTO
Mosa pamuansa BaTToH.

17



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

“You lie! You’re an impostor!”

The old man turned wearily to the nurse.

“Nice way to welcome a new-born child,” he
complained in a weak voice. “Tell him he’s wrong,
why don’t you?”

“You’re wrong, Mr. Button,” said the nurse
severely. “This is your child, and you’ll have to
make the best of it. We’re going to ask you to take
him home with you as soon as possible — some-
time today.”

“Home?” repeated Mr. Button incredulously.

b

“Yes, we can’t have him here. We really can’t,
you know?”

“I’mright glad of it,” whined the old man. “This
is a fine place to keep a youngster of quiet tastes.
With all this yelling and howling, I haven’t been
able to get a wink of sleep. I asked for something
to eat”—here his voice rose to a shrill note of
protest—“and they brought me a bottle of milk!”

Mr. Button sank down upon a chair near his
son and concealed his face in his hands.

“My heavens!” he murmured, in an ecstasy of
horror. “What will people say? What must I do?”

“You’ll have to take him home,” insisted the
nurse—“immediately!”

A grotesque picture formed itself with dread-
ful clarity before the eyes of the tortured man — a

18



3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

— JI:xems! T camosBanerr!

Crapuk ycTajao IOBEepPHYJICSI K cecTpe.

— Munennkasa BcTpeua O HOBOPOXKIEHHO-
ro, — KaJIOOHO IPOCKYJIMJI OH. — [la cCKasKuTe Ke
€My, YTO OH oIubaercs.

— BrbI omubaerech, muctep barToH, — CypoBO
cKasajia cecTpa. — ITO BAlll CbIH, TYT YK HUUYEro
He momesaenb. M OyabTe CTOJL JI00E3HBI 3a0paTh
ero JOMOM KaK MOXKHO CKOpee, CerofHs JKe.

— Jlomoii? — mepecmpocua BaTToH, Bce ele He
Bepsi CBOUM YIIIaM.

— Jla, MBI HEe MOXKEM ero 37ech Aep:kaThb. Hukak
He MOKeM, IToHuMaeTe?

— Yro %, TeM JyuIlle, — IPOBOPUYAJ CTAPUK. —
Heuero ckaszaTs, XopolieHbKOE TYT ¥ BaC MECTO AJIs
MaJIbINIa, KOTOPBIA JIOOUT THUINMHHY W TMOKOI. Bce
BpeMs IINCK, KPUKHU, JasKe B3JPEMHYTHL HEBO3MOMK-

HO. A Korzma s HOIPOCHJI HOeCThb, — TYT OH B3BUSI-
HYJ OT BO3MYIIEHUSA, — MHE CYHYJU OYTBHLIOUKY
¢ MoOJIOKOM!

Mucrep BarToH pyxHYJ Ha CTYJI IIOAJIE CBOEro
CBIHA U 3aKPBLI JIUIO PYKaMU.

— Bowme moii, — mpolrentaa OH B yiKace. —
Yro craxyT adogu? Kax Mmue Temneps ObITH?

— Bam mpupgerca 3abpaTh ero gomoii, — Ha-
cToiiunBo morpeboBaiia cectpa. — Hemeniaenuo!

Ilepen rmasamu HecuacTHOro BaTTOoHA € yiKaca-
I0Ieil OTYETIIMBOCTHIO BO3HUKJIA HeJellas KapTu-

19



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

picture of himself walking through the crowded
streets of the city with this appalling apparition
stalking by his side.

“I can’t. I can’t,” he moaned.

People would stop to speak to him, and what
was he going to say? He would have to introduce
this septuagenarian:

“This is my son, born early this morning.”

And then the old man would gather his blanket
around him and they would plod on, past the bus-
tling stores, the slave market — for a dark instant
Mr. Button wished passionately that his son was
black — past the luxurious houses of the residen-
tial district, past the home for the aged...

“Come! Pull yourself together,” commanded
the nurse.

“See here,” the old man announced suddenly,
“if you think I’m going to walk home in this blan-
ket, you’re entirely mistaken.”

“Babies always have blankets.”

With a malicious crackle the old man held up a
small white swaddling garment.

“Look!” he quavered. “This is what they had
ready for me.”

“Babies always wear those,” said the nurse
primly.

“Well,” said the old man, “this baby’s not go-
ing to wear anything in about two minutes. This
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Ha: OH ;mAeT II0 JIIOAHBIM yJIXIaM 00K 0 GOK C 3TUM
HEeMBICJIMMBIM UyIUIIE€M.

— § ue mory. He mory! — mpocToHAaT OH.

Jltomu OyayT OCTaHABIWMBATLCA, PAaCCIPAIIN-
BaTh, a UYTO OTBeTUTH? IIpumercsa nmpeacTaBiaATh UM
ceMuecATUIETHETO cTaplia:

— 9TO MOW CBIH, OH POAMJICSA CETOIHS YTPOM.

A crapuxk 6ygeT KyTaTbCsAd B CBOE OO, I OHU
MPOUAYT MHMO OKUBJIEHHBIX MAaraswuHOB, MHMO
HeBOJBbHUULETO PHIHKA (HAa MUT MHCTePy BaTToHy
CTPACTHO 3aX0TeJIOCh, YTOOBI €r0 ChIH OBLI YEepPHO-
KOKUM), MUMO POCKOIIHBIX OCOOHSIKOB, MUMO 00-
rajleJIbHU...

— Hy! Boabmure ke cebss B pyku! — CKoOMaH-
JIoBaJja cecTpa.

— IlocaymiatiTe, — cKasaJl BAPYT CTAaPUK PeIIn-
TeJIbHO, — YK He JyMaeTe JIU Bbl, UTO A HOHUAY I0-
MOH B sTOM ofesne? Kak Obl He Tak.

— HoBopo:kaeHHBIX BCeTa IeJIeHaloT B Ofeda.

Co 37100HBIM CMEXOM CTapUK ITOKA3aJ KPOIIeu-
HYIO 0eJIyIo pacIalioHkKy.

— Ilono0yiiTech! — mpoM3HEC OH HaATPECHY-
TBIM TOJIOCOM. — BOT YTO OHM AJIS MEHS IIPUTOTO-
BUJIU.

— HoBopo:kaeHHBIM Bcerma HAAeBaOT TaKue
pacmamioHKu, — CTPOT0 CKasaJia cecTpa.

— Hy a Ha ce#t pa3, — Bo3pasuJl CTapuUK, —
He MPOUAET M ABYX MUHYT, KaK HOBODPOXKIEHHBIN
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blanket itches. They might at least have given me
a sheet.”

“Keep it on! Keep it on!” said Mr. Button hur-
riedly. He turned to the nurse. “What’ll I do?”

“Go down town and buy your son some clothes.”

Mr. Button’s son’s voice followed him down
into the hall:

“And a cane, father. I want to have a cane.”

Mr. Button banged the outer door savagely...

“Good-morning,” Mr. Button said, nervously,
to the clerk in the Chesapeake Dry Goods Com-
pany. “I want to buy some clothes for my child.”

“How old is your child, sir?”

“About six hours,” answered Mr. Button, with-
out due consideration.

“Babies’ supply department in the rear.”

“Why, I don’t think — I’m not sure that’s what
I want. It’s — he’s an unusually large-size child.
Exceptionally — ah — large.”

“They have the largest child’s sizes.”

“Where is the boys’ department?” inquired Mr.
Button, shifting his ground desperately.
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IIpeACcTaHeT mepe] BaMU HaruIIOM. JTO OJessio Ky-
caercsa. Ha xymoii KOHell, 1au ObI XOTh ITPOCTHIHIO.

— Her-meT, momoxxau! — IIOCHENIHO CKasaj
mucrtep BarToH 1 moBepHYyJICcS K cectpe. — YUTO Ke
MHe JIeJaTh?

— HWauTe B MarasuH u KyIUTe eMy OHEKIY.

Tonmoc ceriaa HacTur Mucrepa BarToHa y:ke y BbI-
xoma:

— U TpocTh, mamamia. MHe Hy:XKHa TPOCTb.

Mucrep BaTToH B ApocTH 3aXJIOMHYJ 3a coboit
IBEpPh.

— JloOpoe yTpo, — obpaTuiicsad B3BBOJTHOBAHHBIN
Muctep BaTToH K IpUKa3uUNKy YHUBEPCAJIbHOTO Ma-
rasuHa Yusnuka. — MHe Hy:KHA JeTCKas Ome:Kaa.

— A CKOJIbKO BallieMy pebeHKY, cap?

— Bes maJsioro 1mecth 4acoB, — OIIPOMETUYUBO
OTBEeTHJI MuUcCTep BaTToH.

— IlpugaHoe i HOBOPOKIEHHBIX HPOIAETCA
HAIIPOTHUB.

— Her, mue Ka:xeTcs... 00I0Cb, YTO 9TO MHe He
mopouiger. Bugure jin... peOeHOK OUeHb KPYIIHBIH.
YpesBBIYANHO... 3-9... KPYIHBIM.

— Tam umeroTcs camble GOJIbIIINE METCKUE Pas-
MeDPHI.

— A rme MOXKHO KYIUTL OAEKIY IJs IIOZPOCT-
KOB? — cmpocus muctep BaTTtoH, B oTUagHUU Me-
HAA TaAKTUKY.
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He felt that the clerk must surely scent his
shameful secret.

“Right here.”

“Well—”

He hesitated. The notion of dressing his son in
men’s clothes was repugnant to him. If, say, he
could only find a very large boy’s suit, he might
cut off that long and awful beard, dye the white
hair brown, and thus manage to conceal the worst,
and to retain something of his own self-respect —
not to mention his position in Baltimore society.

But a frantic inspection of the boys’ depart-
ment revealed no suits to fit the new-born Button.
He blamed the store, of course — in such cases it
is the thing to blame the store.

“How old did you say that boy of yours was?”
demanded the clerk curiously.

“He’s — sixteen.”

“Oh, I beg your pardon. I thought you said six
hours. You’ll find the youths’ department in the
next aisle.”

Mr. Button turned miserably away. Then he
stopped, brightened, and pointed his finger to-
ward a dressed dummy in the window display.

“There!” he exclaimed. “I’ll take that suit, out
there on the dummy.”

The clerk stared.
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OH OBLT yBepeH, UTO MPUKAZYUK MOTagbIBAETCS
0 ero IIOCTBLITHOU TamHe.

— 31ech.

— Torza...

OH mokoiebajnicss. MbICIb, YTO ChIHA HPULAETCS
OIeTh KaK B3POCJIOTO, ObLIA /I HEero HeBbIHOCHMA.
Ecun 651, ckaskeM, HaMTH KOCTIOM AJIsI OUYeHb KPYII-
HOT'O TIOAPOCTKA, MOYKHO OCTPUYD 9Ty YKACHYIO 60-
poay, IepeKpacuTsb ceable BOJOCHI B KAITAHOBBIM
IIBET U CKPBLITH TAKMM 00pasoM camoe y:KacHoe, CO-
XpPaHUB OCTATKU CAMOYBa:KeHUs... O CBOeI pemyTa-
U B OOIECTBE OH yiKe U He BCIIOMUHAJ.

Ho, nmxopamouno ocMOTpeB Bce BUTPHUHBI, OH
yOenuiics, 4TO IOAXOIAIIEr0 KOCTIOMA MJIsI HOBO-
po:xkgernnoro Barrona Her. OH TpPOKJIWHAJ Mara-
3WH — YTO K, B IOAOOHBIX CIAyUasaX TOJIBKO U OCTa-
eTcs IPOKJINHATHL MarasuH.

— CKOJIIbKO, BBI TOBOPHUTE, BAallleMy MAaJb4uu-
Ky? — c JIIOOOIIBITCTBOM CIIPOCHUJ IIPUKASUNK.

— Ewmy... mecTHaAIATS JIET.

— Ax, mpocTuTe, a MHE IOCJBIIIAI0Ch — IIECTh
vacoB. Omexay A IOHOIIEH IPOoJaloT B COCETHEM
3aJie.

Mucrep Barron momiencs Obl1o mpoub. Ho
BAPYT OH OCTAHOBUJICA W PaJOCTHO YKasaJl Ha Ma-
HEKeH B BUTPUHE.

— Bor! — BockaukHyJg oH. — I Oepy TOT Ko-
CTIOM, UTO Ha MaHEKeHe.

ITpukasuymk mocMoTpes Ha HETO B UBYMJIEHUU.
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“Why,” he protested, “that’s not a child’s suit.
At least it is, but it’s for fancy dress. You could
wear it yourself!”

“Wrap it up,” insisted his customer nervously.
“That’s what I want.”

The astonished clerk obeyed.

Back at the hospital Mr. Button entered the
nursery and almost threw the package at his son.

“Here’s your clothes,” he snapped out.

The old man untied the package and viewed the
contents with a quizzical eye.

“They look sort of funny to me,” he complained,
“I don’t want to be made a monkey of ——”

“You’ve made a monkey of me!” retorted Mr.
Button fiercely. “Never you mind how funny you
look. Put them on — or I’ll — or I’ll spank you.”

He swallowed uneasily at the penultimate word,
feeling nevertheless that it was the proper thing
to say.

“All right, father” — this with a grotesque
simulation of filial respect—*“you’ve lived longer;
you know best. Just as you say.”

As before, the sound of the word “father”
caused Mr. Button to start violently.

“And hurry.”

“I’m hurrying, father.”

When his son was dressed Mr. Button regard-
ed him with depression. The costume consisted of
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— Ho 510 Ke He JeTCKHIl KOCTIOM, — CKa3aJ
OH. — A eciu U JeTCKWI, TO CIIUT IJII MaHEKeHa.
Ia oH BaM caMOMYy IpHIIeIcA ObI BIIOPY.

— 3aBepHUTEe, — OOTPeO6OBAN MOKyIlaTeab. —

HNMmenHO 5TO MHE 1 HYKHO.

Ol1reJIOMJIEHHBIN MIPUKA3UYNK IIOBUHOBAJICA.

Bepnysmuiucs B KIuHUKY, BaTTOH Bolles B maJjia-
Ty U eBa He 3allyCTUJI B ChIHA CBEPTKOM.

— Bor Tebe, ogeBaiicsa, — cKasaJj OH CO 3JIOCTHIO.

Crapuk pasBepHyJ OyMary @ HAcMEILJINBO IIO-
TUIAAeJ Ha COAep:KIMoe IaKera.

— Jla Beb BTO IPOCTO CMEIITHO, — ITOKAJIOBAJI-
csa oH. — §1 He Xouy, UTOOBI U3 MEHs caejaau oode-
3bAHY...

— 9To0 THI U3 MeHsA 00e3bAHY cHesaa! — orpbIs-
HyJacsa Barrou. — He Tebe cyauThb, Kak ThI BBHITJIA-
oumib. sKuBo omeBaiicsa, UiaN... NI A TeOA OTIILIe-
maro.

Ha mociensem cjoBe OH BCXJIUIHYJ, XOTSI UyB-
CTBOBAaJI, UTO MMEHHO 3TO M CJEeJOBAJIO CKAa3aTh.

— JlagHo, mmama, — OTBETHJI CBIH C IPUTBOPHBIM
nmoutennemM. — T®I crapiie, 3HAYUT, TeOe BUIHEII.
S moBuHYOCE.

IIpu cioBe «mama» mwmcTep BaTToH BHOBB CO-
JIPOTHYJICA.

— U nmoropamiuBaiics.

— $ moropamniuBaioCh, mama.

Korma cweir ogmesicss, muctep BarTroH ocmoTpen
ero M OKOHUATeJbHO yman ayxoMmM. Ha HeM ObLIN
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dotted socks, pink pants, and a belted blouse with
a wide white collar. Over the latter waved the long
whitish beard, drooping almost to the waist. The
effect was not good.

“Wait!”

Mr. Button seized a hospital shears and with
three quick snaps amputated a large section of
the beard. But even with this improvement the
ensemble fell far short of perfection. The remain-
ing brush of scraggly hair, the watery eyes, the
ancient teeth, seemed oddly out of tone with the
gayety of the costume. Mr. Button, however, was
obdurate — he held out his hand.

“Come along!” he said sternly.

His son took the hand trustingly.

“What are you going to call me, dad?” he qua-
vered as they walked from the nursery—*“just
‘baby’ for a while? till you think of a better name?”

Mr. Button grunted.
“I don’t know,” he answered harshly. “I think
we’ll call you Methuselah.”

Even after the new addition to the Button fam-
ily had had his hair cut short and then dyed to a
sparse unnatural black, had had his face shaved
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KpamJaTble YYJIKHU, PO30BhIEe HAHTAJIOHBI 1 KOQTOU-
Ka ¢ 6essIM BopoTHUKOM. IloBepx Hee mouTu A0 HO-
sica 3MemJIach rpsA3HO-cepas 6opoma. BoeuatieHnue
OBLIO He U3 JYYIINX.

— Ilomoxxnu-xral

Muctep BaTToH cXBaTUJI XUPYPruvecKue HOMK-
HUIBI U TPeMs OBICTPHIMU JBUKEHUAMU OTXBATHJI
6opoxny. Ho u 970 HEe mOMOTJI0 — BUJA HOBOPOXKAEH-
HOTO IO-TIPEeXHEeMY ObLI JajieK OT COBEPIIeHCTBA.
WKecTrasa mermnHa Ha TOAOOPOIKE, TYCKJILIE IJIasa,
JKEJIThIE CTAPUKOBCKME 3yOBbI BBITVISAENN HEJIEeIo
B COUETAHUU C HAPAAHBIM, CIIUTBHIM AJS BUTPUHBI
koctioMoM. Ho mMumcrep BaTToH, 0:KecTOUYMBIINCE,
IIPOTAHYJI CBIHY PYKY.

— ITomutu! — ckasaj OH CTPOTO.

ChBIH JOBEPUYMBO VIEMUJICS 34 3Ty PYKY.

— A xax TbI OyJzemb MeHA 3BaTh, HAlOYKa? —
CIIPOCHJI OH Apebes3:KaluM rojiocoM, KOTa OHU BbI-
Xoauau U3 majiarel. — IIpocTo «MaJbInI», ITOKyJa
He IPpUAyMaellb YTO-HUOYyAb MoJrydIme?

Mucrep BaTToH XMBIKHYJI.

— He 3Hawo, — orBeTusa oH cypoBo. — Iloxka-
Jayii, HazoBeM Tebs Madycammiom.

Haxe Korma oTnpbicka bBaTTOHOB KOPOTKO
OCTPUTJIM, TTOKPACUJN BOJIOCHI B HEECTECTBEHHBIH
YEepPHOBATHIN IBET, IMeKU U MOAOOPOAOK BBHIOPUIN
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so close that it glistened, and had been attired in
small-boy clothes made to order by a flabbergasted
tailor, it was impossible for Button to ignore the
fact that his son was a poor excuse for a first fam-
ily baby.

Despite his aged stoop, Benjamin Button — for
it was by this name they called him instead of by
the appropriate but invidious Methuselah — was
five feet eight inches tall. His clothes did not con-
ceal this, nor did the clipping and dyeing of his eye-
brows disguise the fact that the eyes under — were
faded and watery and tired. In fact, the baby-nurse
who had been engaged in advance left the house af-
ter one look, in a state of considerable indignation.

But Mr. Button persisted in his unwavering
purpose. Benjamin was a baby, and a baby he
should remain. At first he declared that if Ben-
jamin didn’t like warm milk he could go without
food altogether, but he was finally prevailed upon
to allow his son bread and butter, and even oat-
meal by way of a compromise. One day he brought
home a rattle and, giving it to Benjamin, insisted
in no uncertain terms that he should “play with
it,” whereupon the old man took it with a weary
expression and could be heard jingling it obedi-
ently at intervals throughout the day.

There can be no doubt, though, that the rat-
tle bored him, and that he found other and more
soothing amusements when he was left alone.
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Io OJecKa, a IIOTOM HapPAAWIN B JeTCKUIT KOCTIOM-
YUK, CIIUTBIA [0 3aKa3y IMOPTHBLIM, KOTOPBIH IOJI-
ro He MOT IPUHATH B cels OT YAUBJIEHUS, MUACTEPY
BarTtony Bce Ke mpuILIOCh IPU3HATH, UTO TAKOM
IepBeHel] OTHIOAL He JeJIaeT YeCTH €ro CEMEMCTBY.

Benmxamun BaTTonm — Tak ero masBaJin, OTKAa-
3aBIINUCH OT BeCbMa MOAXOIAIIer0, HO CAUIIKOM YK
BBI3BIBaroIero nmenu Madycani, — XOTb U CYTy-
JINJICS II0-CTAPUKOBCKM, MMeJ HATh PYyTOB BOCEMb
II0MMOB POCTY. OTOT0 He CKPAAbIBAJIA OJeKaa, paB-
HO KaK KOPOTKas CTPHMIKKA M KpalleHble OPOBU He
CKpaJbIBAJN TYCKJBIX, BRIIBETIINX Iia3. HaHbKA,
3apamee B3dATasd K pebeHKY, eBa YBUIEB ero, B He-
rOOBAHUY ITOKUHYJIA JOM.

Ho mwucrep Bartom TtBepmo pemuia: Benmxa-
MHUH — MJIaJleHell 1 TAKOBBIM HOJ:KeH ObITh. IIpe-
JKJle BCero OH OOBABUJI, UTO eciau BeHm:xaMuH He
OyZeT HUTh TEIJIOe MOJIOKO, TO BOOOIIle HMUETO He
TMOJYYUT, HO IIOTOM €T0 YTOBOPUJIN HOMUPUTHCS Ha
xjiebe ¢ MacJIOM M JayKe OBCAHOU Kaire. OqHaMKIbI
OH IpPHUHEC JOMOM MOrpeMyIIKY 1, oTAaBas ee BeH-
I:KAaMUHY, B HeIBYCMBICJIE€HHBIX BBIPDAKEHUAX II0-
TpeboBaJI, YTOOBI OH UTPAJ €i0, IOCJe Yero CTapUK
C YCTaJILIM BUOM B3sJI €€ M BpeMsi OT BpeMeHHU II0-
KOPHO BCTPSAXUBAJ.

OmHako morpeMyInka, 6e3 COMHEHUS, ero pas-
Ipakajia, OH, OCTaBasiCh B OQUHOYECTBE, HAXOMUII
Ipyrue, 6ojiee MPUATHBIE IJis ce0A pas3BIeUeHU.
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For instance, Mr. Button discovered one day that
during the preceding week he had smoked more
cigars than ever before — a phenomenon, which
was explained a few days later when, entering the
nursery unexpectedly, he found the room full of
faint blue haze and Benjamin, with a guilty ex-
pression on his face, trying to conceal the butt of
a dark Havana. This, of course, called for a severe
spanking, but Mr. Button found that he could not
bring himself to administer it. He merely warned
his son that he would “stunt his growth.”

Nevertheless he persisted in his attitude. He
brought home lead soldiers, he brought toy trains,
he brought large pleasant animals made of cotton,
and, to perfect the illusion which he was creat-
ing — for himself at least — he passionately de-
manded of the clerk in the toy-store whether “the
paint would come off the pink duck if the baby put
it in his mouth.” But, despite all his father’s ef-
forts, Benjamin refused to be interested. He would
steal down the back stairs and return to the nurs-
ery with a volume of the Encyclopedia Britannica,
over which he would pore through an afternoon,
while his cotton cows and his Noah’s ark were left
neglected on the floor. Against such a stubborn-
ness Mr. Button’s efforts were of little avail.

The sensation created in Baltimore was, at first,
prodigious. What the mishap would have cost the
Buttons and their kinsfolk socially cannot be de-
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K mpumepy, ogHa:kapl MucTep BaTToH 00HapPYKIT,
YTO 3a MUHYBIIYIO HEJeJ 0 BEIKYPUJ cUTap HaMHO-
ro 00JIbIIe OOBIYHOI'0; BCE O0BACHUIOCH HECKOJIBKO
IHell CIyCTs, KOTNa, HEeOKHIaHHO BOMIS B MeT-
CKYIO, OH YBHUJEJ, YTO KOMHATA HAIIOJHEeHa JeTKUM
roJyObBIM TYyMaHOM, a BeHIaMHWH ¢ BHUHOBATBHIM
BUJOM IIbITAaETCSA CIPSATATH OKYPOK TaBaHCKOU CH-
rapel. KoHeuHo, cjiegoBajio ObI eI0 XOPOIIEeHbKO OT-
IILIeIaTb, HO MUCTEP BaTTOH MOYyBCTBOBAJI, UTO HE
crmocobern Ha 3To. OH TOJBKO HpeAyIpeauJ ChliHa,
YTO KypeHUe 3aJeP:KUT ero pPocT.

HecMmoTpsa Ha sToT ciyuaii, muctep baTrTon mpo-
IOJI3KAJ THYTh cBOO JuHNI0. OH KYIINI OJIOBAHHBIX
COJITATUKOB, UTPYIIEUHBIH IT0e3], IPUHec 00IbITUX
3a0aBHBIX 3Bepeil, HA0OUTHIX BATOM, U AJIS IIOJHOTEI
WJLII03UMN — II0 KpaiiHeil Mepe coGCTBeHHOM — Ha-
CTOMYMBO MOMBITHLIBAJICS YV ITPOAABIIA, «HE CIUHAET
JI PO30Basi OKpacKa YTKH, eCJi PeOeHOK 3aCyHeT
UTPYIIKYy B poT». HO BOIpeKH BceM CTapaHuAM
cBOero oriia BeHmKaMWH OCTaBaJICSI PaBHOAYIIEH
K urpymkam. OH TaiiKoM, II0 YepHOU JIECTHHIIE,
CIIyCKaJiCs BHU3 M IPUHOCUJI B JeTCKyio ToM Bpu-
TAHCKOIl SHIIMKJIOMEAUM, HAJ KOTOPLIM M IIPOBO-
OWJI 1IeJIbII OeHb, a KOPOBLI, HabuThie BaTou, u Ho-
€B KOBUeT BaJIAJINCh B HeOpe:KkeHnU Ha moay. Takoe
YIIOPCTBO MUCTEP BaTTOH He B cujiax ObIJI CIOMUTD.

Poxpenne BenmxamMuHa oHAUYaJy IIPOU3BEIIO
B BanTumope cemcanuio. VI TpyaHO cKasaTh, Kak
9TO HecuYacThe OTPAa3MuJIOCh Obl HA OOIIECTBEHHOM
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termined, for the outbreak of the Civil War drew
the city’s attention to other things. A few people
who were unfailingly polite racked their brains for
compliments to give to the parents — and finally
hit upon the ingenious device of declaring that
the baby resembled his grandfather, a fact which,
due to the standard state of decay common to all
men of seventy, could not be denied. Mr. and Mrs.
Roger Button were not pleased, and Benjamin’s
grandfather was furiously insulted.

Benjamin, once he left the hospital, took life
as he found it. Several small boys were brought
to see him, and he spent a stiff-jointed afternoon
trying to work up an interest in tops and mar-
bles — he even managed, quite accidentally, to
break a kitchen window with a stone from a sling
shot, a feat which secretly delighted his father.

Thereafter Benjamin contrived to break some-
thing every day, but he did these things only be-
cause they were expected of him, and because he
was by nature obliging.

When his grandfather’s initial antagonism
wore off, Benjamin and that gentleman took enor-
mous pleasure in one another’s company. They
would sit for hours, these two, so far apart in age
and experience, and, like old cronies, discuss with
tireless monotony the slow events of the day.
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MOJIO;KeHnr BaTToHA M ero POACTBEHHUKOB, €CJIU
ObI He Hauajach I'pakgaHcKasa BoliHa, KOTOpas OT-
BJIEKJIA OT HUX BHUMaHNe. HeKoTopble 0COOEHHO
BeJKJIMBBIE JIIOAY JIOMaJIN ce0e roJI0BbI HAJ TeM, UTO
OBI TaKOe CKas3aThb POAUTeNAM BeHm:KaMuHa, Ta0bI
9TO OBLIO UM MPUATHO, M HAKOHEI[ HAIILIN IIPOCTOH
BBIXOJ: O0'BSBUIIN, UTO HOBOPOIKIECHHBIN IIOXO0MK Ha
CBOEro Jefila — BBUAY CBOMCTBEHHOI CEMUIECATU-
JIETHUM CTapuKaM YMCTBEHHOII cjlab0CTU OTPUIIATH
9T0 ObLIO TPyAHO. Mucrep u muccuc Pomxep Bar-
TOH HICKOJBKO He 00pagoBaimnch, a Ael BeHxa-
MHHA OCKOPOMJICA OO IIyOUHBI AYIIIH.

ITokuHyB KJIMHUKY, DBeumxaMuH 0e3pOIIOTHO
OPpUHUMAJ OKpy:Kaomuit Mup. OgHAXKILI K HEMY
NpUBEJIU MHOUTPATh HECKOJbKHX MaJIbIllieil, U OH
Koe-KaK JOTAHYJ IO Beuepa, cTapasich MPOABIATH
HHTEepeC K BOJUYKY U IIapUKaM, IIpHUUYEeM eMy ya-
JOCh Ja’Ke, IpaBia II0 YMCTEUIIEeN CJIydYaiiHOCTH,
pPas3dbuTh OKHO Ha KyXHE BLICTPEJIOM M3 POTaTKU —
MOABUT, KOTOPOMY €ro OTell BTaliHe pagoBaJjcs.

C Tex mop BeHmkaMUH YXUTPAJICA KaKIBIN
IeHb YTO-HMOYyAb pas3buBaTh, HO [ejaJl 3TO JIMIIb
IJIS TOTO0, UYTOOBI YTOAUTH B3POCJBIM, ITOCKOJBKY
XapakTep y Hero ObLI MOKJIaAUCTBIHN.

Korma gem mepecTas HCHOBITBIBATH BpaKaed-
HOCTh K HeMy, OHM ¢ BeHIKaMMHOM HaydaJau Ha-
XOOUTHL OOJIBIIIOE YIOBOJIBCTBHUE B OOIIEHUU APYT
¢ npyrom. Yacamu cujaesn OHU, CTapPbId U MaJIbIH,
CJIOBHO 3aKaJbIUHbIE APY3bs, U OeceqoBaIn O BCA-
KHX OYCTAKaX.
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Benjamin felt more at ease in his grandfather’s
presence than in his parents’—they seemed always
somewhat in awe of him and, despite the dictato-
rial authority they exercised over him, frequently
addressed him as “Mr.”

He was as puzzled as any one else at the appar-
ently advanced age of his mind and body at birth.
He read up on it in the medical journal, but found
that no such case had been previously recorded.
At his father’s urging he made an honest attempt
to play with other boys, and frequently he joined
in the milder games — football shook him up too
much, and he feared that in case of a fracture his
ancient bones would refuse to knit.

When he was five he was sent to kindergarten,
where he initiated into the art of pasting green
paper on orange paper, of weaving colored maps
and manufacturing eternal cardboard necklaces.
He was inclined to drowse off to sleep in the mid-
dle of these tasks, a habit which both irritated
and frightened his young teacher. To his relief she
complained to his parents, and he was removed
from the school. The Roger Buttons told their
friends that they felt he was too young.

By the time he was twelve years old his parents
had grown used to him. Indeed, so strong is the
force of custom that they no longer felt that he
was different from any other child — except when
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C memom BenmxaMuH uyBCTBOBAJ cebsa cBOOOI-
Hee, 4YeM C POJUTEIAMM, KOTOPbIe BCErjga CJIOBHO
nobauBaInCh €ro M, 3a0bIBasg O CBOEM POAUTENb-
CKOM aBTOPHUTETE, HePeIKO Ha3bIBAJIN « MUCTEPOM>» .

OH caMm He MeHee JPYTUX ObLT YAMBIIEH T€M, UTO
POAMIICA TAKMM CTapbIM U YMYAPEHHBIM OIIBITOM.
OH mombITasics HAaWTH OOBACHEHWE 3TOMY B MeIU-
IMHCKOM JKypHaJje, HO BBIACHUJI JIUIIb, YTO HAYKe
nogo0HbIe cay4yay HeudBecTHEI. [lo HacToOAHMIO OT-
IIa OH YeCTHO IIPO6OBAJ UTPATH C APYTUMU MaJILUN-
KaMU, HO IPEAIIOUYUTAJ CIIOKONHBIe UTPHI — yT-
00JI IPMBOAMII €TO B TpeleT: oH 6ofACcd, UTO, eciau
eMy IlepeJIOMaloT cTap4yecKue KOCTH, OHU y:Ke HU-
KOrJla He CPacTyTCs.

IIatu jeT oT poxy ero oTHaIy B IeTCKU can, Iie
OH IIPHOOIIMIICA K BEJINKOMY UCKYCCTBY HAKJIENBATh
3eJieHble OyMasKKU HA OPaH:KeBbIe, IJIECTU IIBETHHIE
Y30pbI ¥ WBTOTOBJIATH OECKOHEUHBIE KAaPTOHHBIE
yrpamenusa. Cioydasoch, OH 3achIllajl, He BBIIIOJ-
HUB YPOKAa, — 3Ta IMPUBBIUKA CepAWJIA U yKacajaa
ero oHy!I0 HacraBHuUIy. K cuacTbio, oHa moxkajioBa-
JIach POJIUTENSAM, U ero 3abpany orryzna. BaTToHBI
00'BACHUIN CBOUM JPY3bAM, UTO MAJBUUK, KAK UM
KayKeTCcd, ellle He JOPOC J0 AETCKOTO caza.

Ha nBenanmaTsIil rof mociie ero posKJeHUA POIYI-
TeJIX HaKOHeIl K HEMY IIPUBBIKJIN. BOUCTUHY CTOJIb
BeJINKA CUJIa IPUBBIYKY, YTO OHU yiKe He BULeIU
DPaA3HUIBI MEXKIY HUM U JPYTUMHU IeTbMU — pPas3Be
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some curious anomaly reminded them of the fact.
But one day a few weeks after his twelfth birth-
day, while looking in the mirror, Benjamin made,
or thought he made, an astonishing discovery. Did
his eyes deceive him, or had his hair turned in the
dozen years of his life from white to iron-gray un-
der its concealing dye? Was the network of wrin-
kles on his face becoming less pronounced? Was
his skin healthier and firmer, with even a touch
of ruddy winter color? He could not tell. He knew
that he no longer stooped, and that his physical
condition had improved since the early days of his
life.

“Can it be——?” he thought to himself, or,
rather, scarcely dared to think.

He went to his father.

“I am grown,” he announced determinedly.
“I want to put on long trousers.”

His father hesitated.

“Well,” he said finally, “I don’t know. Fourteen
is the age for putting on long trousers — and you
are only twelve.”

“But you’ll have to admit,” protested Benja-
min, “that I’m big for my age.”

His father looked at him with illusory specula-
tion.

“Oh, I’m not so sure of that,” he said. “I was as
big as you when I was twelve.”
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TOJIBKO MHOTHA KaKasg-HuOyIb ero CTPAaHHOCTh Ha-
noMmuHaga UM 00 aTom. Ho omHaKIBI, BCKOPE ITOCJIe
TOTO, KAK €My MCIIOJHIJIOCh IBeHAAIlaTh, BeHmxa-
MUH B3IVIAHYJ B 3€pPKaJi0 M CIeJiaJ IIOPa3UTesb-
HOe oTKphiTre. OH He IIOBEpPUJ CBOUM IJIa3aM: He-
yiKeJn TpoOMBaBIIasicsa M3-II0J KpacKu celuWHa Ha
TPUHAAIIATOM TOAY €ro KM3HU IIpmodpesa cepoBa-
TO-cTaJIbHOM oTTeHOK? Hey:kenn ceTh MOPIIUH Ha
ero Jiuile CJOBHO OBI criamuiach? Hey:enu Koka
cTajia CBeXkell W yIpyroii, a Ha IeKax, CJIOBHO TPO-
HYTBIX 3UMHHUM MOPO30M, [dasKe 3aurpall JeTKHUH
pymanen? Ero omoneBanu comHenusa. OH 3ameuad,
yTO GOJIbIIIE He CYTYJIUJICS U 3J0POBbe er0 3aMeTHO
OKPEeIJIO CO BpeMeH MJIaJieHuecTBa.

— BosmoxkHO au?.. — moaymaJl WM, BepHee,
elBa OCMeJUJICS MMOAYMAaTh BeHI:KaMuH.

OH mo1res K OTITY.

— § BBIPpOC, — pEIIUTENBLHO O0BABUJI OH. —
Kynu Mmue ginHHBIE OPIOKH.

Orer 3agymaJics.

— IlpaBo, He 3Ha[O, — CKasaJ OH HaKOHeIl. —
JauHHEBIe OPIOKM OOBIYHO HOCAT C YETHIPHAIIATH
Jjet, a Tebe TOJBKO IBEHAAIIATD.

— Ho T1BI fomxen npusHaTh, — Bo3pasus BeH-
IKaMUH, — UTO S JOBOJBHO KPYIHBIN peOeHOK s
CBOUX JIeT.

Orer Opocuy Ha HEro HeyBePeHHbBIN B3TJIAL.

— Hy, a sToro me HaxoXy, — CKasaja OH. —
B nBenaamarts JeT g He ycTymasa Tebe.
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This was not true — it was all part of Roger
Button’s silent agreement with himself to believe
in his son’s normality.

Finally a compromise was reached. Benjamin
was to continue to dye his hair. He was to make a
better attempt to play with boys of his own age.
He was not to wear his spectacles or carry a cane
in the street. In return for these concessions he
was allowed his first suit of long trousers...

IV

Of the life of Benjamin Button between his
twelfth and twenty-first year I intend to say little.
Suffice to record that they were years of normal
ungrowth. When Benjamin was eighteen he was
erect as a man of fifty; he had more hair and it
was of a dark gray; his step was firm, his voice had
lost its cracked quaver and descended to a healthy
baritone. So his father sent him up to Connecticut
to take examinations for entrance to Yale College.
Benjamin passed his examination and became a
member of the freshman class.

On the third day following his matriculation
he received a notification from Mr. Hart, the col-
lege registrar, to call at his office and arrange
his schedule. Benjamin, glancing in the mirror,
decided that his hair needed a new application of
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Jto 6bL1a J0:Kb: Pomxep BaTTon maBHO BoIiesn
B CHEJNKYy C COBECThIO, MOJUAJIUBO TPUTBOPIACH,
OyATO ero ChbIH BIOJIHE HOPMAaJIbHBIN pebeHOK.

Haxowmer 6511 HaliieH KoMIIpoMucce. Beumxamu-
HY TO-TIpeKHeMY Npugercsa KpPacuTh BoJochkl. OH
OyZeT cTapaThCsA UI'PATh CO CBOMMU POBECHUKAMMU.
OH ofelllaeT He HOCUTh OYKH U He T'YJSITb C TPO-
CTBHIO II0 yJInIle. B Harpamy 3a Bce aTo eMy o0elaan
KYIUTb JINHHBIE OPIOKH.

IV

§1 He HamMepeH MHOT'O PACHIPOCTPAHATHCA O JKU3-
uu Benmxamvmuua BaTTona oT ABeHanIaT o ABaX-
maTu OgHOTO roja. IlocTaToOuyHO 3aMETHUTH, UTO 3a
9TH TOABl OH HEYKJIOHHO MoJozes. K BocemHanu-
IIaTH TOJAM OH IIePecTay CYTYyJUTbCS U BBITIAIE]
OATHAECATUICTHUM MY:KUYNHOII; BOJOCHEI €ro cra-
JIW TyIlle W CJeTKa IOTeMHEJN; OH XOAWJ TBEPILIM
marom, Ipedes:KaIuil ToJ0oC IIPeBPATUJICA B MY-
JKecTBeHHLIII OapuToH. M Torma orel Iocjiaj ero
B MenbCcKuil KosIemx Aep:KaTh 9K3aMeHBI, KOTO-
prle BeHmxaMUH yCHeNIHO cAajl W ObLI 3aYMCJIEeH
Ha IepBBIA KypC.

Yepes Tpu OHA OH IOJYyYWJ yBeIOMJIEHHE OT
mucrepa XapTa, M3 KaHIEJAPUU KOJLIEIKA: eMy
npenjiarajgu ABUTHCA IJIA COCTAaBJICHUA yueOHOTO
miIaHa. DBeHyKaMWH, OOIVIAAEBIINCHL B 3epPKAaJo,
PeIj, YTO BOJIOCHI HaJl0 IOAKPACUTh, HO, JIUXOpa-
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its brown dye, but an anxious inspection of his
bureau drawer disclosed that the dye bottle was
not there. Then he remembered — he had emptied
it the day before and thrown it away. He was in
a dilemma. He was due at the registrar’s in five
minutes. There seemed to be no help for it — he
must go as he was. He did.

“Good-morning,” said the registrar politely.
“You’ve come to inquire about your son.”

“Why, as a matter of fact, my name’s But-
ton—" began Benjamin, but Mr. Hart cut him off.

“I’m very glad to meet you, Mr. Button. I’m
expecting your son here any minute.”

“That’s me!” burst out Benjamin. “I’m a fresh-
man.”

“What!”

“I’m a freshman.”

“Surely you’re joking.”

“Not at all.”

The registrar frowned and glanced at a card be-
fore him.

“Why, I have Mr. Benjamin Button’s age down
here as eighteen.”

“That’s my age,’
slightly.

The registrar eyed him wearily.

b

asserted Benjamin, flushing
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JOYHO OOBICKAB AIIUK HUCHMEHHOI'O CTOJIa, He 006-
HapPY:KWJ TaM CKJSAHKMU C Kpackoi. Tyt oH Bcmiom-
HUJI, YTO ellle Buepa u3pacxo0BaJj OCTATOK KpacKu
U BBHIOPOCUJ CKJISHKY. Brpibopa He Oblimo. Yepes
OATh MUHYT €My HPEACTOSIO0 SBUTHCSI B KaHIEJA-
puio. Huuero e momumiens> — IPUIETCA UATH KaK
ectb. W oH morre.

— JloO6poe yTpo, — JI00e3HO BCTPETUJI €r0 MU-
crep XapTt. — BbI, JOMKHO OBITH, IPUIILINA CIpa-
BUTHCS O CBOEM CBIHE.

— K Bamemy cBemeHuto, mosa Gamumausa bBar-
TOH... — HavaJ BeHmkaMuH, HO MucTep XapT Ipe-
pBaJI ero:

— OueHb pajJ ¢ BaMU MTO3SHAKOMUTHCS, MUCTEP
Barron. f oxugaio Balrero cbIHa ¢ MUHYTBI Ha MU-

HYTY.
— Jla aT0 Ke sa! — paBKHYya BeHmkaMuH. —
Mensa sauucauiau Ha IepPBBIN Kypce.
— Yro-0?

— MeHs 3auncanan Ha IePBBIA KypC.

— a BbI nryture!

— HuckouabKo.

Kraepk HaxMypuicsa u 3aryIssHyJ B KaPTOUKY, Je-
JKaBIIYIO IIepe HUM.

— Ho y mensa smech sHaUUTCA, uTO Benmramm-
"y BarTrony BoceMHanuaTh JeT.

— Bor umenHoO, BoceMHaAIlaTh, — IIOATBEPINI
Benmxamun u ciierka moxpacHe.

Kiaepk ycrano B3ISHYJI Ha HEro.
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“Now surely, Mr. Button, you don’t expect me
to believe that.”

Benjamin smiled wearily.

“I am eighteen,” he repeated.

The registrar pointed sternly to the door.

“Get out,” he said. “Get out of college and get
out of town. You are a dangerous lunatic.”

“I am eighteen.”

Mr. Hart opened the door.

“The ideal!” he shouted. “A man of your age try-
ing to enter here as a freshman. Eighteen years
old, are you? Well, I’ll give you eighteen minutes
to get out of town.”

Benjamin Button walked with dignity from
the room, and half a dozen undergraduates, who
were waiting in the hall, followed him curiously
with their eyes. When he had gone a little way he
turned around, faced the infuriated registrar, who
was still standing in the doorway, and repeated in
a firm voice:

“I am eighteen years old.”

To a chorus of titters which went up from the
group of undergraduates, Benjamin walked away.

But he was not fated to escape so easily. On his
melancholy walk to the railroad station he found
that he was being followed by a group, then by a
swarm, and finally by a dense mass of undergradu-
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— IIpaBo, muctep BaTrToH, He agymaeTe :Ke BHI,
YTO S BaM IIOBEPIO.

BenmxamMun yiasIOHyJICS He MeHee YCTAJO.

— M=ue BoceMHAAIATh, — IIOBTOPUJ OH.

Kiaepk pemurenbHo ykasaa eMy Ha ABEDb.

— ¥Vxomure, — CKasaJ OH. — YXOIUTe U3 KOJI-
Jem:Ka M MOKWHBTe Halll Topoid. BuI omacHBIN Ma-
HbAK.

— M=ue BoceMHAAIATE!

Mucrep Xapr pacnaxayJ IBepb.

— IlomymaTh TOIbKO! — BCKpuuaja oH. — B Ba-
IIX TOABI HBITATHLCA IIOCTYIMUTL Ha IEPBBIA Kypc!
Bocemuanmares jser, rosopute? [laio BaM BoceM-
HaAIlaTh MUHYT, ¥ YTOOBI AyXYy BallleTo B TOpojie He
OBLIO.

Benmxamua BaTToH ¢ JOCTOMHCTBOM ITOKHMHY.JI
KaHIEeJIPUIo, ITPUUYEeM C HOJIII0KUHBI CTapIieKypC-
HUKOB, 0KUAABIINX B IPHUEMHOI, TapalujIfd Ha He-
ro miasa. OToiga HeMHOT'0, OH OIVIAHYJICA Ha B30e-
IIEeHHOTO KJIePKa, KOTOPBIH BCe eIle CTOsJ B IBe-
pPAX, ¥ TBEPIO IIOBTOPILI:

— Mue BoceMHAAIATE JIET OT POAY.

IToxn mpy:KHBIII XOXOT CTapIIeKypCHUKOB DBeH-
IUKaMUH yIAJIUJICs.

Ho emy He cy:xIeHO OBLIO TaK JIETKO OTEJIaThC.
OH mevaJbHO OpeJ K BOK3aJIy U BAPYT O0OHAPYKILI,
YTO €er0 COIPOBOKIAET CIIepBa CTAMKa, IIOTOM POI
¥ HaKOHeIl — IJIOTHAs TOJIIa CTYyLeHTOB. BecThb
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ates. The word had gone around that a lunatic had
passed the entrance examinations for Yale and at-
tempted to palm himself off as a youth of eight-
een. A fever of excitement permeated the college.
Men ran hatless out of classes, the football team
abandoned its practice and joined the mob, pro-
fessors’ wives with bonnets awry and bustles out
of position, ran shouting after the procession,
from which proceeded a continual succession of
remarks aimed at the tender sensibilities of Ben-
jamin Button.

“He must be the wandering Jew!”

“He ought to go to prep school at his age!”

“Look at the infant prodigy!”

“He thought this was the old men’s home.”

“Go up to Harvard!”

Benjamin increased his gait, and soon he was
running. He would show them! He would go to
Harvard, and then they would regret these ill-
considered taunts!

Safely on board the train for Baltimore, he put
his head from the window.

“You’ll regret this!” he shouted.

“Ha-ha!” the undergraduates laughed. “Ha-
ha-ha!”

It was the biggest mistake that Yale College
had ever made...
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0 TOM, UTO KaKO-TO MaHbAK BBIAEDP/KAJ BCTYIIU-
TeJIbHbIe 9K3aMeHBI U HbITAJICS BRIAATH ce0sA 3a BO-
ceMHAaAIaTUJIeTHETO IOHOIITY, 00eTesna ropos. Bech
Kostemx Juxopanuiao. CTyoeHTHI BbIOerajum Ha
YJIUIY, 03a0BIB B ayJUTOPUU CBOU IULISAMIBI, QyT-
0osbHAsS KOMaHa IpepBaja TPEeHUPOBKY U IIPUCO-
eIVHUJIACh K TOJIe, IPodeccopin, co CheXaBIIu-
MU Ha OJHO YXO NLIANKaMU, CO COMBUINMUCS HAOOK
TYPHIOpaAMU, TPOMKHUMH BOILISIMU IIPeCcJeJ0BaIn
TIIPOIECCHI0, a BOKPYT TaK UM CHITIAJINCH HACMEIIKH,
IoTafaBIIve B caMoe ya3BuMoe Mmecto BeHmramu-
Ha BarTona:

— Hasepuoe, sTo Beunsrit JKux!

— B ero Bospacre emy 6bI OBITH TPUTOTOBUIIIKOI!

— TonbKo morIsiAUTE HA STOTO BYHIEPKUHIA!

— OmH permiuni, 4To y Hac 37ech 6oraaenbHs!

— 9ii, TeI, moea:xkaii B 'apBapa!

Benmxamun mpubaBuj Iary, IMOTOM IIepeles
Ha pbick. O umm morasker! Ila, om moexmer B I'ap-
Bapl, U OHU ellle IOKAJIEIT O CBOMX OIPOMETYHU-
BBIX HacMeIKax!

BraromonyuHo YKpBIBIINCH B BaTOHE 0AJITHIMOD-
CKOT'O 0oe3/ia, OH BBICYHYJICA M3 OKHA.

— B&I ele moxkasieeTe! — 3a0paJ OH.

— Xa-xa! — xoxoTaniu CTyJeHThl. — Xa-xa-xa!

B ror nens VenbcKuit KOLTEI: COBEPIIII POKO-
BYIO OLINOKY...
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v

In 1880 Benjamin Button was twenty years old,
and he signalised his birthday by going to work
for his father in Roger Button & Co., Wholesale
Hardware. It was in that same year that he began
“going out socially”’—that is, his father insisted
on taking him to several fashionable dances. Rog-
er Button was now fifty, and he and his son were
more and more companionable — in fact, since
Benjamin had ceased to dye his hair (which was
still grayish) they appeared about the same age,
and could have passed for brothers.

One night in August they got into the phaeton
attired in their full-dress suits and drove out to
a dance at the Shevlins’ country house, situated
just outside of Baltimore.

It was a gorgeous evening. A full moon drenched
the road to the lustreless colour of platinum, and
late-blooming harvest flowers breathed into the
motionless air aromas that were like low, half-
heard laughter. The open country, carpeted for
rods around with bright wheat, was translucent
as in the day.

It was almost impossible not to be affected by
the sheer beauty of the sky — almost.

“There’s a great future in the dry-goods busi-
ness,” Roger Button was saying.
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v

B 1880 rony Bemmpxamuny Barrtony mcmosHm-
JIOCh ABaJIaTh, M CBOM JeHb POKAEHUA OH O3HAME-
HOBaJI T€M, UTO CTAJ KOMIIAHLOHOM OTI[a B (pupme
«Pomxep Barron u Ko, ommroBas TOProsiisi CKOOsi-
HBIMM TOBapaMu». B TOM iXe Togy OH HAdaJ «BbI-
€3:KaTh B CBET», BepHEee, OTell UYyTh JIX He HACUJIb-
HO CTaJ BBIBO3UTH €T0 Ha cBeTcKue 0anbl. Pomxepy
Barrony ObLJIO yiKe MATHIECAT, U OTEIl C CHIHOM Te-
nepb KyAa 0osbIlle MOAXOAUIN APYT APYTy — IIpa-
BO, C Tex IOp Kak BeHmxaMuH IepecTaj KpacUTh
BOJIOCHI (B KOTOPBIX BCe elle Ipo0uBaiach cegnHa),
OHU Kas3aJiiCh POBECHUKAMHU M UX BIOJHE MOYKHO
OBLIIO IPUHATEL 32 OpaThEeB.

B oguH 13 aBTyCTOBCKHX BEUEepPOB OHM OOJIAUM-
JIUCh BO @paxku u OoTHpaBUiInch B Kapere K Illes-
JIMHAM, B MX 3arOPOJHYIO ycaab0y HEIOmAJIEKY OT
Banxrumopa.

Beuep 0n11 uynecusnIii. IlostHas ayHa 3aauBaja
JIOPOTY MATKUM CepeOdpPUCTHIM CBETOM, YBAJAIOIINE
OCEeHHMEe I[BeThl HAIIOJHSJIN HEeIBUKHBLIN BO3MYX
O0saroyxaHueM, CJIOBHO IPOHUS3BLIBAA €ro THUXUM,
enBa ciabIIHBIM cMexoM. IIlupokue moJisd, TOKPHI-
ThI€ JAJEKO OKPECT KOBPOM IIIEHUIIbI, OBLIN OCBe-
IIeHbI, KaK JHEM.

Kazamocs Ob1, HUKTO He MOT OCTaThCSA PABHOYIII-
HBIM K 9TOI YMCTOM KpacoTe Heba... Ka3ajaoch OHbI...

— Jla, y TOproBsiu CKOOAHBIMU TOBapaMM’ BeJIU-
Koe Oymyiee, — rosopua Pomxep Bartown.
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He was not a spiritual man — his aesthetic
sense was rudimentary. “Old fellows like me can’t
learn new tricks,” he observed profoundly. “It’s
you youngsters with energy and vitality that have
the great future before you.”

Far up the road the lights of the Shevlins’ coun-
try house drifted into view, and presently there
was a sighing sound that crept persistently toward
them — it might have been the fine plaint of violins
or the rustle of the silver wheat under the moon.

They pulled up behind a handsome brougham
whose passengers were disembarking at the door.
A lady got out, then an elderly gentleman, then
another young lady, beautiful as sin. Benjamin
started; an almost chemical change seemed to
dissolve and recompose the very elements of his
body. A rigour passed over him, blood rose into
his cheeks, his forehead, and there was a steady
thumping in his ears. It was first love.

The girl was slender and frail, with hair that
was ashen under the moon and honey-coloured un-
der the sputtering gas-lamps of the porch. Over
her shoulders was thrown a Spanish mantilla of
softest yellow, butterflied in black; her feet were
glittering buttons at the hem of her bustled dress.

Roger Button leaned over to his son.
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OH He OBLI BO3BBIIIEHHBLIM UYEJIOBEKOM — €ro
ACTeTUYECKNE UYBCTBA IPeObIBAIM B 3a4aTOUYHOM
COCTOSIHMHN. — B MOHU T'OABLI Y2Ke II03SHO YUUTHCS
BCeM STUM HBIHEIIHMM HOBIIECTBAM, — 3aMETHJI
OH TIIyOOKOMBICJIEHHO. — A BOT y Bac, mojpacra-
IOIET0 MOKOJIEHUS, IIOJIHOTO CHAJI U SHEPTIUH, BEJIn-
Koe Oymyiiee.

Mayexo BHepeay MOKA3aINCh MEPIAIOINe OTHI
ycaab0bl, M BCKOPE IOCIBIIIAICA TUXUHA HEYMOJIU-
HBIN POIIOT — OBITH MOXKET, TO B3ABIXAJIN CKPUIIKN
WJIH IIIeJIecTesia MIIeHnIa B IYHHOM cepedpe.

OHM OCTAHOBUJINCH MOJJIE POCKOIIHOTO JKHUIIA-
JKa, 13 KOTOPOTO y:Ke BhIcaskuBaIuch roctu. CHaua-
Jla BBIILJIA JaMa, 34 Hel IIOKMJION TOCIOAUH U elle
OJHa MOJIOZAasd gama, OJMCTaBIIAs OCJIEIINTEJIbLHOI
KpacoToii. BeHayKaMUH B3APOTHYJ, B HEM CJIOBHO
Havajach XMMHUUYECKas PeaKIis, BCe ero CyIecTBO
Kak ObI mpeobpasuiock. Ero oxBaTui 03HOO, IIeKU
u J006 3apAesinch, B yIIaxX 3aIlyMeso. ITO MPUILIa
mepBas Ji000Bb.

HeByIika ObliIa CTPOMHA 1 HexkHa. Ilox TyHOI ee
BOJIOCHI Ka3aJIMCh IeMeJIbHBIMHU, a y oaAbe3aa, IIpu
cBeTe NINIIAINIMX Ia30BbIX (poHApell, OHM OTIHUBAJIU
MenoBOU skeyiTmsHOU. Ileun ee oKyThIBaJIa 30JI0-
THUCTasd HNCIIaHCKasd MaHTWUJIbdA, HO,Z[6I/ITaH YepPHBIM
IIEJIKOM, OYapOBATEJIbHBLIE HOMKKH BBITVIAABIBAJIN
U3-ToJ Kpasd IJIaThs.

Pom:xep BarToH 1menHyJ ChIHY:
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“That,” he said, “is young Hildegarde Mon-
crief, the daughter of General Moncrief.”

Benjamin nodded coldly.

“Pretty little thing,” he said indifferently. But
when the negro boy had led the buggy away, he
added: “Dad, you might introduce me to her.”

They approached a group, of which Miss Mon-
crief was the centre. Reared in the old tradition,
she curtsied low before Benjamin. Yes, he might
have a dance. He thanked her and walked away —
staggered away. The interval until the time for his
turn should arrive dragged itself out intermina-
bly. He stood close to the wall, silent, inscrutable,
watching with murderous eyes the young bloods of
Baltimore as they eddied around Hildegarde Mon-
crief, passionate admiration in their faces. How
obnoxious they seemed to Benjamin; how intoler-
ably rosy! Their curling brown whiskers aroused
in him a feeling equivalent to indigestion.

But when his own time came, and he drifted
with her out upon the changing floor to the music
of the latest waltz from Paris, his jealousies and
anxieties melted from him like a mantle of snow.
Blind with enchantment, he felt that life was just
beginning.

“You and your brother got here just as we did,
didn’t you?” asked Hildegarde, looking up at him
with eyes that were like bright blue enamel.

52



3arapoyHasa uctopus beHpxammHa batToHa

— 9ro wHag Xuiabaerapga MoHKpu@, Ko4yb re-
Hepasna Moukpuda.

BenmxamMuH caep:KanHO KUBHY.I.

— Henypna, — 3aMeTUJ OH PaBHOAYIIHO. A KOT-
Ia Herp-cjJyra OTBeJ JOIIaJeil B CTOPOHY, Hoba-
Bu: — Ilama, TeI He MOr ObI IIPEACTABUTE €ii MeHs?

OHM TOAOLLIM K TOCTAM, OKPY/KHUBIINM MICC
Mouxpud. Ilo crapoit mobpoii Tpaagunuym OHA cre-
Jama BeumxamMuHy riiyOokuii peBepamc. [la, pas-
yMeeTcsI, OH MOKeT paccuuThIBaTh Ha Tamer. Ou
mobJarogapuy ee W OTOIIeJ, HOTU y Hero Ioaxa-
MIXBaJNCh. BpeMs moJI3/I0 MyUnTeJIbHO MeIJIeHHO,
OH efBa J0OKAajcsA cBoeil ouepenu. OH CTOSAT Yy CTe-
HBI, 0€3MOJIBHBIN, HEITPOHUIIaeMbIil, B3Upasa youii-
CTBEHHBIM B3IUVISJOM HA BOCTOPXKEHHO-BJIIOOJIEH-
Hble PU3NOHOMUM aPUCTOKPATHYECKIX OTIPLICKOB
BantTumopa, yBuBaBIINXCA BOKPYr XWJIbIerap/bl
Moukpud. Kaxk oHu ObLIN OTBpaTHUTEJbHBLI BeH-
I:KaMUHY, KaK HeBbIHOCUMO IOHBI! VX BhIoluecs
KalllTaHOBbLIe 0axKeHOAp[bl BHIBBLIBAJIM B HEM OIIy-
mmeHue, MOM00HOe MKeJTyI0UHOM KOJIUKe.

Ho xorma mopoirna ero ouepeab W OH 3aKpy-
JKUJICA ¢ Hel o CBepKAaIoIeMy IIapKeTy IO 3BYKU
MOJHOTO IIapUKCKOr0 BaJIbCca, €ero PeBHOCTDL U Tpe-
BOTra pacTasiu, Kak BeceHHUU cHer. OcyeIeHHbII
¥ 0OYapPOBAHHBIN, OH YyBCTBOBAJI, UTO JKU3Hb TOJb-
KO HAYMHAETCsd.

— B&BI ¢ BamumM 6paToM HOABEXad CJIEIOM 3a
HaMu? — crupocuaa XuiIbaerapaa, IMOoAHAB HA Hero
cusmIre Ja3ypHble IJIasa.
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Benjamin hesitated. If she took him for his fa-
ther’s brother, would it be best to enlighten her?
He remembered his experience at Yale, so he de-
cided against it. It would be rude to contradict a
lady; it would be criminal to mar this exquisite
occasion with the grotesque story of his origin.
Later, perhaps. So he nodded, smiled, listened,
was happy.

“I like men of your age,” Hildegarde told him.
“Young boys are so idiotic. They tell me how much
champagne they drink at college, and how much
money they lose playing cards. Men of your age
know how to appreciate women.”

Benjamin felt himself on the verge of a propos-
al — with an effort he choked back the impulse.

“You’re just the romantic age,” she continued,
“fifty. Twenty-five is too wordly-wise; thirty is
apt to be pale from overwork; forty is the age of
long stories that take a whole cigar to tell; sixty
is — oh, sixty is too near seventy; but fifty is the
mellow age. I love fifty.”

Fifty seemed to Benjamin a glorious age. He
longed passionately to be fifty.
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Benmxamus 65111 B HepernuTeabHoCTH. Eciu oHa
IPUHAJIA ero 3a OpaTa oTIla, CTOUT JIX TOBOPUTH e
npaBay? OH BCIOMHUJI, YTO IPUKIIOYUIOCH C HUM
B Hene, u pemna npomosdaTs. Besb crioputs ¢ ga-
MO# HENPUJINYHO; U K TOMY Ke OBLI0 OBI IIPOCTO
IIpeCTYILIEHNEM IIOPTUTHL TAaKHe IWBHBIE MUHYTHI
HeJIembIM PAcCCKa3oM O €ero IOABJEHWM Ha CBeT.
Jlyunie y:x Kaxk-HuOyab moroMm. OH KUBaJ, yJIbIOAJ-
cs, BHUMAJ eil 1 ObLT Ha Bepxy OJiaKeHCTBa.

— MHe HpaBATCS MY:KUMHBI B BallleM Bo3pac-
Te, — CcKasaja XuiabAerapga. — OTU MaJbUYNIIKHA
TaK TIynbl. XBacTalOT TeM, CKOJIBKO BBITUBAIOT
IIaMIIAaHCKOTO B KOJUIEI:Ke W KaKyIo KyJy [geHer
IIPOUTPHIBAIOT B KAPThI. A BOT MYKUMHBI B BallleM
BO3pAacCTe YMEIOT IeHUTH KEeHIIH.

Benm:xaMuH IOYyBCTBOBAJ, UTO TOTOB HE CXOMs
¢ MecTa cIejaTh eil mpenjioiKeHne, — YCUJIUEM BO-
JIY OH IIOJIaBUJI 3TOT IIOPHIB.

— Bl B camoM poMaHTUUYECKOM BO3pacTe,
mpojoJKaia oHa. — Bam maATpAecaT. B gBaxmaTth
OATh MY:KUMHBI II0JIATAlOT, OyATO 3HAIOT BCE Ha
CcBeTe; B TPUALIATH OHU OBIBAIOT N3HYPEHBI PabOTOI;
B COPOK — PACCKA3bIBAIOT O€CKOHEUHbIE MCTOPUMH,
cayliasg KOTOPbIE MOXKHO BBIKYPUTD IEJbIN ANIUK
curap; B III€CTHAECHAT... aX, B IIIECTHAECAT... TaM YK
¥ 0 CEMUIECATH HealeKo; a MATHAECAT — BTO 10~
pa Bo3My:KaHUA. BOT UTO MHe 1O JyIie.

N Benmxamun momgymasi, 4TO HET BO3pacTa 4y-
IecHee, UeM OATHAECAT JieT. Kak 'Kamgaa oH ObITh
MATUAECATUIETHUM MY:KUNHOI!
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“I’ve always said,” went on Hildegarde, “that
I’d rather marry a man of fifty and be taken care
of than many a man of thirty and take care of

”»

him.

For Benjamin the rest of the evening was bathed
in a honey-coloured mist. Hildegarde gave him
two more dances, and they discovered that they
were marvellously in accord on all the questions
of the day. She was to go driving with him on the
following Sunday, and then they would discuss all
these questions further.

Going home in the phaeton just before the
crack of dawn, when the first bees were humming
and the fading moon glimmered in the cool dew,
Benjamin knew vaguely that his father was dis-
cussing wholesale hardware.

“... And what do you think should merit our
biggest attention after hammers and nails?” the
elder Button was saying.

“Love,” replied Benjamin absent-mindedly.

“Lugs?” exclaimed Roger Button, “Why, I’ve
just covered the question of lugs.”

Benjamin regarded him with dazed eyes just as
the eastern sky was suddenly cracked with light,
and an oriole yawned piercingly in the quickening
trees...
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— §I Bcerga ropopuiia, — IPOAOJIIKAJIA MEXKIY
Tem XwujabJerapga, — 4YTO HpeaIIousia Obl BBIATH
3aMY:K 32 MATUAECATUIETHET0, KOTOPBIH CTaJl ObI
MeHSA JeJeATh, YeM 3a TPUIIATUJIETHETO U CaMOH
JeJIedATh ero.

Becr Beuep BenmxammH KynaJjica B MeIOBOM
JKeJMTu3He. XUJIbJerapia OCYACTIMBUJIA €ro ele
IBYMSA TaHIAMU, U OHU BBIACHWJIU, UTO UX BIIJIA-
IbI Ha BCE CYIEeCTBEHHBIE IPOOJIEMBI IIOPA3UTEIE-
HO coBmazaoT. OHa coriacuach COBEPIIUTL C HUM
BOCKPECHYIO TIPOTYJKY, Aa0bl IPOAOJKHUTL BTOT
BaXKHBIN pPasroBOP.

BoaBpamasacs gomoii y:xe nepejs pacCBeTOM, KOT-
Ia JKy:K:Kaau paHHWe MUYeJbl U MEpPKHYIIad JyHa
OTCBEUMBAaJIa B XOJIOMHBIX KalleJbKax pochkl, BeH-
IKaMWH, CJIOBHO CKBO3b COH, CJBIIIAJ, KaK OTeIl
TOJIKOBAJI IIPO OIITOBYIO CKOOAHYIO TOPTOBJIIO:

— .. a Kak TbI JyMaelllb, KPOME MOJIOTKOB
¥ TBO3MeH, UTO 3acCay:KUBaeT 0CoO00TO BHUMAHUA?

— JI1000Bb, — pacceaHHO OTo3BaJicA BeHmxa-
MUH.

— JIr060e?! — BockaukuyJa Pomxep BarTon. —
Ia Benb He MOXKEM Ke MBI TOPrOBaTh YeM II0IaJio!

BenmxaMuH cMOTpeal Ha OTIA HEBUIAIINM
B3TJIAOM, a He0O Ha BOCTOKE BAPYT 03apUJIOCh
CBETOM, U B IPOOYKIAIOIIENHCS JIUCTBE TOHEHBKO
3aCBUCTEJIA UBOJITA...
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Vi

When, six months later, the engagement of
Miss Hildegarde Moncrief to Mr. Benjamin Button
was made known (I say “made known,” for General
Moncrief declared he would rather fall upon his
sword than announce it), the excitement in Balti-
more society reached a feverish pitch. The almost
forgotten story of Benjamin’s birth was remem-
bered and sent out upon the winds of scandal in
picaresque and incredible forms. It was said that
Benjamin was really the father of Roger Button,
that he was his brother who had been in prison
for forty years, that he was John Wilkes Booth
in disguise — and, finally, that he had two small
conical horns sprouting from his head.

The Sunday supplements of the New York pa-
pers played up the case with fascinating sketches
which showed the head of Benjamin Button at-
tached to a fish, to a snake, and, finally, to a body
of solid brass. He became known, journalistically,
as the Mystery Man of Maryland. But the true
story, as is usually the case, had a very small cir-
culation.

However, everyone agreed with General Mon-
crief that it was “criminal” for a lovely girl who
could have married any beau in Baltimore to
throw herself into the arms of a man who was as-
suredly fifty. In vain Mr. Roger Button published
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Vi

ITonroma cmycTsi, KoTrma CTaJ0 W3BECTHO O IIO-
MOJIBKe Mucc Xuiabaerapabl MoHKpud m mMucrepa
Benmxamunua Barrona (A rOBOPIO «CTaJI0O M3BECT-
HO», nb0 remepas MoHKpu@ 3adBHJ, UTO CKOpee
HPOTKHET ce0s cOOCTBEHHOI IIIIaroi, ueM oQUIIn-
aJIbHO 00BABUT 00 ATOI MOMOJIBKE), 0AITUMOPCKOE
0o0IIIeCTBO MPHUILIO B JUXOPAAOUYHOE BOJIHEHUE.
Wcropusa poxxknenus BermxaMuna, moutu 3adbITasd,
CHOBA BCILILLIA HAPYKY U, pa3ayBaeMas CIJIETHEH,
npuobpesia YyTOBUIIHBIA 1 HEeBEPOATHBIN Bum. ['o-
BOPWJIN, UTO B AeHCTBUTEJILHOCTH BeHm:KaMuUH —
orer; Pom:xepa Barrona; uTo o — ero 0par, mpocu-
IEeBIINHI COPOK JIET B TIOPbME; UTO 9TO II€PEOAeThI
I:xoH Yuakc Byt 1, HakoHeIl, YTO Ha TOJIOBE Y HETO
€CThb IMapa MaJIeHBKUX OCTPBIX POIKEK.

BockpecHble TpUI0KEeHNS K HBIO-HOPKCKUM Ta-
3eTaM MOSHSJIY IIYMUXY U IIOMECTHJIN IIPeJIeCTHRIE
KapuKaTypbl, nu3obpakasiiue Bermxamunua Barro-
Ha TO B BuJe PbIOBI, TO B BUJe 3MeHU U Jake B BUIE
menHol 6onmBaHKu. OH QUTypPHUPOBAJ B raseTax Kak
TawmncrBenubiii Hesnakomen u3 Moapuaenna. He-
TUHHOHU K€ ero MCTOPUHU, KaK 3TO OOLIYHO OLIBaeT,
He 3HaJ IIOYTH HUKTO.

Ommako Bce corvialajuch ¢ TreHepajgoM MoH-
Kpu@OM, UTO 3TO IMOIPOCTY HPECTYIIHO CO CTOPO-
HBI OUapOBaTeJbHOMN AEBYIIKM, KOTOPas MOIJIa ObI
BBINTU 3a JII000T0 U3 OJIECTAINX OaJITHMOPCKUX
[OHOIIIell, — OpocuThCA B O0BATUA UEJIOBEeKa, KO-
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his son’s birth certificate in large type in the Bal-
timore Blaze. No one believed it. You had only to
look at Benjamin and see.

On the part of the two people most concerned
there was no wavering. So many of the stories
about her fiancé were false that Hildegarde re-
fused stubbornly to believe even the true one.
In vain General Moncrief pointed out to her the
high mortality among men of fifty — or, at least,
among men who looked fifty; in vain he told her
of the instability of the wholesale hardware busi-
ness. Hildegarde had chosen to marry for mellow-
ness, and marry she did...

Vil

In one particular, at least, the friends of Hilde-
garde Moncrief were mistaken. The wholesale
hardware business prospered amazingly. In the
fifteen years between Benjamin Button’s marriage
in 1880 and his father’s retirement in 1895, the
family fortune was doubled — and this was due
largely to the younger member of the firm.

Needless to say, Baltimore eventually received
the couple to its bosom. Even old General Moncrief
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TOPOMY HUKaK He MeHbIIe nATugecaru. HampacHo
muctep Pomsxkep BarTroH KpymHBIM ImpudToM Ha-
nevaraa B 6aJTuMOpPCKO# rasere «Ilmamsa» cBune-
TeJILCTBO O POXKAeHUU chblHa. HUKTO eMy He ITOBe-
puia. Crouyso TOIbKO B3TIIAHYTHL Ha BeHmKaMuua,
¥ BC€ CTAHOBUJIOCH SICHBIM.

OpHako Te ABOE, KOTOPBIX 9Ta UCTOPUA KacaJyach
0oJiee BCero, oCTaBaJIMCh Hemokoaeoumsbl. O KeHU-
xe XuabJaerapabl XOIMJIO CTOJBKO JIXKUBBIX CILJIETEH,
YTO OHA YIIPAMO He XOTeJsa II0OBEPUTH JasKe UCTHUHE.
Hanpacnao renepan Moakpud ykasbsiBaJ €il Ha BBI-
COKYIO CMEPTHOCTb CPeIU MATUIECATUIETHUX WUJIU,
BO BCAKOM cJjydae, cpefu Jiofeil, KOTOPhIM Ha BUJ,
MOXKHO JaTh OATHAECAT; HAIPACHO THITAJICA yoOe-
IUTH ee, YTO CKOOAHAA TOPTOBJIA — MeJI0 HeHAJEMXK-
Hoe. XuJapJerapja pelrnjia BLIATH 3aMy:K 3a 3pe-
JIOTO MYKUMHY — W OTCTYIIaThCsA He coOMpasiach.

Vil

B ommom mo kpaiineit mepe Apy3bsa XuJbie-
rapabl Moukpug ommubanuch. CKoOAHAA TOPros-
JIs TmpoliBerasa. 3a mATHAAuaTh Jjet, ¢ 1880 roxa,
Korma BeummxkaMmuH KeHuJaca, u o 1895-ro, xKorma
ero OTell YAAJUJICS OT JeJI, UX COCTOSHIE BBIPOCJIO
BIBOe€, TTIaBHBIM oOpasoM Oarogapsa ycuauam bar-
TOHA-MJIAIIIIETO.

Heszauem u roBopuTh, 4TO CO BpeMeHeM OaJITH-
MOpPCKOe O0IIeCTBO HMPUHSAJIO CYIPYyroB B CBOE JIO-
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became reconciled to his son-in-law when Benja-
min gave him the money to bring out his “History
of the Civil War” in twenty volumes, which had
been refused by nine prominent publishers.

In Benjamin himself fifteen years had wrought
many changes. It seemed to him that the blood
flowed with new vigor through his veins. It began
to be a pleasure to rise in the morning, to walk
with an active step along the busy, sunny street,
to work untiringly with his shipments of hammers
and his cargoes of nails. It was in 1890 that he
executed his famous business coup: he brought up
the suggestion that all nails used in nailing up the
boxes in which nails are shipped are the property
of the shippee, a proposal which became a statute,
was approved by Chief Justice Fossile, and saved
Roger Button and Company, Wholesale Hardware,
more than six hundred nails every year.

In addition, Benjamin discovered that he was be-
coming more and more attracted by the gay side of
life. It was typical of his growing enthusiasm for
pleasure that he was the first man in the city of Bal-
timore to own and run an automobile. Meeting him
on the street, his contemporaries would stare envi-
ously at the picture he made of health and vitality.

“He seems to grow younger every year,” they
would remark.
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HOo. Jlaske crapslii reHepas MoHKpU( IpuMUPUIICS
CO CBOUM BATEM, IIOCJIE TOTO KaK BeHI:KaMuUH IaJ
eMy JeHer Ha MeJYaTaHWe ero ABeHa[llaTUTOMHOM
«Hcropuu T'pammmaHCKON BOWHBI», OTBEPIrHYTON
IEeBATHIO BUAHENIIUMHY U3AATEJIIMMU.

IHa u B camom BeHmxaMuHe 3a MATHAALATD JIET
IIPOMBOIILJIO HeMAaJIo IepeMeH. EMy Kasajoch, UTO
KPOBBb OBbICTpee CTpyuTcsA B ero :Kujaax. OH Temepb
C YAOBOJLCTBHEM BCTAaBaJ PAHHUM YTPOM, 0OAPO
mrarajl o OKWBJIEHHBIM, 3aJIUTHLIM COJHIIEM YJIU-
maMm, 0e3 ycraau MPUHUMAJ W OTTPY:KAJ IMapTUU
MOJIOTKOB u rBo3feii. B 1890 rogy oH HaHec pelu-
TeJbHBIA yIap KOHKypeHTaM, Boiaa B CeHaT ¢ HU-
JKeCJIeIYIOMNM IIPEIIOKeHeM: Bce I'BO3M, KOTO-
PBIMU 3aKOJIOUEHBbI AMIMKN, COAepiKallue T'BO3IH,
SIBJIAIOTCA COOCTBEHHOCTBHIO I'PY300TIPABUTENA, —
BIIOCJIECTBUU 3TO IIPEJJIOKEHUE CTAJIO0 3aKOHOM,
0I00pEeHHBIM BEPXOBHBIM cyabeit Poccaiiiom, OJa-
ropapsa uemy pupma «Pomxep Barron u Ko» crama
SKOHOMUTSH 0oJiee IIIeCTUCOT I'BO3eH eKeroqHO.

Kpome Toro, BenmxamMuH o0HAPYKUJI, YTO €r0
Bce 0O0JIbIIle IPUBJIEKAIOT IPOCTHIE PAJOCTU JKUSHU.
Ira pacTyuiasa Tara K YIOBOJbCTBUAM BbIPAsmUIaCh
B TOM, YTO OH IIepBLIM B BasTumope mpuobpes aB-
ToMo6OuIb. Berpeuasa BenmxaMuba Ha yIUIle, ero
CBEPCTHUKY OOBIUHO C 3aBUCTHIO IJIa3eJIU Ha 3TO BO-
ILIOII[eHNe 30POBbs U SHEPTHUH.

— OH CJIOBHO MOJIOZEET C KasKIbIM I'OIoM, — T'O-
BOPUJIU OHU.
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And if old Roger Button, now sixty-five years
old, had failed at first to give a proper welcome to
his son he atoned at last by bestowing on him what
amounted to adulation.

And here we come to an unpleasant subject
which it will be well to pass over as quickly as pos-
sible. There was only one thing that worried Ben-
jamin Button; his wife had ceased to attract him.

At that time Hildegarde was a woman of thirty-
five, with a son, Roscoe, fourteen years old. In the
early days of their marriage Benjamin had wor-
shipped her. But, as the years passed, her honey-
colored hair became an unexciting brown, the blue
enamel of her eyes assumed the aspect of cheap
crockery — moreover, and, most of all, she had
become too settled in her ways, too placid, too
content, too anemic in her excitements, and too
sober in her taste.

As a bride it had been she who had “dragged”
Benjamin to dances and dinners — now conditions
were reversed. She went out socially with him,
but without enthusiasm, devoured already by that
eternal inertia which comes to live with each of us
one day and stays with us to the end.
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W ecnu crapsiii Pom:xep BarroH, KoTOpomMy Te-
mepb OBLJIO IEeCThAECAT HATh, MOHAUAJTY He OIeHMUJI
ChIHA JOJIXKHBIM 00pasoM, TO B KOHIle KOHI[OB OH
3aryiagnj CBOIO BMHY, TaK Kak Temepb eaBa JIU He
3aVCKUBAJ TIepe] HUM.

A Temepb MbI BHIHYK/IEHBI KOCHYTHCS IIpeaMeTa
He CJIUIIKOM IIPUATHOI'0, O KOTOPOM CJeayeT cKa-
3aTh KaK MOKHO Kopoue. OZHO JUIIL TPEBOKIIO
Beumxamuua BarroHa: oH 0oJbliie y:Ke He HCIIBI-
THIBAJI BJIEUEHHUSA K CBOEH KeHe.

K sromy Bpemenu Xwuibaerapje MCIOJHUIOCH
TPUALATE IATh U Y Hee ObLI YeThIPHAMLIIATUISTHUHI
ceiH Pocko. B mepBoe BpeMs mocJie ;KeHuTh0bl BeH-
IxaMuH ee 6ororBopui. Ho rogb! mim, ee BOJIOCHI,
HEKOIZIa OTJIMBABIINE MEIOBOM JKeJITU3HOM, Tellephb
WMeJI1 TOCKJMBBLIN I'PSI3HOBATHIA OTTeHOK. Jlasyp-
HbIe roJIyOble TJIa3a IMOTYCKHeJIn 1 00pesu IIBeT 3a-
JeskaBIleiicsa IMINHBI, HO MaJI0 TONO — M 3TO OBLIO
TJIaBHOe, — OHAa CTaja CJUIIKOM PaBHOAYIIHOM,
CJIUIIIKOM CIIOKOMHO#, CJHUIIKOM CaMOJOBOJILHOM
U BSJION B NPOSABIEHUN CBOUX UYBCTB, CJAMNIIKOM
orpaHMuYeHHOII B CBOUX MHTEpecax.

Ilo cBagb0bl MMEHHO OHA BhITaCKMBaJa BeHmxa-
MMHA Ha 0aJIbl M TOP;KECTBEHHBIe 00eJbl — a TellepPhb
Bce ObL10 HaobopoT. OHa BbIE3:KAajaa ¢ HUM B CBeT,
HO 0e3 BCAKOM OXOTHI, OyAy4YMd BO BJIACTH TOM He-
MPeomoJNMOM MHepPIUM, KOTOpasi B OAUH IpeKpac-
HBII JeHb 3aBjaZieBaeT UeJIOBEKOM U He MOKHuIaeT
ero JI0 KOHIIA KMU3HU.
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Benjamin’s discontent waxed stronger. At the
outbreak of the Spanish-American War in 1898
his home had for him so little charm that he decid-
ed to join the army. With his business influence he
obtained a commission as captain, and proved so
adaptable to the work that he was made a major,
and finally a lieutenant-colonel just in time to par-
ticipate in the celebrated charge up San Juan Hill.
He was slightly wounded, and received a medal.

Benjamin had become so attached to the activ-
ity and excitement of army life that he regretted
to give it up, but his business required attention,
so he resigned his commission and came home. He
was met at the station by a brass band and escort-
ed to his house.

Vil

Hildegarde, waving a large silk flag, greeted
him on the porch, and even as he kissed her he
felt with a sinking of the heart that these three
years had taken their toll. She was a woman of
forty now, with a faint skirmish line of gray hairs
in her head. The sight depressed him.

Up in his room he saw his reflection in the fa-
miliar mirror — he went closer and examined his
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HeynosonbcTBue Bermxamuna pocio. B 1898 ro-
Iy, KOTZa paspasmujach MCIaHO-aMEPUKAHCKAs BO-
WHa, OH OBLI ysKe OO TaKOH CTeleH! PaBHOLYIIEH
K CBOEMY JAOMAIIHEMY OYary, UTO PeIlujica HOHUTH
B apMui0 n100poBoablieM. Mcmoib30BaB CBOU J1€JI0-
BbIe CBSI3U, OH IIOJYYMJ 3BaHME KalUTaHa U IIPO-
SIBUJI CTOJIb OJIECTSIINE CIIOCOOHOCTH, UTO OBLI IO-
BBIIIIEH B UMHE U CTaJl cHauaJja MalilopoM, a IIOTOM
MMOAIOIKOBHUKOM, B KAKOBOM UMHE W YyYaCTBOBAJI
B 3HaMmeHurtoii 6urBe mpu Can-Xyau-xuiiae. OH
OBLI JIETKO PaHEeH M HarpaMKJeH MeIaJibio.

BenmxamMuu Tak IPUBLIK K OYPHOU 1 0€CIIOKOIi-
HOI apMeHMCKO# KU3HU, UTO €My KaJb ObLIO ¢ Hel
paccraTbcs, HO Aeja TpeboBaiu ero MpPUCYTCTBUS,
U OH, BBINIS B OTCTaBKY, BepHyJicaA B BaiaTtumop.
Ha Boksajsie eMy ycTpOWJI BCTPEUY C OPKECTPOM
¥ C TTOYETHBIM 3CKOPTOM HPOBOJMJIN O AOMA.

Vil

Xunbnerapja IPUBETCTBOBAjJa ero ¢ O6aJIKOHA,
pasMaxuBas OOJIBIINM IIIEJKOBLIM (JIaroM, HO, eJi-
Ba IIOLEJIOBAB ee, BeHmKaMuH ¢ 0OJIBIO B Ceplle
MMOHAJ, UTO 9TH TPHU I'ofia cAejiaau cBoe aeJso. Ile-
pen HuUM ObLIa COPOKAJIETHSA JKEHIUHA, B BOJI0OCAX
Y KOTOPOH y:Ke mpobuBajiach cefuHa. OTO IPUBEJIO
ero B OTUYasiHUE.

IToguaBmNch K cebe, OH YBUIE CBOE OTPAKEeHNe
B CTApoOM 3epKaJjie, IIOoIIe] OJuKe 1 cTaJa ¢ Oec-
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own face with anxiety, comparing it after a mo-
ment with a photograph of himself in uniform
taken just before the war.

“Good Lord!” he said aloud.

The process was continuing. There was no doubt
of it — he looked now like a man of thirty. Instead
of being delighted, he was uneasy — he was grow-
ing younger. He had hitherto hoped that once he
reached a bodily age equivalent to his age in years,
the grotesque phenomenon which had marked his
birth would cease to function. He shuddered. His
destiny seemed to him awful, incredible.

When he came downstairs Hildegarde was wait-
ing for him. She appeared annoyed, and he won-
dered if she had at last discovered that there was
something amiss. It was with an effort to relieve
the tension between them that he broached the mat-
ter at dinner in what he considered a delicate way.

“Well,” he remarked lightly, “everybody says
I look younger than ever.”

Hildegarde regarded him with scorn. She
sniffed.

“Do you think it’s anything to boast about?”

“I’m not boasting,” he asserted uncomfortably.

She sniffed again.
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MIOKOMCTBOM paccCMaTPUBATL COOCTBEHHOE JIUII0, TO
W OeJo IOoradAnbIBasg Ha ¢oTorpaduio, caeaaHHYIO
nepen BOMHOM.

— O rocmoau! — BBIPBAJIOCH ¥ HETO.
IlopasuTenpHBIN mpoliecc mpoxoskaica. Co-
MHEHUH He OBLJIO — Teleph OH BBITVIAMEN JIeT Ha

TpuAnaTh. OH HUYYTh He 00pajoBaJics, HAIIPOTUB,
eMy cTajio He II0 cebe: OH HEOTBPATHMO MOJIOJEJ.
IIpe:xme y Hero ele ObLIa Hage:xKaa, UTO, KOTHA Te-
JI0 eT0 TPHUIET B COOTBETCTBUE C €r0 IMOAJIUHHBIM
BO3PacTOM, IIPUPOJIa UCIIPABUT OMIMUOKY, KOTOPYIO
OHA COBepIIMWJA IPKU ero mosABjaeHnu Ha cBeT. OH
comporuyJicsa. Byayiiee mpeacTaBUIOChL eMy yaKac-
HBIM, YYIOBUIIHBIM.

Buusy ero y:xe :xgana Xuabgerapaa. Bung y Hee
ObLI 3JI00HBIN, M OH IOAYMAaJ, UTO OHA, MOJIMKHO
OBITh, 3amofo3puia HeaagHoe. CTpeMACh CIVIAAUTH
HATSHYTOCTb, OH 3a 00eI0M 3aBeJI pa3ToBOP Ha BOJI-
HOBABIIIYIO €T0 TeMy B BeChbMa, KaK eMy KasaJjocCh,
IeINKaATHOM opMe.

— 3Haelb, — OOpPOHMJI OH Kak OyaTo
BCKOJIb3b, — BCE HAXONSAT, UTO A IIOMOJIOIE.

Xwunbaerapga Opocusia Ha HEro IPe3pUTeIbHbBIN
B3MIAL U PBIPKHY.JIA.

— Harirresn uem xBacTaThb.

— §1 He XBacTaio, — 3aBePUJ OH €e, NCILIThIBAS
MYUYUTEIbHYIO HEJTOBKOCTD.

OHa cHOBa (PBIPKHY.JIA.

69



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

“The idea,” she said, and after a moment: “I sho-
uld think you’d have enough pride to stop it.”

“How can I?” he demanded.

“I’m not going to argue with you,” she retort-
ed. “But there’s a right way of doing things and
a wrong way. If you’ve made up your mind to be
different from everybody else, I don’t suppose
I can stop you, but I really don’t think it’s very
considerate.”

“But, Hildegarde, I can’t help it.”

“You can too. You’re simply stubborn. You think
you don’t want to be like any one else. You always
have been that way, and you always will be. But just
think how it would be if every one else looked at
things as you do — what would the world be like?”

As this was an inane and unanswerable argu-
ment Benjamin made no reply, and from that time
on a chasm began to widen between them. He won-
dered what possible fascination she had ever exer-
cised over him.

To add to the breach, he found, as the new cen-
tury gathered headway, that his thirst for gayety
grew stronger. Never a party of any kind in the
city of Baltimore but he was there, dancing with
the prettiest of the young married women, chat-
ting with the most popular of the debutantes, and
finding their company charming, while his wife,
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— XopollleHbKoOe IeJi0, — cKasaja oHa Hu, II0-
MoJIuaB, mobasuia: — Hajgerocs, Thl Halelllb B ce-
0e CHJIBI IIOJIOXKUTL 3TOMY KOHeII.

— Ho kak? — cIopocuj oH ¢ yAUBJICHUEM.

— 1 He mamepeHa ¢ TOOOU CIIOPUTL, — 3asgBHJIA
oHa. — BCAKWII IOCTYIIOK MOKET OBITH IIPHJINYEH
VIV HeIIPUJINYeH, B 3aBUCUMOCTH OT 00CTOATEIbCTB.
Ecau Te1 pemmi ObITH TAKMM OPUTHMHAJIOM, UTO K,
moMeIlraTs, Tebe s1 He MOr'Yy, OJHAKO MHE KaKeTcsd,
BCe 3TO He CJUIIKOM JeJIUKATHO C TBOEH CTOPOHHI.

— Ho, Xunsnerapna, moBepb, A TYT HUYETO He
MOTr'Y IIOJeJIaTh.

— M a rToxe. Tl mompocTy yupsaMUIIbCSA. ThI
pemiuyg OLITh OPUTMHAJIOM, OBIJI MM BCIO JKH3HD
U TaKuM ocTaHelnbcsa. Ho BooOpasu, Ha UTO 3TO OBI-
JI0 OBI TIOX03Ke, ecJIid ObI KaKIbIli CMOTPEJI Ha Bellln
Tak, KaK Thl, — BO UTO IIPEBPATUJICA ObI MuUp?

Ha sToT HesensIil foBOI Heuero ObIJIO OTBETUTD,
u BeHm:xaMuH IPOMOJIYAJ, HO C 3TOH MUHYTHI IIPO-
macTh, UX pasfessaBiinasa, crajia eile mupe. OH Mor
TOJIBKO YAUBJIATHCSA, KaK 9TO OHA HEKOIZIa cyMesa
ero 0YapoBaTh.

A TyT eme oH OOHAPYKWMJI, UTO C IPUXOLOM HO-
BOIO BeKa ’KasKJa YAOBOJLCTBUI B HeM, KaK Ha
rpex, craja BospactaTb. OH ObIBAJ Ha BCeX IIPU-
eMax B Basitmmope, TaHIIEBAJ C MOJOABIMU 3aMYK-
HUMHK JaMaMu, 0OJTaJ C KpacaBUIlAMM, BIIepBBIE
OucTABIIMMU Ha 0ajax, ILJIEHAJICS UMH, a ero Cy-
mpyra, CJIOBHO cTapas BIOBAa, Ube JUIO He CYJIMJIO
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a dowager of evil omen, sat among the chaperons,
now in haughty disapproval, and now following
him with solemn, puzzled, and reproachful eyes.

“Look!” people would remark. “What a pity!
A young fellow that age tied to a woman of forty-
five. He must be twenty years younger than his
wife.”

They had forgotten — as people inevitably for-
get — that back in 1880 their mammas and papas
had also remarked about this same ill-matched pair.

Benjamin’s growing unhappiness at home was
compensated for by his many new interests. He
took up golf and made a great success of it. He
went in for dancing: in 1906 he was an expert at
“The Boston,” and in 1908 he was considered pro-
ficient at the “Maxixe,” while in 1909 his “Castle
Walk” was the envy of every young man in town.

His social activities, of course, interfered to
some extent with his business, but then he had
worked hard at wholesale hardware for twenty-
five years and felt that he could soon hand it on
to his son, Roscoe, who had recently graduated
from Harvard.

He and his son were, in fact, often mistaken
for each other. This pleased Benjamin — he soon
forgot the insidious fear which had come over him
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HUYero no0poro, cumesa cpegu MOKUIBIX MAaTpPOH,
TO HamycKas Ha ce0d HAIMEHHBIH U IPEe3PUTesb-
HBIH BHUM, TO CJIels 3a HUM IPUCTAJLHBIM, YVIUB-
JIEHHBIM, TIOJHBIM YIIPEKa B3TJIAI0M.

— IlomymaTh TOJMBKO! — TOBOPUJIM BOKPYT. —
Kakasa xamocts! Takoil MOJIONOM 4eJIOBEK, a MKeHaT
Ha copoKamgaTuieTHeii crapyxe! Jla Beob OH JeT Ha
IBAAIATh €e MOJIOKeE.

OHu 3a0bLIN — BeAb JIIOACKASA HAMATH TaK KO-
potka, — uto B 1880 rogy mx Mamaiiy u Hamaiiu
TOXKe cymaumau 00 9TOM HepaBHOM Opake.

HenpusitHocTi, KoTopble DBeHm:xaMuHy MOIpu-
XOIMJIOCHh TEPIIETh B CBOEM ceMelicTBe, OKyMHAaJNuCh
HOBBIMU MHTEpPecaMu, KOTOPbIe Y HEro IMOSBUINCE.
OH HauajJ Urpath B rojb@ U mejaj HeoObIUallHbIE
ycrnexu. OH yBJIeKCA TaHIAMH’: B OEBATHCOT IIIe-
CTOM TOJYy OH HEMOoAPakaeMO WCIIOJHAJ OOCTOH,
B JIeBATHCOT BOCBMOM — MAKCHKCE, a B J€BATLCOT
IEeBATOM BCe IOHOIIU B TOPOie 3aBUI0OBAJIN €r0 yMe-
HUIO TaHIEBATh KacTI-yOK.

Pasymeercs, mesa HECKOJIBKO MeIIaJl €r0 CBET-
CKUM ycIexXaM, HO Belb OH 3aHUMAJICSI CKOOSHOM
TOPTOBJIeHl BOT Yy:Ke MBaAIATh HATH JIET U TeIlepb
mojaraji, 4TO BCKOpe CMOKeT IIepelaTh ee B PYKU
cBoero chiHa POCKO, KOTOpBIII HEITAaBHO OKOHYMJI
TapBapackuii yHUBEepCUTET.

JItogu yacTo nmpuHuMaJau ero 3a Pocko, u Haobo-
por. BenmxaMuHy 5TO OBIJIO IPUATHO — OH BCKO-
pe 3a0blJI 3JI0BEINi CTpaxX, KOTOPLIH OXBATHUJ €Tr0,
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on his return from the Spanish-American War,
and grew to take a naive pleasure in his appear-
ance. There was only one fly in the delicious oint-
ment — he hated to appear in public with his wife.
Hildegarde was almost fifty, and the sight of her
made him feel absurd...

IX

One September day in 1910—a few years after
Roger Button & Co., Wholesale Hardware, had
been handed over to young Roscoe Button — a
man, apparently about twenty years old, entered
himself as a freshman at Harvard University in
Cambridge. He did not make the mistake of an-
nouncing that he would never see fifty again, nor
did he mention the fact that his son had been
graduated from the same institution ten years
before.

He was admitted, and almost immediately at-
tained a prominent position in the class, partly
because he seemed a little older than the other
freshmen, whose average age was about eighteen.

But his success was largely due to the fact that
in the football game with Yale he played so bril-
liantly, with so much dash and with such a cold,
remorseless anger that he scored seven touch-
downs and fourteen field goals for Harvard, and
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KOTZIa OH BepHYJICA C MCIAaHO-aMePUKaHCKOII BOM-
HbBI, ¥ CTaJI HANBHO PAJ0BATLCS CBOEIl BHEIITHOCTH.
B sT0#1 60uKe Mema ObLIa JIMIIL OLHA JOMKKA JEer'Td:
OH TepIIeTh He MOT MOABJIATHLCA HA JIOAAX C KeHOI.
Xwunbaerapge ObLIO y:Ke IIOJ MATHAECAT, W, TSN
Ha Hee, OH YYBCTBOBAJ cebs HeJIemNo...

IX

Opnasxael, B ceutabpe 1910 roma, uepes3 He-
CKOJIBKO JIET II0CJIe TOTO, Kak upma «Pomxep Bar-
ToH u Ko» mepenwia B pyku Pocko Barrona, Hekuii
MOJIOZOM UeJIOBeK, KOTOPOMY Ha BUJ MOYKHO OBLIO
IaThb JieT ABAAIlaTh, MOCTYIWJ Ha MePBBIN Kypce
TapBapackoro yausepcurera B Kem6pumxe. OH He
clesajl POKOBOI OILJIOIITHOCTI M YMOJIYAJI O TOM, UTO
eMy y:Ke TajJeKo 3a HATHbAECAT U UTO ero ChIH OKOH-
YUJI BTO Ke camMoe yueOHOe 3aBelieHUe IeCATH JIET
Hasam.

Ero zaumciauiu B YyHUBEPCUTET, U B CAMOM CKO-
pPOM BpeMeHM! OH OKasajicid Cpely IEePBBIX B CBOEH
rpyIiie, OTYacTU, BEPOSATHO, IIOTOMY, UTO BBITJIA-
IeJl 4YyTh IOCTapIlie CBOUX ONHOKYDPCHHUKOB, 0OJIb-
IIITHCTBY U3 KOTOPBIX OBILIIO BOCEMHAAIIATE JIET.

Ho macrosamuii ycmex mpwuileJ K HeMy, JHUIIb
KOoTZla OH CchIrpajl B (yTOOJIHLHOM MaTue IIPOTUB
KOMaH[bI VeJbCKOTO KOJIIeI:Ka C TAKHUM 6JIeCKOM
M XOJIOTHOM, OecIoIaJHON SPOCTBHIO, UTO 3a0MJI
ceMb IITpadHBIX M YETHIPHALIATh OOBIUHBIX M-
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caused one entire eleven of Yale men to be carried
singly from the field, unconscious.

Strange to say, in his third or junior year he
was scarcely able to “make” the team. The coaches
said that he had lost weight, and it seemed to the
more observant among them that he was not quite
as tall as before.

He made no touchdowns — indeed, he was re-
tained on the team chiefly in hope that his enor-
mous reputation would bring terror and disorgan-
isation to the Yale team.

In his senior year he did not make the team
at all. He had grown so slight and frail that one
day he was taken by some sophomores for a fresh-
man, an incident which humiliated him terribly.
He became known as something of a prodigy — a
senior who was surely no more than sixteen — and
he was often shocked at the worldliness of some
of his classmates. His studies seemed harder to
him — he felt that they were too advanced. He
had heard his classmates speak of St. Midas’, the
famous preparatory school, at which so many of
them had prepared for college, and he determined
after his graduation to enter himself at St. Mi-
das’, where the sheltered life among boys his own
size would be more congenial to him.

Upon his graduation in 1914 he went home to
Baltimore with his Harvard diploma in his pocket.
Hildegarde was now residing in Italy, so Benjamin
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Yyeii B BOPOTA COIIEPHUKOB, IIOCJIE€ UEro BCe OAMH-
HaAIlaTh UTPOKOB OMWH 3a APYyruM ObLIU B Oecma-
MSATCTBE YHECeHBI C I0JIA.

OmHaKo, KaK HU CTPAHHO, HA TPEThbeM Kypce OH
y:Ke emBa MOr urpatrb B (yr6osa. TpeHepsl 3ame-
4aJu, 4TO OH COABHJI B Bece, U OT CAMBIX HAaOJIIO-
JaTeIbHBIX He YKPBLIOCH, UTO OH CTAJ HECKOJIBbKO
HUKe POCTOM.

OH Gosibille He 3a0UBaJ MAUYEH — ero Tepleaun
B KOMAame IVIAaBHBIM 00pasoM IIOTOMY, UTO Hajesd-
JINCH HA €ro I'POMKYIO CJIABY, HIPUBOAUBIIYIO HeJlb-
IIeB B TpeIleT 1 3aMellaTeJIbCTBO.

Ha mocaennem Kypce oH yiKe COBCEM HE B COCTO-
AHUN 6I>IJI HUrpars. OH CTaJI TAKUM ITYILJIBIM W XHU-
JIBIM, UTO OAWH BTOPOKYPCHUK Ja)ke MPUHSAJI €ro
3a HOBUYKA, U 9TO OBLIO IJIsI HEro NOPbKUM YHU-
sxkerreM. O HeM 3ar0OBOPMIIN KaK O BYHAEPKUHIE —
CTAPIIEKYPCHUK, KOTOPOMY He OOJbIlIe IIEeCTHA-
matu jger! — M UCKYIIeHHOCTh CBEPCTHUKOB YaCTO
3acTaBJiAJa ero KpacHeTb. EMy Bce TpyaHee cra-
HOBUJIOCH YUYHUTBLCS, MaTepUas Ka3aJICS CJIUIIKOM
cao:xkHbIM. OH CJBIIIAT HEKOTZJa OT COKYPCHUKOB
o mikoise Cesaroro Mungaca, IpUroTOBUTEIBHOM 3a-
BeJEeHUU, I'le MHOTUE U3 HUX YUUJHUCH Iiepel KOJI-
JePKeM, U PEINJI Tocjie OKOHUAaHWS YHUBEPCUTETA
TMOCTYIIUTh TyJa, YTOOBI OecredyaabHO KUTH CPpeau
MaJBUYMKOB CBOETr'0 POCTA.

B 1914 rony, oKOHUMB KOJLJIEI K, OH BepPHYJICS
B BanTumop ¢ rapBapACcKuUM IUIIJIOMOM B KapMaHe.
Xunbpgerapja K TOMy BpeMeHU Iepeexana B Hra-
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went to live with his son, Roscoe. But though he
was welcomed in a general way there was obvious-
ly no heartiness in Roscoe’s feeling toward him —
there was even perceptible a tendency on his son’s
part to think that Benjamin, as he moped about
the house in adolescent mooniness, was somewhat
in the way. Roscoe was married now and promi-
nent in Baltimore life, and he wanted no scandal
to creep out in connection with his family.

Benjamin, no longer persona grata with the
débutantes and younger college set, found himself
left much alone, except for the companionship of
three or four fifteen-year-old boys in the neigh-
borhood. His idea of going to St. Midas school re-
curred to him.

“Say,” he said to Roscoe one day, “I’ve told you
over and over that I want to go to prep school.”

“Well, go, then,” replied Roscoe shortly. The
matter was distasteful to him, and he wished to
avoid a discussion.

“I can’t go alone,” said Benjamin helplessly.
“You’ll have to enter me and take me up there.”

’

“I haven’t got time,” declared Roscoe abruptly.
His eyes narrowed and he looked uneasily at his
father. “As a matter of fact,” he added, “you’d
better not go on with this business much longer.
You better pull up short. You better — you bet-
ter”— he paused and his face crimsoned as he
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anio, 1 BeHIKaMUH TOCEJUJICS CO CBOUM CHIHOM
Pocko. Pocko BcTpeTnsa oTIia IPUBETINBO, HO BCe
JKe B ero 4yBCTBaX SIBHO He OBLJIO CePIeYHOCTH —
CBLIH, OUEBHUOHO, CKJOHEH OBLI Jaske CUMTATb, YTO
BeumxamMui, KOTOPBIA CIOHAJCA IO IOMY, Ipeaa-
Basich IOHOIIIECKMM MeUTaHUSIM, Mellnaer emy. Po-
CKO yiKe ObLJI JKeHaT, 3aHMMAaJ B BaiTumope Bunm-
HOe IIOJIOXKeHIe W He XOTeJ, YTOObI ero ceMmeiicTBa
KOCHYJIach CILJIETHS.

Benmxamui, KOTOporo 00JIbIIe He :KaJIOBAJIU HU
IOHBIe KPacaBUIlbl, HU CTYAE€HTHI, OCTAJICSI B OJUHO-
YyecTBe, €CJIM He CUUTATh TPeX WM YeThIpeX IIAT-
HaAIATUJIETHUX MAaJbUYMUIIeK, KUBIIUX IO COCEJI-
cTBy. BCKOpe OH BepHYJICA K MBICJIU O IIOCTYILIE-
HuH B mKoay Caroro Mupaca.

— Ilocaymaii, — ckasaJy oH ogHaX I Pocko, —
d BeOb Tebe JaBHO IOBOPIO, UTO X0UY €3AUThH B IIPU-
TOTOBUTEJBHYIO IITKOIY.

— Yro &, moesxkaii, — KOPOTKO oTo3BaJica Po-
cko. OH crapajicsi YKJOHUTHCA OT HEIPUSITHOTO
pasrosopa.

— Ho He Mory :Ke s e3IUTh Tyla OOUH, — CKa-
san Bemmxamun sxamobno. — Ilpugercs Tebe or-
BO3UTH U IIPUBO3UTH MEHH.

— M=ue Hexorma, — pesko obopsaJy ero Pocko.
I'masa ero cysuauch, OH CMOTpPeJ Ha OTIIa ¢ HEITPU-
A3HbI0O. — W pgomxeH Tebe cKasaTb, — O0OaBUJI
OH, — OpPOCBH-Ka ThI 3TO Aejo. JIydIle oCTaHOBUCS...
Jlyuame... ayumre... — OH 3anHyJscsa. — Jlydie TbI
HOBEPHUCH HAJIEBO KPyTroM u nait 3aguuii xoxu. IlyT-
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sought for words—”you better turn right around
and start back the other way. This has gone too
far to be a joke. It isn’t funny any longer. You —
you behave yourself!”

Benjamin looked at him, on the verge of tears.

“And another thing,” continued Roscoe, “when
visitors are in the house I want you to call me
‘Uncle’—not ‘Roscoe,’ but ‘Uncle,’ do you under-
stand? It looks absurd for a boy of fifteen to call
me by my first name. Perhaps you’d better call me
‘Uncle’ all the time, so you’ll get used to it.”

With a harsh look at his father, Roscoe turned
away...

X

At the termination of this interview, Benjamin
wandered dismally upstairs and stared at himself in
the mirror. He had not shaved for three months, but
he could find nothing on his face but a faint white
down with which it seemed unnecessary to meddle.
When he had first come home from Harvard, Ro-
scoe had approached him with the proposition that
he should wear eye-glasses and imitation whiskers
glued to his cheeks, and it had seemed for a moment
that the farce of his early years was to be repeated.
But whiskers had itched and made him ashamed.
He wept and Roscoe had reluctantly relented.

Benjamin opened a book of boys’ stories, “The
Boy Scouts in Bimini Bay,” and began to read. But
he found himself thinking persistently about the
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Ka 3allljIa CINIIKOM IAJEKO. JTO yiKe He CMEIIHO.
Benu cebs... mpuamnuHo!

BenmxamMue cMoTpes HA HEro, IIoTas CJIe3El.

— W Bor emie utTo, — npoxgosxaa Pocko. — f1 xo-
uy, t'IT06]:»I IIPX I'OCTAX ThI 3BAJI ME€HA «AAAdA» — He
Pocko, a «gansa», moraa? Ilpocto Hemxemo, Kormga
IIHTHa,I[HaTI/IJIeTHI/Iﬁ MaJIBUUIIIKa 30BEeT MeEeHdA IIO
uMeHHu. Jlyullle maske, ecJ ThI BCerna CTAHEIb
3BaTh MeHsA «AsAneii», Torna ObIcTpee MPUBLIKHEID.

Pocko 6pocut Ha oTIia CypOBBIN B3TVISAA U OTBEP-
HYJICH.

X

ITocse aToro pasrosopa BenmxaMuH YHBIJIO II0-
IJIeJIicA HaBepX U IOmIAnes] Ha ceba B 3epkajo. O
He OpHJICA BOT y:Ke TPH MecsIla, HO He YBHUIE Ha
CBOEM JIHIle HUUero, KpoMe CBETJIOTO IIyIKa, KOTO-
PBIi IIOOpPOCTY He cToM BHUMaHUsA. Korga oH Bep-
"yaca us I'apsapaa, Pocko npenioxua emy HaJleTh
OUKHM M HAKJIEHUTh HA IeKM OaxKeHOaApIabI, M TOTIA
eMy BIPYT IIOKAa3ajioCh, UTO IIOBTOPAETCA KOMEIUS
IepPBBIX JIeT ero KusHu. Ho 1mexu mox 6axeHOap-
IaMu decalllich, M, KpOMe TOTO, eMy OBLIO CTHIAHO
ux "HocuTh. OH 3amnmakaj, u POCKo Hag HUM CiKa-
JINJICA.

BenmxamMun mpuHSaIcA OBLIO UUTATh AETCKYIO
KHIKKY «Boiickayrel Bumunau Beii». Ho Bapyr oH
moiiMaJ cebs HAa TOM, UYTO HEOTBSI3HO IyMaeT O BOM-
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war. America had joined the Allied cause during
the preceding month, and Benjamin wanted to en-
list, but, alas, sixteen was the minimum age, and
he did not look that old. His true age, which was
fifty-seven, would have disqualified him, anyway.

There was a knock at his door, and the butler
appeared with a letter bearing a large official leg-
end in the corner and addressed to Mr. Benjamin
Button. Benjamin tore it open eagerly, and read
the enclosure with delight. It informed him that
many reserve officers who had served in the Span-
ish-American War were being called back into ser-
vice with a higher rank, and it enclosed his com-
mission as brigadier-general in the United States
army with orders to report immediately.

Benjamin jumped to his feet fairly quivering
with enthusiasm. This was what he had wanted.
He seized his cap, and ten minutes later he had
entered a large tailoring establishment on Charles
Street, and asked in his uncertain treble to be
measured for a uniform.

“Want to play soldier, sonny?” demanded a
clerk casually.

Benjamin flushed.

“Say! Never mind what I want!” he retorted an-
grily. “My name’s Button and I live on Mt. Vernon
Place, so you know I’'m good for it.”
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He. 3a Mecdl mepeq TeM AMepuKa NPUMKHYJA
K COIO3HHKAaM, 1 BeH KxaMuH peln IIOHTH 4o0po-
BOJIBIIEM, HO, YBBI, AJIA 3TOTO HY:KHO OBLIO MMETh
XOTs OBI IIIECTHAAIIATD JIET OT POAY, & OH BBITUIAIE]
3ameTHO MoJioxke. OgHAKO, ecoii O OH CKasaJ mpas-
Iy — UTO eMy IATHAECAT CEMb JIET, — €T0 He B3AINn
OBI IIO CTAPOCTH.

Paznasica cTyk B 1BEpPD, 1 IBOPENKUL ITOAAJ KOH-
BepT, HA KOTOPOM CTOSJI OOJIBIIION O(MUIINATILHBIN
IITAMI; INCHMO OBLIO aJapecoBaHO BeHmEKaAMUHY
Barrony. BeHm:xaMUH TOPOILIMBO BCKPBLI KOHBEPT
¥ C YyBCTBOM BOCTOpPra IIpOYUTAJ IrchbMo. Ero yBe-
IOMJISIN, UTO MHOTHTE O(PUIIEPHI 3a1Iaca, CIYKUBIIIE
B pAJAaX apMUU BO BpeMsA KMCIIAHO-aMEePHUKAHCKOM BO-
WHBI, BHOBb IIPU3LIBAIOTCS C IIOBBINIEHNEM B UHHE;
K MHUCHbMY OBLIM HPUJIOMKEHBI IMPUKA3 O IIPOU3BOI-
cTBe ero B OpuramHblie reHepasbl apmuu CoemuHeH-
HbIX IIlTaTOB 1 IpeAICcanne SBUTLCS HeMeIJIeHHO.

BenmxaMuH BCKOUMJI, APOKa OT HETEPIEeHMI.
Nmenno 06 stom oum u meutana! OH cXBaTUJ IIam-
Ky U yiKe uepes [ecATh MUHYT, BOHAA B GOJBLIIVIO
IIBEMHYI0 MacTepCcKyio Ha Yapab3-CTPUT, CPLIBAIO-
IMCS JUCKAHTOM 3aKasajl cebe BOeHHYI0 dopMy.

— Xouelb TOUTPATh B BOWHY, CBIHOK? — He-
OpPEsKHO CIPOCHUJI IIPUEMIIIK.

Benmxamuu paccBupemne.

— Ilocaymaiite! He Batiie geso, uero a xouy! —
OTBeTHJI OH 3710. — Mosa damunua BarTtoH, 4 KuBy
Ha MayHnt-BepHOH-1Ielic, TaK UTO MOMKeTe He CO-
MHeBaTbCA, UTO S BIIpaBe HOCUTH (popMy.
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“Well,” admitted the clerk hesitantly, “if you’re
not, I guess your daddy is, all right.”

Benjamin was measured, and a week later his
uniform was completed. He had difficulty in ob-
taining the proper general’s insignia because
the dealer kept insisting to Benjamin that a nice
Y. W. C. A. badge would look just as well and be
much more fun to play with.

Saying nothing to Roscoe, he left the house
one night and proceeded by train to Camp Mosby,
in South Carolina, where he was to command an
infantry brigade. On a sultry April day he ap-
proached the entrance to the camp, paid off the
taxicab which had brought him from the station,
and turned to the sentry on guard.

“Get some one to handle my luggage!” he said
briskly.

The sentry eyed him reproachfully.

“Say,” he remarked, “where you goin’ with the
general’s duds, sonny?”

Benjamin, veteran of the Spanish-American
War, whirled upon him with fire in his eye, but
with, alas, a changing treble voice.

“Come to attention!”

He tried to thunder; he paused for breath —
then suddenly he saw the sentry snap his heels
together and bring his rifle to the present. Benja-
min concealed a smile of gratification, but when
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— Hy uro0 X, — cKasaj npueMIIUK ¢ COMHEHU-
eMm. — He TbBI, TaK TBOI OTel], CTAJIO OBITH, 3TO BCE
eIHO.

C BenmxaMuHa CHSJIU MEPKY, U Uepes HeIesio
dopma ObLTa roroBa. Tpynmee ObLIO IIpHOOpecTHU
reHepaJibCKue 3HAKU PasJUuMus, IIOTOMY YTO TOP-
ToBell HACTOMUYUBO yBepsAaa BeHI:KaMuHA B TOM, UTO
KpacuBblii 3HaU0K XAMJI HUUYYTh He Xy:Ke U ¢ HUM
Iaske MHTepecHee UTPaTh.

U Bor HOURBIO, He ckadaB Pocko Hu cJioBa, OH II0-
KUHYJ JOM U II0e3I0M Joexajl IO BOeHHOTO Jiare-
pa B Moc6u, mrar IOxxuaa Kapoanua, roe moskeH
ObLI IPUHATH IO CBOE KOMaHIOBaHUE IEXOTHYIO
Opurany. B 3HOWHBIN anpenbCKUU AeHb OH HOIb-
exaJ K BOpPOTaM Jiareps, pacijiaTujicd ¢ Iodepom
TaKCH, IIPUBE3IINM €ero C BoK3ajia, U o0paTujcs
K YacCOBOMY Y BOPOT.

— KiaukHu Koro-HuOyab, UTOOLI OTHECIH MOU

BeIy, — CKOMAaH0BAaJ OH.
YacoBoil YKOPU3HEHHO B3TVISHYJ Ha HETO.
— Bor Tak mryka! — 3amerusn on. — U pasexo

ThI coOpaJjicd B FeHepalIbCKOI OflesKKe, ChIHOK?

BenmxamuH, mOUYeTHBIN BeTepaH HCIaHO-aMe-
PUKaHCKOU BOWHBI, HATYCTUJICA Ha HEro, CBepKas
rya3aMu, HO, VBBI, IPU 3TOM JaJl IIeTyxa:

— CwmupHo!

OH xX0TeJ KPUKHYTH 3TO I'POMOBBIM I'OJIOCOM, Ha-
OpaJ Bo3ayxa... 1 BAPYT YBUAEJ, YTO YaCOBOI IIeI-
KHYJ KaOJyKaMu 1 cliejiaj Ha KapayJi. BeHI:KaMuH
TIOTIBITAJICA CKPBITH JOBOJBHYIO YJIBIOKY, HO, KOTIA
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he glanced around his smile faded. It was not he
who had inspired obedience, but an imposing ar-
tillery colonel who was approaching on horseback.

“Colonel!” called Benjamin shrilly.

The colonel came up, drew rein, and looked
coolly down at him with a twinkle in his eyes.

“Whose little boy are you?” he demanded kindly.

“I’ll soon darn well show you whose little boy
I am!” retorted Benjamin in a ferocious voice.
“Get down off that horse!”

The colonel roared with laughter.

“You want him, eh, general?”

“Here!” cried Benjamin desperately. “Read this.”

And he thrust his commission toward the colo-
nel.

The colonel read it, his eyes popping from their
sockets.

“Where’d you get this?” he demanded, slipping
the document into his own pocket.

“I got it from the Government, as you’ll soon
find out!”

“You come along with me,” said the colonel
with a peculiar look. “We’ll go up to headquarters
and talk this over. Come along.”

The colonel turned and began walking his horse
in the direction of headquarters. There was noth-

’
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OH 00epHYyJICA, YIBIOKa ncyesya ¢ ero jguna. daco-
BOM IPUBETCTBOBAJI BOBCE HE €r0, a BHYIIUTEIbHO-
ro apTUJJIEPUNCKOTO IIOJKOBHUKA, KOTOPBINA IOIB-
exaj K BOPOTaM BEPXOM.

— ITonKOBHUK! — IPOH3UTEIBHO OKJIUKHYJ €T0
BenmxamuH.

ITonkoBHUK TOABEXAJ BILJIOTHYIO, HATAHYJ IIO-
BOIbsA, B3IVIAHYJ Ha BeHaxaMuHa, 1 ero riasa Ha-
CMEIILIUBO OJIECHYJIHU.

— TbI yeil, MaJBINI? — CIPOCUJ OH JIACKOBO.

— Bor g Tebe ceifiuac mMoKaxKy MaJjbIllia, 4YepTo-
Ba KykJia! — yrposkaiolie 3adBuj BeHI:KaMuH., —
Hy-xka ciesaii ¢ KoHs!

ITonrkoBHUK 3aX0XO0TaJ BO BCE TOPJIO.

— Tebe Hy:KeH KOHB, a, TreHepaa?

— Bor! — xpukHyn BenmxaMuH B M3HEeMOXKe-
Hun. — Yuraiire!

W oH mBBIpHYJ ITOJKOBHUKY IIPUKA3 O CBOEM
TIPOU3BOJICTBE B reHEePaAJIbCKUY UUH.

¥V mOoJKOBHUKA TJ1a3a MOJIe3JIu Ha J00.

— Kr0 Tebe 570 mas? — CIOPOCUJI OH U CYHYJ
IpUKa3 B KapMaH.

— IlpaBuTEnBCTBO, B YeM BbI OUEHb CKOPO CMO-
JKeTe yoemuThes!

— Crynaii 3a MHOM, — CKa3aJl IOJIKOBHUK; JIU-
Mo y Hero ObLIO pacrepsaHHoe. — $I oTBexy Tebs
B IVIaBHBIN 11Ta0, TaM pasdepemcs. Upem.

W monkoBHUK 1momies K ITaby, BeOs KOHS IIOJ
y3a1bl. BeHIKaMUHy HUUYEro He OCTaBaJOCh, KakK
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ing for Benjamin to do but follow with as much
dignity as possible — meanwhile promising him-
self a stern revenge.

But this revenge did not materialize. Two days
later, however, his son Roscoe materialized from
Baltimore, hot and cross from a hasty trip, and
escorted the weeping general, sans uniform, back
to his home.

Xi

In 1920 Roscoe Button’s first child was born.
During the attendant festivities, however, no one
thought it “the thing” to mention, that the little
grubby boy, apparently about ten years of age who
played around the house with lead soldiers and a
miniature circus, was the new baby’s own grand-
father.

No one disliked the little boy whose fresh,
cheerful face was crossed with just a hint of sad-
ness, but to Roscoe Button his presence was a
source of torment. In the idiom of his generation
Roscoe did not consider the matter “efficient.”

It seemed to him that his father, in refusing to
look sixty, had not behaved like a “red-blooded he-
man”— this was Roscoe’s favorite expression —
but in a curious and perverse manner. Indeed, to
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IocJeloBaTh 3a HUM, CTapasch COOJIOCTH JOCTO-
WHCTBO, IIPUYEM B AYIIEe OH KJAJCS JKECTOKO OTO-
MCTUTBH IIOJIKOBHUKY.

Ho emy He cy:KmeHO OBLIO OCYIIECTBUTDL 3TY
MecTh. BMecTo aTOTO €My OBLIO CY:KIEHO YJUIle-
3peTh CBOero cbiHa POCKO, KOTOPBINA Ha BTOPOM JeHb
npumMyajica u3 BaaTumopa, 3710 1 pasgocamoBaH-
HBIH TeM, UTO IIPUILIOCH exXaTb, OPOCUB Bce neJa,
¥ TIPEIPOBOAMJ ILIAUYIIEeTo reHepasa, Tenephb yiKe
0e3 MyHAUPA, 0OPATHO JOMOII.

XI

B 1920 rogy y Pocxo BarTroma poauics mepse-
Her. OTHAKO BO BpeMs TOPIKECTBA IIO0 STOMY CJIY-
Yarl HUKTO He CUeJl HYyXHBIM YIIOMAHYTBH O TOM, UTO
TPA3HBIN MAJBUUIIKA, JIET eCATH Ha BUI, KOTOPBIHI
UTPAJ BO3JIE JOMAa B OJIOBSIHHBIX COJIIATUKOB U JeT-
CKHU IIUPK, JOBOAUTCSA HOBOPOKICHHOMY JeOM.

ITOoT MaJeHbKUI MaJbUUK, Ube CBelKee, yJbida-
[ollleecd JUYMKO HOCHUJIO Ha cebe eqBa YJIOBUMBIM
cjen Tevayid, HU Y KOT'O He BHISHIBAJ HEIPUA3HU,
HO mis1 Pocko BarToHa ero mpucyrcTBue ObIIO XY-
JKe BCSAKOW OBITKM. BBIpasKasch SA3BIKOM IIOKOJIE-
HHuA POCKO, 9TO ObLI «HEIEJOBOM IIOAXOMI» .

OH moJiaraJ, YTO OTell, He ;KeJias BhITVIALETD IIIe-
CTUIECATUIETHUM CTapUKOM, BeJ ce0s OTHIOAL He
TaK, KaK IIPUCTAJIO «yBaMKaIoIeMy ce0s Jensdares —
9T0 OBLIO JIIOOMMOe BhIpaskeHne Pocko, — a JUKO
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think about the matter for as much as a half an
hour drove him to the edge of insanity. Roscoe
believed that “live wires” should keep young, but
carrying it out on such a scale was — was — was
inefficient. And there Roscoe rested.

Five years later Roscoe’s little boy had grown
old enough to play childish games with little Benja-
min under the supervision of the same nurse. Ro-
scoe took them both to kindergarten on the same
day, and Benjamin found that playing with little
strips of colored paper, making mats and chains
and curious and beautiful designs, was the most
fascinating game in the world. Once he was bad
and had to stand in the corner — then he cried —
but for the most part there were gay hours in the
cheerful room, with the sunlight coming in the
windows and Miss Bailey’s kind hand resting for
a moment now and then in his tousled hair.

Roscoe’s son moved up into the first grade
after a year, but Benjamin stayed on in the kin-
dergarten. He was very happy. Sometimes when
other tots talked about what they would do when
they grew up a shadow would cross his little face
as if in a dim, childish way he realized that those
were things in which he was never to share.

The days flowed on in monotonous content. He
went back a third year to the kindergarten, but he
was too little now to understand what the bright
shining strips of paper were for. He cried because
the other boys were bigger than he, and he was afraid
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U oTBpaTtureabHo. IIpaBo, cTomio eMy 3aAyMaTh-
cd HAA 3TUM, U UYepe3 KaKuX-HUOyOb IlojJdaca OH
YYBCTBOBAJ, UTO CXOIUT C yMa. POCKO CUMTAJ, UTO
SHEePTUYHbIE JIIOAU JOJIKHBI COXPAHATL MOJIOJOCTD,
HO HaJo Xe 3HATh Mepy, Bedb 9TO... 9TO... IPOCTO
HegmesoBou moaxox! Y ma tom Pocko cros.

Yepes mATH JIET er0 MaJIeHBKMU CHLIH MOT YiKe
UrpaTh ¢ MaJeHbKUM BeHIKaMUHOM MOJ IIPHCMO-
TPOM OAHOIM HAHK. POCKO OJHOBPEMEHHO OTHAJI
oboux B JeTCKUH cal, u BeHmxaMuH oOHAPYKILI,
YTO HET B MHpPe UyJecHee HIPhbl, YeM BO3UTHLCS
C PpAa3HOIBETHBLIMHU IIOJIOCKAMHN OyMaru, ILIeCTU
KOP3MHOYKM, MejaTh IeIIOUKM W PHUCOBATh 3abaB-
HBIe, KpacuBble y30pbl. OmHA:KALI OH HAIIAJINI,
eTo MOCTaBUJIU B YI0JI, ¥ OH 3aIlljaKaJl, HO OOBIYHO
eMy OBIBAJIO BeCEJI0O B CBETJIOM, 3aJIUTOH COJHIIEM
KOMHAaTe, I'/ie JIACKOBasA pyKa Mmucc Beiiyiz Kacaigach
WHOTJA ero B3'bePOIIeHHBIX BOJIOC.

Cwir Pocko uepes roj moies B HmepBBIN KJacc,
a BenmxamuH ocrajscsa B geTrckoMm cany. OH ObLI
cuactiauB. IIpasga, mopoii, Korma APyrue MaJIbIIIN
TOBOPHUJIX O TOM, K€M OHH CTAHYT, KOTJa BBIPACTYT,
110 ero JuIy mpoberaja TeHb, Kak OyATO CBOUM CcJa-
OBIM JETCKHM YMOM OH IIOHHMAJI, UYTO €My BCe€ 9TO
HaBEK! HeJOCTYIIHO.

uy TerJIu OogHOOOpasHO. Y:Ke TpeTuil roj oH
XOAUJI B JJETCKUII caj, HO Telepb OH ObLI CJAMIIKOM
MaJi, YTOOBI UTPATh C APKUMU OYMAaKHBIMHU II0JIO-
ckamu. OH IJIaKaJ, IOTOMY UTO APYTrue MaJbuuKU
ObLIM OOJIBbIIIe ero M OH uX Ooacd. Bocmurareyab-
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of them. The teacher talked to him, but though he
tried to understand he could not understand at all.

He was taken from the kindergarten. His
nurse, Nana, in her starched gingham dress, be-
came the centre of his tiny world. On bright days
they walked in the park; Nana would point at a
great gray monster and say “elephant,” and Ben-
jamin would say it after her, and when he was be-
ing undressed for bed that night he would say it
over and over aloud to her:

“Elyphant, elyphant, elyphant.”

Sometimes Nana let him jump on the bed, which
was fun, because if you sat down exactly right it
would bounce you up on your feet again, and if
you said “Ah” for a long time while you jumped
you got a very pleasing broken vocal effect.

He loved to take a big cane from the hatrack
and go around hitting chairs and tables with it
and saying:

“Fight, fight, fight.”

When there were people there the old ladies
would cluck at him, which interested him, and the
young ladies would try to kiss him, which he sub-
mitted to with mild boredom. And when the long
day was done at five o’clock he would go upstairs
with Nana and be fed oatmeal and nice soft mushy
foods with a spoon.

There were no troublesome memories in his
childish sleep; no token came to him of his brave
days at college, of the glittering years when he
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HUIIA YTO-TO T'OBOPUJIA €My, HO OH HUYEro He IO-
HUMAJ.

Ero zabpanu m3 merckoro cama. IlenTpom ero
KPOIITeUHOTO MHpKa cTaja HaHd Hama B makpax-
MaJIeHHOM II0JIOCATOM ILIaThe. B XopoInyo moromy
OHU XOAWUJU TYJSATh B Hmapk; Hama ykasbiBaja Ha
OTrpPOMHOEe cepoe uymoBuine u rosopuaa: «CioH»,
a BenmxaMuH OBTOPSJ 3a Heil 9TO CJIOBO, U KOT-
Ia ero yKJaJIbIBAJU BeuepoM CHATh, OH 0e3 KOHIa
TBEPAUI:

— CuéH, ciaéH, CJIEH.

Nuorna Hana mosBossAaa eMy HOOIpPhIraTh Ha
KpoBaTKe, U 3TO ObLIO OUeHBb Becejio, IIOTOMY UTO,
ecJu cecTh Ha Hee ¢ pasdMaxy, YIPYruii MaTpacuk
MOAGPOCUT KBEPXY, 4 €CJAU IIPU 3TOM IPOTIKHO I'o-
BOpPUTH: «A-a-a», TOJ0C TaK CMEITHO BUOPUpPYeT.

OH a106mJ1 6paTh TPOCTH, CTOABIIYIO Y BEIIAJIKH,
¥ CpaKaThCA CO CTYJLAMU W CTOJIAMU, IIPUTOBAPU-
Basd:

— Tpax-rapapax!

Korma mpuxommam roctu, MOMKUJIbIE TaMbl CIO-
CIOKaJIM HaJ HUM, U 9TO OBLIO eMy IPUATHO, a MO-
JIOAble HOPOBUJIM UMOKHYTH €r0o, U OH IIOKOPSAJICS
0e3 BCAKOM 0XOThI. B IATH YacoB MOJTUM JeHb KOH-
yaJicsa, Hana yBoguia ero HaBepx KOPMHUTH OBCSH-
KO MJIM APYTro¥ KaIIKOU C JOKEUKU.

Ero merckme cHBI ObLIM CBOOOAHBLI OT OYPHBIX
BOCIIOMUHAHU; OH He MMIOMHUJ HU O CJIaBHBLIX Bpe-
MeHax B KOJLIeI:Ke, HU O TOI OJMCTATEeJIbHOI IIO-
pe, KorZa OH BOJIHOBAJI cepAlla MHOTHX KPAacaBUIIL.
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flustered the hearts of many girls. There were
only the white, safe walls of his crib and Nana
and a man who came to see him sometimes, and a
great big orange ball that Nana pointed at just be-
fore his twilight bed hour and called “sun.” When
the sun went his eyes were sleepy — there were no
dreams, no dreams to haunt him.

The past — the wild charge at the head of his
men up San Juan Hill; the first years of his mar-
riage when he worked late into the summer dusk
down in the busy city for young Hildegarde whom
he loved; the days before that when he sat smok-
ing far into the night in the gloomy old Button
house on Monroe Street with his grandfather —
all these had faded like unsubstantial dreams
from his mind as though they had never been.

He did not remember. He did not remember
clearly whether the milk was warm or cool at his
last feeding or how the days passed — there was
only his crib and Nana’s familiar presence. And
then he remembered nothing. When he was hun-
gry he cried — that was all. Through the noons
and nights he breathed and over him there were
soft mumblings and murmurings that he scarcely
heard, and faintly differentiated smells, and light
and darkness.

Then it was all dark, and his white crib and the
dim faces that moved above him, and the warm
sweet aroma of the milk, faded out altogether
from his mind.
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Il Hero cyiecTBOBAaJa JHUINL Oejasd, YIOTHAS KO-
Jp10esb, HaHa, KaKoi-TO 4ej0BEeK, KOTOPLIH Ipu-
XOMWJ WHOTAA B3TIAHYTHL Ha HEro, M OTPOMHBIN
OpaHKEeBBIN IIIap; IO BeuepaM, mepen cHoM, Hama
yKasbIBajia Ha 9TOT Imap u roBopuia: «CosHIe».
Korma cosmite cKpbIBajioch, OH yiKe 0e3MATERKHO
cIlaj ¥ KOIIMAPhI HE MYUYMUJIHN €ro.

ITpomioe — kak oH BeJl CBOUX COJIZAT HA LITYPM
Can-XyaH-X1JJIa; KaK IPOKII IIePBLIe TOALI IIOCJIe
JKeHUTHOBI, paboTas OO0 JIETHUX CYMepeK, BepTsACh
B JIIOJCKOM BOJOBOPOTE paau IOHO# Xuiabgerap-
IbI, KOTOPYIO JIIOOMJI 0e3 MmaMATH; KakK ellle IIpe-
JKIe cuUmes IO MOo3gHeN HOouM, MOKypuBas cUrapy,
B CTAPMHHOM, MpaduyHoM gome BarroHoB Ha MoHpO-
CTPUT BMECTE CO CBOMM JeJOM — MCUe3JI0 13 ero
aMsATH, TT0J00HO MUMOJIETHOMY CHY, CIOBHO 9TOTO
U He OBIBAJIO BOBCE.

Ou Huuero He nmoMHuJI. He moMHMJI maske, Te-
IJIBIM WJIM XOJOIHBIM MOJIOKOM €r'0 TOJIBKO UTO IIO-
WJIN, He 3aMevaJl, KaK IIPOXOAUIN JHU, — AJIS Hero
CyIlleCTBOBAJIM JIUIIIb KOJIbIOe b 1 Hama, K KoTOpoii
OH [AaBHO IIPUBBIK. A II0OTOM OH COBCEM yTPATUII Ia-
MATL. Korga oH XoTeJl ecTh, OH ILIAKAJI — TOJBKO
¥ Bcero. JIHM ¥ HOUM CMEHSAJIU APYT APyTra, OH ellle
OBINIAJ, W HaJg HUM CJBIIIAJIOCH KaKoe-To 6opMoTa-
HUe, MIEeMOThl, eBa JOCTUTABIIINE ero CJayXa, U ObLI
CBEeT U TEMHOTA.

A moTtoM HacTynmJ HOJIHBIA Mpak: 0esasd Ko-
JbI0OESIbKA, ¥ CMYTHBIE JIWIA, CKJIOHUBIIHECS Hal
HUM, ¥ YyJEeCHBIN 3amax TeIJIoro, CJIAAKOr0 MOJO-
Ka — BCe MCYe3JI0 IJIs Hero HaBeK.



Bernice hobs her hair

fter dark on Saturday night one could stand

on the first tee of the golf-course and see the
country-club windows as a yellow expanse over
a very black and wavy ocean. The waves of this
ocean, so to speak, were the heads of many curi-
ous caddies, a few of the more ingenious chauf-
feurs, the golf professional’s deaf sister — and
there were usually several stray, diffident waves
who might have rolled inside had they so desired.
This was the gallery.

The balcony was inside. It consisted of the circle
of wicker chairs that lined the wall of the combi-
nation clubroom and ballroom. At these Saturday-
night dances it was largely feminine; a great ba-
bel of middle-aged ladies with sharp eyes and icy
hearts behind lorgnettes and large bosoms. The
main function of the balcony was critical, it oc-
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Cy660THI/IM BEUEpPOM, €eCJU BI3TIAHYTH C ILJIO-
I[agKu AJs rojb(a, OKHA 3aTOPOSHOTO Kayba
B CT'YCTHBIIMXCS CYMEPKaxX IMOKAMKYTCH KeJIThIMU
JajlAMU Hal KPOMEIIHO-YePHBIM B3BOJHOBAHHBIM
OoKeaHOM. BosHaMu 5TOro, QUIrypajbHO BbIpaKa-
siCb, OKeaHa OYIyT TOJIOBBI JIIOOOIIBITCTBYIOIIUX
K911, KOe-KOro m3 HamboJiee MPOHBIPJUBBIX IIIO-
(epos, rIyxoii cecTphl KJIYOHOI'O TPEHEPA; IIOPOIO0
ILIEIyTCSA TYT U OTKOJIOBIIHECA POOKME BOJIHBI, KO-
TOPBIM — IIOKeJIail OHU TOI'0 — HUUYTO HE MelllaeT
BKATUTHCA BHYTPH. JTO rajepKa.

BenbsTaxxk momertaercsa BuyTpu. Ero obpasyer
KPYT ILJIETEHBIX CTYJIbEB, OKAWMJIAIONINX 34y —
KIyOHYI0 M 0anbHYI0 omHOBpeMeHHO. ITo cy606o0T-
HUM BeuepaM OelbdTaik 3aHMUMAOT B OCHOBHOM
JaMbl; IIYMHOE CKOIMUIINE IMOYTEHHBIX 0c00 ¢ Oxu-
TEJIbHBIMU IVIadaMM IIOO YKPBITHEM JIOPHETOK M HE
3HAOIIMMMU IIOIIaAbl cepanaMu I10J] YKPbITHEM MO-
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casionally showed grudging admiration, but never
approval, for it is well known among ladies over
thirty-five that when the younger set dance in the
summer-time it is with the very worst intentions
in the world, and if they are not bombarded with
stony eyes stray couples will dance weird barbaric
interludes in the corners, and the more popular,
more dangerous, girls will sometimes be kissed in
the parked limousines of unsuspecting dowagers.

But, after all, this critical circle is not close
enough to the stage to see the actors’ faces and
catch the subtler byplay. It can only frown and
lean, ask questions and make satisfactory deduc-
tions from its set of postulates, such as the one
which states that every young man with a large
income leads the life of a hunted partridge. It
never really appreciates the drama of the shift-
ing, semi-cruel world of adolescence. No; boxes,
orchestra-circle, principals, and chorus be repre-
sented by the medley of faces and voices that sway
to the plaintive African rhythm of Dyer’s dance
orchestra.

From sixteen-year-old Otis Ormonde, who has
two more years at Hill School, to G. Reece Stod-
dard, over whose bureau at home hangs a Harvard
law diploma; from little Madeleine Hogue, whose
hair still feels strange and uncomfortable on top
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ryuux OI0CTOB. BenbsTask BBITIONHAET QYHKIIUU TI0
OPEenMYyIecTBy KpuTuuyeckue. BocxuiieHme, XOTb
M BecbMa HEOXOTHO, OelbaTaKy BpeMeHaMU CJIY-
yaeTcsA BhIKAs3aTh, 0q00peHre — HUKOTOA, 60 Jam
TIOJ COPOK He IIPOBECTHU: OHU 3HAIOT, UTO MOJIOAEKD
cmoco0HA Ha BCe M, €CJIU €e XOTh Ha MUHYTY BbI-
NYCTUTh W3 BUIY, OTAEJbHbIC IapOUKMU OyIOyT HC-
TMOJHATH M0 yIjIaM AWKMWEe IJISACKU, a CaMBIX Jepa-
KHX, CAMBIX OIIACHBIX IIOKOPUTEJIBHUI] Cepel] TOro
U TJISIAU CTAHYT 1eJIOBATh B IMMY3MHAX HUUEro He
TIO03PEBAIOIIUX BIOBUII.

OZHAKO 9TOT KPUTUUYECKUIN KPYIKOK CJIHIIKOM
yaajgeH OT CIeHbl — eMy He pasTiAafeThb JUIl aKTe-
PpOB, He yJIOBUTH TOHUAMIIE! MuMuKu. Ha ero goJiro
OCTaeTCsd XMYPUTBLCS, BBITATMBATH IleM, 3aJaBaTh
BOIIPOCHI U JeJIaTh IPUOIU3UTENbHbIe BRIBOILI, HC-
X0 U3 TOTOBOTO HAbopa aKCHMOM — BPOZe TaKoii,
HaAIIpUMepP: 3a KayKJbIM OOraThIM IOHI[OM OXOTSTCS
0ojiee pbAHO, UeM 3a KypoIlaTkoii. Kputuueckomy
KPY:KKY HEIIOHATHA CJI0KHA JKU3Hb HEYTOMOHHOTO
JKEeCTOKOro Mupa moJonbix. Her, 10:Ku, maprep, Be-
IyIliye akTepbl U XOp — BCe 9TO TaM, I'le KyTepbMa
JIVI] ¥ TOJIOCOB, ILJIBIBYIINX IOJ PhIAamoniye appu-
KaHCKMe PUTMBI TaHIeBaJbHOTO opKecTpa [latiepa.

B sroii KyTepbMme, rme TOJKYTCA BCe — OT IIeCT-
HaanatTuiaetHero Ortuca OpMoHZa, KOTOPOMY 0
YVHUBEPCUTETA IIPEACTOAT elle ABa roma XWJLI-
Kosumem:ka, no II. Puca Crogmapna, Hag YbUM HUCH-
MEHHBIM CTOJIOM KPacyeTcs AUILJIOM IOPUAUIECKOTO
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of her head, to Bessie MacRae, who has been the
life of the party a little too long — more than ten
years — the medley is not only the centre of the
stage but contains the only people capable of get-
ting an unobstructed view of it.

With a flourish and a bang the music stops. The
couples exchange artificial, effortless smiles, fa-
cetiously repeat “LA-de-DA-DA dum-DUM,” and
then the clatter of young feminine voices soars
over the burst of clapping.

A few disappointed stags caught in midfloor as
they bad been about to cut in subsided listlessly
back to the walls, because this was not like the
riotous Christmas dances — these summer hops
were considered just pleasantly warm and excit-
ing, where even the younger marrieds rose and
performed ancient waltzes and terrifying foxtrots
to the tolerant amusement of their younger brot-
hers and sisters.

Warren McIntyre, who casually attended Yale,
being one of the unfortunate stags, felt in his
dinner-coat pocket for a cigarette and strolled out
onto the wide, semidark veranda, where couples
were scattered at tables, filling the lantern-hung
night with vague words and hazy laughter. He
nodded here and there at the less absorbed and as
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daxynprera 'apBapma; or mayieHbKOU MagenaeiiH
Xor, KoTopas HHKaK He MPUBBIKHET K BBICOKOM
npuuecke, 10 beccu Makpeii, KoTopas HECKOJIBbKO
JOJITO, TIOKAJIYH JIeT AecAThb ¢ JUIIKOM, IpoObLIa
IyIIoM o0IllecTBa, — B 9TOM KyTepbMe He TOJBKO
caMBbIil LIEHTD AeNCTBU, JUIIb OTCIOJa MOYKHO IIO-
HACTOAIIEMY CJIEJUTH 3a IIPOUCKOMAIINM.

OpkecTp 3aJmMXBaTCKu OOpBIBAET MY3BIKy Ha
OTJIYIIUTENIbHOU HOoTe. Ilapoukm oOMeHUMBAIOTCA
HATAHYTO-HENIPUHYKIeHHBEIMU YJIBIOKAMM, UTPUBO
HAIleBAIlOT «Ta-papu-paM-maM-TiaM», W HaJ aIiJjo-
IUCMEeHTaMU B3MbIBaeT CTPEKOT JeBUUYLUX I'0JIOCOB.

Heckonbko kKaBasiepoB, KOTOPBHIX aHTPaAKT 3a-
CTUT B TOT CAMBI MOMEHT, KOTZAa OHH YCTPEMJIA-
JUCh PasbuTh OUepesHYIO IIapouKy, pasmocao-
BAHHO OTCTYIIAIOT Ha CBOM MECTa BHOJIbL CTE€H: 9THU
JIeTHUE TaHIeBaJbHbIe Beuepa He Takue OyiiHbIe,
KaK POKIEeCTBEHCKIEe 0aJIbl, TYT BECEJIATCA B Mepy,
TYT U JKeHaThle ITaphbl IOMOJIOYKE PUCKYIOT IOKPY-
JKUTHCS B JOIOTOIMHBIX BAJbCaX WJN TMOTONTATHCS
B HEYKJIIOKUX (POKCTPOTAX MHOJ CHUCXOAUTEILHBIE
YCMEIIKY MJIAAIINX OPaTheB M CECcTep.

B umnciie sTux He3amauIMBBIX KABAJEePOB OKa3as-
ca u YoppeH MakKuHTaiip, He CIUIIKOM IIPUJIEHK-
HBIH CTyZeHT VeJbCKOTO YHUBEPCUTETa; HAIIAPHB
B KapMaHe curapery, OH BhINIeJ u3 3ajabl. Ha mpo-
CTOPHOM IIOJIYOCBEIIIeHHOI BepaHe 3a CTOJIUKaAMU
TaM U CAM CHUIeJU IapOYKM, HAIOJHAA pacilBeueH-
HYI0 (OHApUKaAMU HOYb CMYTHBIM I'OBOPOM U 3BI0-
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he passed each couple some half-forgotten frag-
ment of a story played in his mind, for it was not
a large city and every one was Who’s Who to eve-
ry one else’s past. There, for example, were Jim
Strain and Ethel Demorest, who had been private-
ly engaged for three years. Every one knew that as
soon as Jim managed to hold a job for more than
two months she would marry him. Yet how bored
they both looked, and how wearily Ethel regarded
Jim sometimes, as if she wondered why she had
trained the vines of her affection on such a wind-
shaken poplar.

Warren was nineteen and rather pitying with
those of his friends who hadn’t gone East to col-
lege. But, like most boys, he bragged tremendous-
ly about the girls of his city when he was away
from it. There was Genevieve Ormonde, who reg-
ularly made the rounds of dances, house-parties,
and football games at Princeton, Yale, Williams,
and Cornell; there was black-eyed Roberta Dillon,
who was quite as famous to her own generation as
Hiram Johnson or Ty Cobb; and, of course, there
was Marjorie Harvey, who besides having a fairy-
like face and a dazzling, bewildering tongue was
already justly celebrated for having turned five
cart-wheels in succession during the last pump-
and-slipper dance at New Haven.
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KUM CMeXOM. YOPpPeH KUBaJl TeM, KTO MOT ellle 3a-
MeuaTh OKpysKalollee, W, KOTa OH IIPOXOJUI MU-
MO OUepeIHOM IMapoYKl, B MAMATHU €r0 BCILIBIBAIN
OOPBHIBKM BOCIIOMWHAHUI: T'OPOJOK ObLI HEBEJUK,
¥ KaKIBIN ero JKUTeJb 3HaJ Ha3yOOK ITPOIILIoe JIIo-
0oro m3 cBoux 3eMJAKOB. BoT, K mpumepy, xum
Crpeita u drenb [lemopecT — y:Ke Tpu rojia OHU He-
opunuasbHO 00pyUYeHBbI. BceM mM3BECTHO, UTO, KAk
TosbKo I[;KMMa mpojepskaT Ha Kakou-iubo pabore
0osbIlle ABYX MecsAIleB, OHM HoKeHATcA. OmHAKO
KakK YHBLIBI MX JUIA U KaK yCTAJO TMOTVISALIBaeT
drensb Ha [[;KUMa, CJIOBHO HelloyMeBasi, 3aUeM JI03a
ee MPUBA3aHHOCTU OOBUJIA CTOJIb YAXJIBIN TOIIOJb.

Yoppeny mies aBaAmaThIl T'OQ, 1 OH CBBICOKA
B3UpaJ Ha TeX CBOUX IpuUATeIeil, KOMy He I0-
BeJIOCh yuuThcAd Ha Bocroke. OgHaKO BHAIU OT
POIHOTO TOpOoJla — ¥ B 9TOM OH HE OTJIMYAJICA OT
OOJIBIIIMHCTBA IOHI[OB — OH TOPJUJICA CBOMMHU 3HA-
MEeHUTHIMU 3eMudYKamMu. W 0110 Kem: sKeHeBbe-
Ba OpMOHJZ, HampuMep, He IPOITyCcKajaa HU OJHOTO
bOajyia, Beuepa u (pyrdoombHOro Matua B IlpumHcTo-
ue, Uese, Buibsmce win Kopaenne, uepHorIa3asa
Pobepra [IunamoH cpeam CBOUX CBEPCTHUKOB ObLIa
M3BeCTHA He MeHee, yeM Xampam [[KOHCOH mMau
Tait Ko66, uy a Mapmxopu XapBu cJaBUjIach He
TOJBKO CBOE#l 000JILCTUTEILHON KPACOTOH U Jeps3-
KUM, GJIECTAIIAM OCTPOYMUEM, a ellle U TeM, UTO Ha
nocyaenHeMm 6any B Hrio-XeliBeHe ATk pas Kpamy
MIPOIILJIach KOJIECOM.
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Warren, who had grown up across the street
from Marjorie, had long been “crazy about her.”
Sometimes she seemed to reciprocate his feeling
with a faint gratitude, but she had tried him by
her infallible test and informed him gravely that
she did not love him. Her test was that when she
was away from him she forgot him and had affairs
with other boys. Warren found this discouraging,
especially as Marjorie had been making little trips
all summer, and for the first two or three days af-
ter each arrival home he saw great heaps of mail on
the Harveys’ hall table addressed to her in various
masculine handwritings. To make matters worse,
all during the month of August she had been vis-
ited by her cousin Bernice from Eau Claire, and it
seemed impossible to see her alone. It was always
necessary to hunt round and find some one to take
care of Bernice. As August waned this was becom-
ing more and more difficult.

Much as Warren worshipped Marjorie he had
to admit that Cousin Bernice was sort a dopeless.
She was pretty, with dark hair and high color, but
she was no fun on a party. Every Saturday night
he danced a long arduous duty dance with her to
please Marjorie, but he had never been anything
but bored in her company.

“Warren”——a soft voice at his elbow broke in
upon his thoughts, and he turned to see Marjorie,
flushed and radiant as usual. She laid a hand on
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Yoppen, xoropeiii poc ¢ Mapmiopu Ha OTHON
yaune, faBHO cXoauJ 1o Hel ¢ yma. Ilopoit emy Ka-
3aJI0Ch, UTO OHA OTBEUAET Ha ero ITOKJOHEeHUEe YeM-TO
BpoJZie 6J1arofapHOCTH, HO OHA y:Ke IIPOBEPUJIa CBOU
YyBCTBA WCILITAHHBIM METOJOM ¥ TOP:KECTBEHHO
o0bsABMIA, YTO He JIo0uT ero. IIpoBepka 3akJioua-
Jlach B CJIEAYIOIEM: KOTZla ero He ObLI0 paxom, Map-
I:KOpU O HeM 3a0bIBajia 1 HAIIpoIasyio GaupToBaia
¢ npyrumu. Eciu ydectsb, uTO Bce JeTo Mapmxopu
IIPOBOAMJIa B Pasbe3fax U IIepBble JBa-TPU THA IIO
ee BO3BpAIIlEHUU CTOJI B X0JIJIe OBLI 3aBajieH KOHBEP-
TaMU, HAAMHUCAHHBIMUA BCEBO3MOKHBIMU MY KCKHIMU
TIoYepKaMu, YOppeHy OBLJIO OT Yero BIACTb B YHBI-
Hue. MaJjio Toro, Bech aBryCT Y Hee TOCTHJIa Ky3uHa
Bepouuka us O-Kispa, u yBugerbca ¢ Mapm:xopu
HaequHe OBLIO ITOYTH HEBO3MOKHO. BeuHo mpmxo-
IWJIOCH TIOJBICKUBATDL KOTO-TO, KTO COTVIACUTCS B3STH
Ha cebs BepoHuky. ABrycr 0Ju3UJICS K KOHILY, 1 3a-
Jlaya 3Ta ¢ KayKIbIM JHEM CTAaHOBUJIACH BCE TPYIHE.

Kax Yoppeu uu 6ororsopua Mapmxopu, OH BbI-
HY:KIeH ObLI IMpMU3HAaTh, YTO BepoHWKa cTpalrHas
npecuaTura. Oma OblLIa MHUJIOBHUAHAA OpIOHETKA
C APKUM ITBETOM JIHIlA, HO VK CKyUHas — JajIbIile
Hekyna. Kaxxayio cyo6ory YoppeH B yrogy Mapmxo-
PU IOKOPHO TaHIEBAJ C Hell M3HYPUTEJIbHO JOJITUH
TaHell, ¥ OHa HeM3MEeHHO HaBOAMUJIA Ha HEeTO TOCKY.

— YoppeH, — BTOPTCS B €ro MbBICJIU BKpaadu-
BbIif rosoc. O obepHyJica u yBumena Mapmxopu,
pacKpacHeBIIyIOCS 1, KaK BCerma, OKUBJIECHHYIO.
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his shoulder and a glow settled almost impercep-
tibly over him.

“Warren,” she whispered “do something for
me — dance with Bernice. She’s been stuck with
little Otis Ormonde for almost an hour.”

Warren’s glow faded.

“Why — sure,” he answered half-heartedly.

“You don’t mind, do you? I’ll see that you don’t
get stuck.”

“’Sall right.”

Marjorie smiled — that smile that was thanks
enough.

“You’re an angel, and I’m obliged loads.”

With a sigh the angel glanced round the ve-
randa, but Bernice and Otis were not in sight. He
wandered back inside, and there in front of the
women’s dressing-room he found Otis in the cen-
tre of a group of young men who were convulsed
with laughter. Otis was brandishing a piece of
timber he had picked up, and discoursing volubly.

“She’s gone in to fix her hair,” he announced
wildly. “I’m waiting to dance another hour with
her.”

Their laughter was renewed.

“Why don’t some of you cut in?” cried Otis re-
sentfully. “She likes more variety.”
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OHa moJIo)KUJIa PYKy €My Ha IJIeu0, U He3PUMBIH
OpEOoJI BOCCUAT HAM HUM.

— YoppeH, — IIemHyJia OHa, — IIpuUriacu Be-
POHUKY, HY, pagu Meud. OHa y:Ke OUTHIN yac TaH-
nyet ¢ Manbrmom Otucom.

OpeoJ ToOMepK.

— ..JlagHo... Iloxkamyiicra, — HeEXOTA corja-
CHUJICSA OH.

— 9TO0 Beab He CJIAUIIKOM OO0JbIIAs JKepTBa
¢ TBoeil ctopoubi? A g mo3abouych, YTOOBI Tebe mo-
ObICcTpee MPUIILIN HA BBHIPYUKY.

— Uper.

Mapp:xopu yabIOHyIach TOM YIBIOKOI, UTO cama
o cebe cay:Kuja Harpamgou.

— Tbs1 mpocTo aymika. He sHaio, Kak u 6yaroma-
puTh TEOA.

Oymka co B3moxoM orisamen Bepanmy: Ortuca
u Bepouuku Tyt He 6b110. OH TOGPET 0O0PATHO B 3a-
Jy U TaM, Iiepel 1aMCKOil KOMHATOM, B I'PYIIIIe KOp-
YUBIINXCA OT CMeXa MOJIOABIX Joaeil yBumea Otu-
ca. OTuc pasriIaroJbLCTBOBAJI, HOTPscas HEBECTh
OTKYy/Zla B3ABIINMCS 00PE3KOM TOCKH.

— Ona nomuia MONPaBUTh MPUYECKY, — TOBO-
PWJI OH OTUASTHHO. — A KaK BBIAAET, MHEe OIATH Yac
KpAY TaHIleBaTh C Hel.

CMmex ycumics.

— W mouemy 5TO HUKTO Hac He pa3dbmuBaer? —
ockopOsenno Bompomas Oruc. — Eif HaBepHAKa
XO0ueTcs pasHooOpasms.
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“Why, Otis,” suggested a friend “you’ve just
barely got used to her.”

“Why the two-by-four, Otis?” inquired War-
ren, smiling.

“The two-by-four? Oh, this? This is a club.
When she comes out I’ll hit her on the head and
knock her in again.”

Warren collapsed on a settee and howled with
glee.

“Never mind, Otis,” he articulated finally. “I’m
relieving you this time.”

Otis simulated a sudden fainting attack and
handed the stick to Warren.

“If you need it, old man,” he said hoarsely.

No matter how beautiful or brilliant a girl may
be, the reputation of not being frequently cut in
on makes her position at a dance unfortunate.
Perhaps boys prefer her company to that of the
butterflies with whom they dance a dozen times
an evening, but youth in this jazz-nourished gen-
eration is temperamentally restless, and the idea
of foxtrotting more than one full foxtrot with the
same girl is distasteful, not to say odious. When
it comes to several dances and the intermissions
between she can be quite sure that a young man,
once relieved, will never tread on her wayward
toes again.
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— Yo T8I, OTHC, — BO3PaA3WJ MIPUATENb. — THI
BeJb eIBa-€IBa IPUBHIK K HEM.

— 3aueM Tebe 9Ta IMITYKOBUHA? — IIOMHTEPECO-
BaJicA YOppeH.

— UYto0? A, T8I IpO mocky? Iro nybuHKa. IlycTs
TOJILKO OHA BBICYHETCS OTTyJa, A — pas! — ee mo
TroJIOBe — U 3aTOJKHY Hasa[.

YOppEeH B3BBLJI U PYXHYJ Ha KYLIETKY.

— He ropmoii, Otuc, — BBITOBOPUJ OH HAKO-
Her. — Ha ceit pas s Te0sa BRIpyUy.

Otuc n300pasuJ JIETKUH 00MOPOK ¥ BPYUUJI JO-
cKy YoppeHy.

— ABoCbH IPUroOAUTCS, CTAPUHA, — CHUILIO CKa-
3aJI OH.

Kak 651 HU OBLIa JeBYIITKA X0POIia co00ii 1 OCTPO-
YyMHA, ec/Jii Ha TaHIaX KaBajephl He OTOMBAIOT ee
IPYT y Apyra Ha KasKIOoM Iary, eil He Mo3aBUIyellb.
BosmoikHO, OHM KyZa OXOTHee IIPOBOOAT BpeMsd
¢ Hel, UeM C TeMHU MYCTBHINIKAMMU, KOTOPBIX IPUTJIAa-
1IAOT IO JeCATH Pas 3a Beuep, HO 3TO BCKOPMJIEHHOe
JI;Ka30oM IIOKOJIEHNWE CTPAIITHO HEMOCTOSHHO U IIPO-
TaHIIeBATh 0OJIBIITE OJHOTO (DOKCTPOTA C TOH Ke ca-
MOM IeBYIIKON UM HEMHTEPEeCHO, YTOObI He CKa3aThb
HecTepnuMo. Ecim Ke TaHIeBATh NMPUXOTUTCS He
OIWH, a HECKOJILKO TaHIIEB, MEeBYIIKA MOKET He CO-
MHEeBaThCs, UTO, KaK TOJbKO KaBajiepa n30aBAT OT
Hee, OH IIPUMET BCe MePhI, YTOOBI eMy YiKe HUKOTHA
He TPUIILIOCHh OTJABJIUBATH €e HEYKJIIOKIe HOTH.
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Warren danced the next full dance with Ber-
nice, and finally, thankful for the intermission, he
led her to a table on the veranda. There was a mo-
ment’s silence while she did unimpressive things
with her fan.

“It’s hotter here than in Eau Claire,” she said.

Warren stifled a sigh and nodded. It might be
for all he knew or cared. He wondered idly wheth-
er she was a poor conversationalist because she
got no attention or got no attention because she
was a poor conversationalist.

“You going to be here much longer?” he asked
and then turned rather red. She might suspect his
reasons for asking.

“Another week,” she answered, and stared at
him as if to lunge at his next remark when it left
his lips.

Warren fidgeted. Then with a sudden charita-
ble impulse he decided to try part of his line on
her. He turned and looked at her eyes.

“You’ve got an awfully kissable mouth,” he be-
gan quietly.

This was a remark that he sometimes made
to girls at college proms when they were talking
in just such half dark as this. Bernice distinctly
jumped. She turned an ungraceful red and became
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Caenmytomuii TaHell YOPPeH 0 KOHIA IPOTaHIle-
BaJ ¢ Beporukoii, mocie uero, pagyAach HaCTyIUB-
1IeMy IIepephIBy, OTBeJ ee Ha Bepauay. C MUHYTY
OHU IIOMOJIYAJNI, BepoHMKa He CIHUIIKOM BIeuaT-
JISTIOIE IIOUTPLIBAJIA BEEPOM.

— A y Bac xkapue, uem B O-Kispe, — ckasaia
OHA.

YoppeH, mogaBuB B3I0X, KuBHYJ. OueHb maske
BO3MOKHO, HO eMy-TO uTO A0 sToro. OH IIpasgHO
PasMBIILIAN, TOTOMY Jii ¢ BepoHuKoii He 0 ueM
pasroBapuMBaTh, UTO 3a Hell HUKTO HEe yXa:KMUBaer,
WJIN 34 Hell HUKTO He YXaKNBaeT, IIOTOMY UTO C Heil
He 0 UeM pasTroBapuBaTh.

— BoI moaro mpobyzere y Hac? — CIPOCHUJ OH
u mokpacHesa. Yrto, ecau BepoHumka moramaercs,
yeM BBLI3BAH ero BOIIPOC.

— Eme Hemesto, — oOTBeTHJAa OHA, TVISAAA €My
B POT TaK, OyATO M3rOTOBUJIACH JIOBUThH €r0 CJIOBAa
HAa JIeTy.

Yoppen 3zaepsan. W, moamgaBIINCh HEOXKUITAHHO
HaKaTWBIIEMY Ha Hero IIOPLIBY COCTpajaHusd, pe-
IIIJI ICIPOOOBATh Ha BepoHuKe cBOM M3II00IeHHBIH
npueM. [loBepHYBIIINCH, OH 3aTVISAHYJ €i B IJIasa.

— V¥ Bac KYTKO UYYBCTBEHHBI! POT, — HEBO3MY-
THMO HadaJj OH.

Ha 6asax B cBoeM Koiaen:xe, 0o0COOEHHO eciiu Oe-
ceZla BeJach B TaKOM BOT IIOJIyThbMe, YOppeH IMopoii
MOAIyCKaJ [AeBYIIKaM II0ZO0OHbIe KOMILIMMEHTHI.
Beponuka 6ykBasbHO mogckounia. Illexku ee mo6a-
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clumsy with her fan. No one had ever made such a
remark to her before.

“Fresh!”——the word had slipped out before
she realized it, and she bit her lip. Too late she
decided to be amused, and offered him a flustered
smile.

Warren was annoyed. Though not accustomed
to have that remark taken seriously, still it usu-
ally provoked a laugh or a paragraph of sentimen-
tal banter. And he hated to be called fresh, except
in a joking way. His charitable impulse died and
he switched the topic.

“Jim Strain and Ethel Demorest sitting out as
usual,” he commented.

This was more in Bernice’s line, but a faint
regret mingled with her relief as the subject
changed. Men did not talk to her about kissable
mouths, but she knew that they talked in some
such way to other girls.

“Oh, yes,” she said, and laughed. “I hear
they’ve been mooning around for years without a
red penny. Isn’t it silly?”

Warren’s disgust increased. Jim Strain was a
close friend of his brother’s, and anyway he con-
sidered it bad form to sneer at people for not hav-
ing money. But Bernice had had no intention of
sneering. She was merely nervous.
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TrpoBeJiu, OHA UYyTh He BhIpOoHMJIA Beep. Takoro ei
HUKTO eIlle He TOBOPUJI.

— Haxana! — BpImTagmia oHa, HO TYT JKe CIIOX-
BaTHUJIaCh U NMPUKYCHUJa A3LIK. Teleph yiKe IO3THO
leJaTh BUJI, OyATO eii CMEITHO, Pellnya OHa, U oJa-
puia YoppeHa CMATEHHOI YJIBIOKOI.

YoppeH ob6osnmica. Xora eMy ObLIO He BHOBE,
YTO BTOT €ro 3aX0J He IPUHUMAIOT BCEPHE3, BCE JKe
00BIYHO €My OTBEeYaJI CMEXOM WJIM IIPOYYBCTBOBAH-
HOIf 60TOBHEMH. W MOTOM, OH MOT JIUIIH B IIIYTKY 0~
MyCTUTD, YTOOBI €T0 HAa3hIBAJIM HaxXajaoM. Biaropo-
HBIH IIOPBIB €0 MUTOM yTac, U OH IePeCTPOMJICS.

— I:xum CrpeiiH u Atensb [lemopecT, Kak Bcer-
la, He TAHIYIOT, — 3aMEeTUJ OH.

Pasrosop cBepuyJs B 6ojiee mpuBbIUHOE 11 Be-
POHUKHU DYCJIO, WM BCe Ke, KoTa YOppeH IiepeMe-
HUJI TeMY, OHA HCIILITAJa He TOJbKO obJierueHue,
HO u mocany. Eif HUKTO ellle He TOBOPUJI, UTO V Hee
YYBCTBEHHBIN POT, HO OHA 3HaJa, YTO APYTUM Je-
BYIIIKAM YTO-TO TAaKOe T'OBOPAT.

— Ma-na, — cKasaja OHa W IpPBICHyJa. —
§1 cnprmana, uTro oHM GeIHBI KaK IePKOBHbBIE KPbI-
ChI M Y:Ke CTO JIeT JKeHUXaioTcA. BoT mIymocTh-To,
nupaspa?

Beponuka crasia emre HeHaBUCTHEH YOppeHY.
I:xum CTpeliH APY:KUJI ¢ ero OpaToM, K TOMY Ke
OH TOYUTAJ AYPHLIM TOHOM HacMeXaThCsA Hajl Oen-
HOCThI0. OmHaKo Y BepoHUKHN U B MBICIIAX He OBLIO
HacMmexaTtbca. OHA IPOCTO pacTepsAach.

113



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

When Marjorie and Bernice reached home at
half after midnight they said good night at the
top of the stairs.

Though cousins, they were not intimates. As
a matter of fact Marjorie had no female inti-
mates — she considered girls stupid. Bernice on
the contrary all through this parent-arranged
visit had rather longed to exchange those confi-
dences flavored with giggles and tears that she
considered an indispensable factor in all feminine
intercourse. But in this respect she found Mar-
jorie rather cold; felt somehow the same difficulty
in talking to her that she had in talking to men.
Marjorie never giggled, was never frightened, sel-
dom embarrassed, and in fact had very few of the
qualities which Bernice considered appropriately
and blessedly feminine.

As Bernice busied herself with tooth-brush and
paste this night she wondered for the hundredth
time why she never had any attention when she
was away from home. That her family were the
wealthiest in Eau Claire; that her mother enter-
tained tremendously, gave little diners for her
daughter before all dances and bought her a car of
her own to drive round in, never occurred to her
as factors in her home-town social success. Like
most girls she had been brought up on the warm
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Mapg:xopu n BepoHuka BepHYJIUCH JOMOH B I10-
JIOBUHE IIEPBOTO, MIOKEJATU IPYT APYTY CIIOKOMHOM
HOYM ¥ Pa3OIILJINUCh IO CBOUM KOMHATAaM.

Mexny kysmHammu He O6bL10 Gimsoctu. K cio-
By CKasaTbh, y Mapm:xopu BooOIe He ObLIO OJIm3-
KHX IOAPYT: BCEX KEHIMUH OHA CUMTAJa AYPaMMH.
Beponuxka Ke, HaIIpOTUB, C CAaMOTO HaYajga 9TOTO
BU3UTA, YCTPOEHHOTO POAUTENIMU OOenx IeBUII,
pBajlach BECTH C KYy3WHOH 3aqylIeBHBIE Oecenbl;
0e3 Takux Oecel, IIepeMeKaeMbBIX CJIe3aMU U XU-
XUKaHbeM, €l KasajlaCcb HEeBO3MOKHOM IKeHCKasd
npy:xkb6a. OgHaxko Mapa:xopu BcTpeuasa ee IIOPhIBEI
XOJIOJHO, U pa3roBapuBaTh ¢ Heill BepoHuke ObLIO
IoueMy-TO HUUYTh He Jerde, 4eM ¢ MYKUMHAMH.
Mapmxopu HUKOTma He XWXWKaJa, He IIyrajaach,
He IIOIIajaJjia BIIPOCAK M BOOOIE He o0samaia HU
ONHUM U3 TeX MPeKPacHBIX KAauecTB, KOTOPHIE, II0
MHeHUI0 BepoHUKU, Tak YKPAIIAIOT KeHITUHY.

Yucra Ha HOUb 3y0Obl, BepoHIKa B KOTOPBIA pas
3amymMajiach Haja TeM, IIoUeMy 3a HeH IepecTaroT
yXaKUBaTh, CTOUT el yexars u3 gomy. 1 XoTsa ceMbsa
ee Obuta camoit Goraroir B O-Kispe, xoTa ee maTh
ycTpauBaJja IpHUeM 3a IPUeMOM, IIepel KaKIbIM O0a-
JIOM JaBaJjia IJs APy3el Joduepu o0enbl, KyIIuja el
aBTOMOOMJIL, — BepoHUKe U B TOJIOBY HE IIPUXOIU-
JIO, UTO BCE BTO, BMECTEe B3ATOE, HEMAJIO CIIOCOOCTBY-
eT ee yCIIexXy B POJHOM ropoze. Kak 1 GOJILIIMHCTBO
JIeBYyIlleK, OHa ObLIa B3jiesiesiHA Ha CJIAJKOM BOAMIIE
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milk prepared by Annie Fellows Johnston and on
novels in which the female was beloved because of
certain mysterious womanly qualities always men-
tioned but never displayed.

Bernice felt a vague pain that she was not at
present engaged in being popular. She did not
know that had it not been for Marjorie’s cam-
paigning she would have danced the entire even-
ing with one man; but she knew that even in Eau
Claire other girls with less position and less pul-
chritude were given a much bigger rush. She at-
tributed this to something subtly unscrupulous in
those girls. It had never worried her, and if it had
her mother would have assured her that the other
girls cheapened themselves and that men really
respected girls like Bernice.

She turned out the light in her bathroom,
and on an impulse decided to go in and chat for
a moment with her aunt Josephine, whose light
was still on. Her soft slippers bore her noiselessly
down the carpeted hall, but hearing voices inside
she stopped near the partly opened door. Then she
caught her own name, and without any definite
intention of eavesdropping lingered — and the
thread of the conversation going on inside pierced
her consciousness sharply as if it had been drawn
through with a needle.

“She’s absolutely hopeless!” It was Marjorie’s
voice. “Oh, I know what you’re going to say! So
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usroroBienusa Aunu Pesioy3 :KOHCTOH M HaA PO-
MaHax, I7ie TePOMHIO JIIOOMIN 32 HEKYIO 3arafOuHy0
JKeHCTBEHHOCTb, 0 KOTOPOM MHOTO T'OBOPUJIOCH, HO
KOoTOopas HUKaK cedsd He IPOABIIA.

Beponuky 3ameBasio, 4TO 3a Hel 371eCh HUKTO He
yxaxxkuBaetr. OHa He 3HaJa, UTO, ecau O He XJIOIOTHI
Mapm:xopu, eif ObI TaK U IPUIILJIOCH TAHIIEBATH BECh
BEUYEp C OJHUM KaBaJIePOM; OJHAKO OHA 3HAJIa, YTO
u B O-Kispe 3a meBylIKaMu, YCTYHAIOIINMU €H II0
TIOJIOKEHUIO B O0IIIECTBE U ropaso MeHee XOPOIIeHb-
KUMU, YBUBAIOTCA Kyia cuiabHee. OHA 00BACHATIA 9TO
TeM, YTO OHU He CJUIIKOM IIeleTuJbHbI. X ycmex
HUYYTh He HapyllaJg HoKoil BepoHuKM, a ciaydmch
BAPYT TaKoe, MaTh yBepuJja Obl ee, UTO 9TU AEBYIIKU
POHSAIOT cebsd U UTO II0-HACTOSIIEMY MY KUMHBI yBa-
JKaIOT CKPOMHBIX JEBYIIEK Bpoxe BepoHukmu.

OHa BBIKJIOUUJIA CBET B BAHHOU, 1 ee BAPYT II0-
TAHYJ0 moboJsrtaTh ¢ TeTeir KoszedpuHnoit — y Toi
B KOMHAaTe ellle ropeJ cBeT. Jlerkue TydeabKu Gec-
IIIYMHO IIPOHECJU BepoHWKY II0 3aTAHYTOMY KOB-
POM KOPHUIOPY, HO, YCJIBIIIAB M3-3a MOJYIPUKPHI-
TOM IBEpHM rojioca, oOHa ocTaHoBWJack. OHa paso-
Opasa cBoe MM, BOBCe He AyMasl IOACIYUINBATE,
BCe K€ HeBOJIbHO IIOMEJJINJIa — U TYT CMBICJ Pas-
roBopa [olles OO Hee, MPOH3WB BHE3AITHOM, Kak
ymap Toka, 60JbIO.

— Omna mpocto 6es3Hage:xkua!l — ropopuia Map-
mxopu. — 3Ha, UTO Thl CKaKellb. Tebe co Bcex
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many people have told you how pretty and sweet
she is, and how she can cook! What of it? She has
a bum time. Men don’t like her.”

“What’s a little cheap popularity?”

Mrs. Harvey sounded annoyed.

“It’s everything when you’re eighteen,” said
Marjorie emphatically. “I’ve done my best. I’ve
been polite and I’ve made men dance with her, but
they just won’t stand being bored. When I think of
that gorgeous coloring wasted on such a ninny, and
think what Martha Carey could do with it — oh!”

“There’s no courtesy these days.”

Mrs. Harvey’s voice implied that modern situ-
ations were too much for her. When she was a girl
all young ladies who belonged to nice families had
glorious times.

“Well,” said Marjorie, “no girl can permanently
bolster up a lame-duck visitor, because these days
it’s every girl for herself. I’ve even tried to drop
hints about clothes and things, and she’s been fu-
rious — given me the funniest looks. She’s sensi-
tive enough to know she’s not getting away with
much, but I’ll bet she consoles herself by thinking
that she’s very virtuous and that I’m too gay and
fickle and will come to a bad end. All unpopular
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KOHIIOB TBEPAAT, KaKasd OHA XOpPOIIeHbKad, KaKas
cJaBHAA UM Kakad KyJmHapra. Hy m uto TOaKy?
OueHb eii Beceso? 3a Hell ke HUKTO He yXaKuBaer.

— A MHOTO JIM TOJIKY B JellleBOM yciexe?

Tomoc muccuc XapBu 3Byuasa pasgpaskeHHO.

— Korma TebGe BoceMHAaAIlaTh — OYE€Hb MHO-
ro, — IBLIKO BOCKJIMKHYyJa Mapmxopu. — § us
KOXKU BOH Jiedjia JJid Hee. §1 m yiemasia KaBaJjie-
pOB, U ymOpalinBaja WX TaHIeBAaTh C Hell, HO OHA
HaBOJIUT HA HUX TOCKY, & 9TOT'0 He BELIHOCUT HUKTO.
Korma s gymaro, sauem aToif nypexe TaKoMl po-
CKOIITHBIH IIBET JINIA, U IyMalo, Kak ObI UM cyMeJia
pacnopanutbea Mapra Kspwu... 1a uTo TyT roOBO-
puUTh!

— Hpinue 3a0bLaM, YTO TaKoe MHOAJUHHAS ra-
JIAHTHOCTB.

CBouM TOHOM MHcCHC XapBU HaMeKasa, YTO
OTKas3bIBaeTcsA IIOHATL COBPeMeHHbIe HpaBhI. B ee
BpeMsA BCe MOJIOAbIE NEeBYIIKM M3 XOPOIIUX ceMei
TOJIBL30BAJIUCH YCIIEXOM.

— Hy rmaxk BOT, — ckasama Mapmxopu, —
a HbIHYE HUKTO He MOKeT cebe IIO3BOJUTH BEUHO
HAHYUTHCA C I'OCThel-HeIOTeIION; Teleph KasKIou
IeBYIIIKe IIpesKie Bcero Halo nyMaTh o cebe. §1 mpo-
0oBaJsia JaTh eii Koe-KaKue COBETHI II0 YAaCTU TPH-
TOK ¥ TOMY ITOI0OHOT0, HO OHA TOJBKO 0003/I1JIaCh
¥ CMOTpeJa Ha MeHs Kak-To uynHo. OHa He Takas
TOJICTOKOXKAsA M IIOHMMAaeT, YTO YCIIeXW y Hee He
axTH, HO, Py4YaloCch, OHA TeIuT cebsa TeM, UTO OoHa
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girls think that way. Sour grapes! Sarah Hopkins
refers to Genevieve and Roberta and me as garde-
nia girls! I’ll bet she’d give ten years of her life
and her European education to be a gardenia girl
and have three or four men in love with her and
be cut in on every few feet at dances.”

“It seems to me,” interrupted Mrs. Harvey
rather wearily, “that you ought to be able to do
something for Bernice. I know she’s not very vi-
vacious.”

Marjorie groaned.

“Vivacious! Good grief! I’ve never heard her
say anything to a boy except that it’s hot or the
floor’s crowded or that she’s going to school in
New York next year. Sometimes she asks them
what kind of car they have and tells them the kind
she has. Thrilling!”

There was a short silence and then Mrs. Harvey
took up her refrain:

“All T know is that other girls not half so sweet
and attractive get partners. Martha Carey, for in-
stance, is stout and loud, and her mother is dis-
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Takas moOpojeTesibHAA, a A JIETKOMBICJIeHHAsA, Be-
TpeHas U IJIOXO KOHUY. Bce MeBYIKM, 38 KOTOPBI-
MU HUKTO He YXa'KMBAaeT, TaK AyMAaioT. 3eJieH BU-
"orpaxn! Capa Xonkuuc HasbiBaeT sJKeHnesbeBy, Po-
0epTy U MeHs KOJJIEeKIIMOHepKaMu. Pydyaioch, oHa
MMOXKepPTBOBAJIA OBl JeCATHIO FOAAMU JKU3HU U CBO-
UM eBpOIEeMCKUM oOpasoBaHMeM, UTOOBI CTaTh Ta-
KO BOT KOJLJIEKI[MOHEPKO, UTOOBI 3a HEl XOMUJIN
XBOCTOM TPHU-UYETHIPE MOKJIOHHUKA PAa3OM U UTOOBI
Ha TaHIaX ee OTOMBAJIM HA KaXKIOM IIary.

— W Bce-Taku MHe KaKeTcs, — yCTaJo mpepBa-
Jia ee Muccuc XapBu, — ThI JOJKHA KaK-TO IIOMOYb
Beponuke. { He oTpumaio, 4YTO el HEIOCTAeT JKU-
BOCTH.

Mapmxopu UCIIyCTHJIA CTOH.

— JKusoctu! I'ocmogu 60:xe Tb1 Moit! [a THI 3HA-
eIllb, 0 UeM OHa TOBOPHUT C KaBajepaMud — O TOM,
KaK y Hac KapKo, KaK CerofHs TeCHO B 3ajie MJIu
0 TOM, KaKk Ha OyAyIIUWil ToJ OHAa IOeJeT YUUTHCHA
B Huio-Mopk — u HM pasy, HU pasy f He CJIBIIIANA,
yTO0OBI OHA TOBOPMJIA O UEeM-HHOYAL APYyroM. XOTs
HeT, MHOUM pas3 OHa CIIpallliBaeT, KaKOW MapKH! aB-
TOMOOMJIbL Yy ee cobecelHMKA, U COOOIIAET, KaKOM
aBTOMOOWJIb y Hee. YBJIEKAaTeJIbHO, HEUero CKa3aTh.

OHU moMoJTYaIu, HO BCKOPe Muccuc XapBU CHO-
Ba IPUHAJACH 34 CBOe:

— §1 3Haro omHO: 3a OPYyruMH AeBYIIKaMH,
¥ BIIOJIOBUHY He TaKUMMM CJIABHBIMHM U IIPUBJIEKA-
TeJIbHBIMU, Kak BepoHWKa, yxaskumpawoT. Mapra

121



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

tinctly common. Roberta Dillon is so thin this
year that she looks as though Arizona were the
place for her. She’s dancing herself to death.”

“But, mother,” objected Marjorie impatiently,
“Martha is cheerful and awfully witty and an aw-
fully slick girl, and Roberta’s a marvellous danc-
er. She’s been popular for ages!”

Mrs. Harvey yawned.

“I think it’s that crazy Indian blood in Ber-
nice,” continued Marjorie. “Maybe she’s a rever-
sion to type. Indian women all just sat round and
never said anything.”

“Go to bed, you silly child,” laughed Mrs. Har-
vey. “I wouldn’t have told you that if I’d thought
you were going to remember it. And I think most
of your ideas are perfectly idiotic,” she finished
sleepily.

There was another silence, while Marjorie con-
sidered whether or not convincing her mother was
worth the trouble. People over forty can seldom be
permanently convinced of anything. At eighteen
our convictions are hills from which we look; at
forty-five they are caves in which we hide.

Having decided this, Marjorie said good night.
When she came out into the hall it was quite empty.
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Kopu, ¥ mpumepy, 1 ToJacTas 1 KPUKJINBAs, a MaTh
ee U BOBce moIias ocoba. Pobepra [[uijmoH B 9TOM
roAy Tak ycoxJa, OyATo aABUJIACh M3 APH30HCKOI
nycteiau. OHa ce0sA BrOHUT B I'Po0d TaHIIAMMU.

— Jla mama Ke, — HeTepHeJWBO IIpepBajia ee
Mapg:xopu. — Mapra Becesnas u 00HKasd, a YK Kak
yMmeeT ceb6sa momaTrh! PoGepra muBHO TaHmyeT. 3a
Hell MCIIOKOH BeKa BO3AbIXaTeJU XOAAT TOJIIaMMU.

Muccuc XapBu 3eBHYJIA.

— §1 nymaro, BceMy BUHOU IIPUMeECh 9TOW WH-
IeliCcKoi KpoBu B BepoHuKe, — mpomoskaaa Map-
mxopu. — A BApPYT 9T0 ataBusM? VHAMAHKYU TOJb-
KO U 3HAJIHU, YTO CUAETH KPYKKOM U MOJIYATh.

— OrmpaBasiicsa cmaTh, IypodyKa, — 3acMmes-
Jach Mmuccuc XapBu. — 3psd A Tebe pacckasaja Ipo
WHAEHUCKYI0O KPOBb, HO A He AyMaJjia, 4To Tebe 3To
TaK 3amajeT B roJioBy. U BooOIIe, TBOU paccysxie-
HUA MHE IIPEeICTaBIAIOTCSA JOBOJIbHO-TAKU TJIYIIBI-
MU, — COHHO 3aKJIIOUMJIa OHA.

OHu cHoBa momoJuanau, Mapa:ropu o0mLyMbIBa-
Ja, CTOUT JU Tpynaa Iepeybe:xmarh maTb. Ilocie
COpOKa JIIOAY TaK TPYAHO IMOAMAIOTCS Iepeyberxme-
HU0. B BoceMHaaIIaTh HAIKM YOEKIEHUS TOTOOHBI
ropamM, ¢ KOTOPBIX MbI B3UpaeM Ha MUP, B COPOK
IATH — TelllepaM, B KOTOPBIX MBI CKPLIBAEMCS OT
Mupa.

IIpuga k TakoMy 3aKJIIOUeHUI0, Mapa:Kopu Io-
JKeJiajla MaTepu CIIOKOMHOI HOYM M BHIILIA. B KO-
pumope HUKOTO He OBLIO.
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While Marjorie was breakfasting late next day
Bernice came into the room with a rather formal
good morning, sat down opposite, stared intently
over and slightly moistened her lips.

“What’s on your mind?” inquired Marjorie,
rather puzzled.

Bernice paused before she threw her hand-gre-
nade.

“I heard what you said about me to your moth-
er last night.”

Marjorie was startled, but she showed only a
faintly heightened color and her voice was quite
even when she spoke.

“Where were you?”

“In the hall. I didn’t mean to listen — at first.”

After an involuntary look of contempt Marjor-
ie dropped her eyes and became very interested in
balancing a stray corn-flake on her finger.”

“I guess I’d better go back to Eau Claire —
if I’m such a nuisance.” Bernice’s lower lip was
trembling violently and she continued on a waver-
ing note: “I’ve tried to be nice, and — and I’ve
been first neglected and then insulted. No one
ever visited me and got such treatment.”
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Ha caenmyroiee yrpo, Korma Mapa:xopu gOBOJIb-
HO TO3JHO cejla 3aBTPakaTb, B CTOJIOBYIO BOIILIA
Beponuka, cyxo mosmopoBasiach, cejia HAIIPOTUB,
BIlepujiach B MapmKopu M KOHUYMKOM fA3bIKa 00-
JINBHYJA TyOHI.

— TbI uTO 9T0? — O3amaueHHO crpocuaa Map-
IPKOPH.

BepoHnuka HeCKOJIbKO BBIKIAJIA, IIOTOM METHYJIa
CBOIO TPaHATY.

— §1 caprimana, 94TO THI BUepa roBopuiia Tete 060
MHe.

Mapmxopu omeninia, HO 3aMeNIaTeIbCTBO CBOe
BBIJAJIA JUIID eJie 3aMEeTHBIM PYMSAHIIEM, TOJIOC Ke
ee 3ByJaJ BIOJHE POBHO.

— I'me To1 ObLIA?

— B xopumope. BrHauasie 4 He coOupaJjach IOJI-
CJIYIIUBATD.

CmepuB BepoHUKY IIpe3pUTEIbHBIM B3TJIALOM,
Mapm:xopu omycTuia riasa, IpUHAIACH PacKaduu-
BaTh KYCOK KpeKepa Ha KOHUMKe Iajblla 1, Kasa-
JIOCh, ITeJIUKOM YIILJIa B 3TO 3aHATHE.

— Pa3 a Tebe B TArocTh, MHE, IIOMKAJIYH, JyUIIIe
BepHYThCA B O-Kiaop. — ¥V BepoHuku sampsirania
HUKHAA I'y0a, OHA IIPOJOJIAKAIA CPBIBAIOIIUMCS TI'0-
aocom: — §I crapanach BceM yromuThb, HO cHadaja
MHOIO IIpeHe0Operayu, a IoToM ockopbmau. S cebe
HUKOTIA He IMO3BOJIANIa TaK MIPUHUMATH TOCTEH.
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Marjorie was silent.

“But I’m in the way, I see. I’'m a drag on you.
Your friends don’t like me.” She paused, and then
remembered another one of her grievances. “Of
course I was furious last week when you tried to
hint to me that that dress was unbecoming. Don’t
you think I know how to dress myself?”

“No,” murmured less than half-aloud.

“What?”

“I didn’t hint anything,” said Marjorie suc-
cinctly. “I said, as I remember, that it was bet-
ter to wear a becoming dress three times straight
than to alternate it with two frights.”

“Do you think that was a very nice thing to
say?”

“I wasn’t trying to be nice.” Then after a pause:
“When do you want to go?”

Bernice drew in her breath sharply.

“Oh!” It was a little half-cry.

Marjorie looked up in surprise.

“Didn’t you say you were going?”

“Yes, but——"

“Oh, you were only bluffing!”

They stared at each other across the breakfast-
table for a moment. Misty waves were passing
before Bernice’s eyes, while Marjorie’s face wore
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Mapmxopu moTyasa.

— § Tebe memtato, moHATHO. SI mas TebA 00y-
3a. TBouM Apy3bAM A He HPABJIIOCh. — BepoHUKa
3aMoJIyaja, HO TYT ’Ke IPUIOMHNJIA ellle OfHY U3
cBoux obunm. — Pasymeercs, A o6o3i1uaachk, Korma
Ha IIPOIILJION Hemese Thl MBITAJACh HAMEKHYTD, UTO
IaThe MHe He K Juily. ThI UTO Ke, JyMaellb, I He
yMeIo ofleBaThCsa?

— Jla, — OypknryJa MapaKopu 4yTh CJIBINIHO.

— Yro?

— W vHu Ha uTO I He HAMeKaJia, — ckasaja Map-
I:KOpU HAampAMUK. — HacKoJIbKo ITIOMHIO, s CKa3a-
Jia, 4TO JIyYllle TPU pasa MoApAJ] HaJeTh KPacuBoOe
IjIaThbe, YeM YepeoBaTh ero ¢ ABYMSA CTPAIlIUIN-
1aMu.

— Hy u Kak, mo-TBoeMy, IPUSATHO TaKOe CJIBI-
marTh?

— A g BoBce He cTapajiach OLITh MPUATHOM. —
W, uyThs moMosruas, nobaBusa: — Korma TeI Xouenb

yexaTb?
Y BepoHUKU nepexBaTUIO ObIXAHUE.
— Oi1, — eJie CJBIITHO BEIPBAJIOCH Y Hee.

Mapgxopu n3yMJIeHHO MOAHANA TIa3a.

— TBI ;Ke cKasajia, UTO ye3:Kaelllb.

— Ha, HO...

— 3HauuT, THI Opaja MeHd Ha MymKy!

OHU ycTaBUJIKUCH APYT Ha Apyra yepes cToi. Ty-
MaHHadA IIejieHa 3acTuJjajia riasda Bepormku, Map-
JPKOPHU JKECTKO IVIsilesia Ha Hee — TaKUM B3IVISIOM
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that rather hard expression that she used when
slightly intoxicated undergraduates were making
love to her.

“So you were bluffing,” she repeated as if it
were what she might have expected.

”

Bernice admitted it by bursting into tears.
Marjorie’s eyes showed boredom.

“You’re my cousin,” sobbed Bernice. “I’m v-v-
visiting you. I was to stay a month, and if I go
home my mother will know and she’ll wah-won-
der——”

Marjorie waited until the shower of broken
words collapsed into little sniffles.

“I’ll give you my month’s allowance,” she said
coldly, “and you can spend this last week any-
where you want. There’s a very nice hotel ——”

Bernice’s sobs rose to a flute note, and rising
of a sudden she fled from the room.

An hour later, while Marjorie was in the library
absorbed in composing one of those non-committal
marvelously elusive letters that only a young girl
can write, Bernice reappeared, very red-eyed, and
consciously calm. She cast no glance at Marjorie
but took a book at random from the shelf and sat
down as if to read. Marjorie seemed absorbed in
her letter and continued writing. When the clock
showed noon Bernice closed her book with a snap.
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OHA OOBIYHO YEKpoIfaJjia IIOABBIIINBIINX CTYAEHTOB,
Korga Te maBaJil BOJIIO DYKaM.

— 3Hauwur, Te 6pajia MeHA Ha OYUIKY, — IIOBTO-
puaa Mapmxopu Tak, OyATO HHUUYEro APYyroro u He
oxKuUaa.

Beponuka paspasuiach ciae3aMu, HOATBEPIUB
TeM caMbIM CBOIO BuHY. I1aza Mapa:xopu MOCKyY-
HeJIn.

— Twl MHe cecTpa, — BCXJUIIBIBAJIa BepoHU-
ka. — f y Tebsa romy-y-y. d y Tebs moKHA Ipo-
OBITHL MecHdAll, a ecJau A yeoy ceruac JOMOI, MaMa
YAUBUTCSA U CIPOCHUT...

Mapm:xopu BbIKIAIA, MOKA IIOTOK 0ECCBA3HBIX
CJIOB HE CMEHMJICA UYTh CJBINIHLIM XJIIOIAHLEM.

— A oTtmam Tebe MoM KapMaHHEBIE NeHbI'M 3a Me-
csAIl, — CKasaja OHA XOJOMHO, — ¥ Thl CMOXKEIb
TIPOBECTH 9Ty HeleJo, The Tebe 3a61aropaccyanuTcs.
TyT 106IMB0CTY €CTh BOOJHE IPUIUYHBIA OTENb...

Beponuka 3axjge0Hyaach cae3aMU W BHICKOUMIIA
13 KOMHATHI.

Yepes uac, Korma Mapa:Kopu yBJI€UEHHO COUM-
HSJa OJHO M3 TeX HM K ueMy He 00A3BIBAIOIIUX,
BOCXHUTUTEJNbHO YKJIOHUNBEIX IICEM, KOTOPbIE yMe-
IOT OHUCATDh TOJBKO JAEBYIIKH, B OMOJIMOTEKY BOILIA
Bepornuka — riasa y mee moKpacHeJu, HO Jep:Ka-
Jach OHAa HApOUyMTO ciokoiHo. He rmana ma Map-
I:KOPHU, OHA B3sAJa C MOJKU HEePBYIO IIOMABIIYIOCS
KHUTY U cAeJjiajia BUJI, 4To unTaeT. Mapaxopu, Ka-
3aJI0Ch BCeIleJIO IIOTJIOIIeHHAasI CBOUM JeJIOM, IIPo-
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“I suppose I’d better get my railroad ticket.”

This was not the beginning of the speech she
had rehearsed upstairs, but as Marjorie was not
getting her cues — wasn’t urging her to be rea-
sonable; it’s a mistake — it was the best opening
she could muster.

‘“Just wait till I finish this letter,” said Mar-
jorie without looking round. “I want to get it off
in the next mail.”

After another minute, during which her pen
scratched busily, she turned round and relaxed
with an air of “at your service.” Again Bernice
had to speak.

“Do you want me to go home?”

“Well,” said Marjorie, considering, “I suppose
if you’re not having a good time you’d better go.
No use being miserable.”

“Don’t you think common kindness——

“Oh, please don’t quote ‘Little Women’!”
Marjorie impatiently. “That’s out of style.”

”»

cried

“You think so0?”

“Heavens, yes! What modern girl could live like
those inane females?”

“They were the models for our mothers.”

Marjorie laughed.
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moJkaja mucath. Korma uackl IpoOMIM IMOJIEHb,
BepoHuka ¢ TpeckoM 3axJIONHYyJIa KHUTY.

— Iloskaiyii, MHE CTOUT KyIUTH OMJIET HA TOE3]T.

CoBceM wuHaue AyMajia OHa HauaThb dTy PeUb,
KOTZla pereTupoBaja ee y cedsa B KOMHaTe, HO, TakK
Kak Mapmxopu He HPUAEPKUBAJIACH OTBEJEHHOM
posin — He yMoJIsja ee 00pasyMUTLCSA, He IPOCU-
Jia 3a0BITH ATO HelOpasyMeHne, — HUYETO JIYUIIero
Beponuka me Hamuia.

— TIlomoxxau, 1 KOHYY OMCHBMO, — cKasaJjia Map-
I:KOpHU, He obopaumBasich. — §I X04y OTHPaBUTH
€ro CO CJIeIYIOIIeH IIOUTOMH.

Eme MuHYTY OHa IeJOBMUTO CKpUIeJa IIepOM,
moTroM obepHyJiack K BepoHuKe, Kak Obl TOBOpSA
BCceM cBOMM BUAOM: «fl K Bamum ycayram». M cHo-
Ba IPUIILJIOCH HAUMHATL BepoHUKe.

— T x0uerb, UTOOBI s yexaja?

— Bugump gau, — npurunayaa Mapmxopu, —
pas Tebe TYT IJI0X0, IIO-MOeMY, IPAMOM CMBIC] ye-
XaThb. YTO TOJKY YyBCTBOBATH ce0A HECUACTHOM.

— A TBI He cunTaellb, YTO MpPocTas 4oOpoTa...

— Pagu Gora, He muTuUpyd Tb «MajleHbKUX
JKeHIMWH»! — HeTepHeJnBO IpepBaJa ee Mapmxo-
pu. — OHU HaBHO ycTapeJu.

— TsI Tak gymaern?

— Eme 0n1! Kakasa coBpemenHas AeByIIKa CTa-
HeT JKUTb KaK 9THU IIYCTHIIIKH?

— OHU CIYRKNIU ITPUMEPOM HAIUM MATePsIM.

Mapm:xopu pacxoxoTaach.
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“Yes, they were — not! Besides, our mothers
were all very well in their way, but they know very
little about their daughters’ problems.”

Bernice drew herself up.

“Please don’t talk about my mother.”

Marjorie laughed.

“I don’t think I mentioned her.”

Bernice felt that she was being led away from
her subject.

“Do you think you’ve treated me very well?”

“I’ve done my best. You’re rather hard material
to work with.”

The lids of Bernice’s eyes reddened.

“I think you’re hard and selfish, and you
haven’t a feminine quality in you.”

“Oh, my Lord!” cried Marjorie in desperation
“You little nut! Girls like you are responsible for
all the tiresome colorless marriages; all those
ghastly inefficiencies that pass as feminine quali-
ties. What a blow it must be when a man with im-
agination marries the beautiful bundle of clothes
that he’s been building ideals round, and finds
that she’s just a weak, whining, cowardly mass of
affectations!”

Bernice’s mouth had slipped half open.
“The womanly woman!” continued Marjorie.
“Her whole early life is occupied in whining criti-

132



Bonockl BepoHukn

— Kagxk 051 He Tak! Y moToM, Halllu MaTepu ObLIN
BIIOJIHE XOPOIITY Ha CBO¥ JIaJ, HO YTO OHU MOTYT IO~
HATDH B JKUBHU CBOUX Aouepeii?

Beponuka B3Bmiace.

— $1 mpoiry TebA He TOBOPUTH TaK O Moeii Ma-
Tepu.

Mapm:xopu cHOBa pacxoxoTaaach.

— A 4, moMHUTCS, He TOBOPUJIA O Hel.

Beponuka mouyBcTBOBaJia, UTO €€ OTBJIEKAIOT.

— 3HauuT, Thl CUMTACIIL, YTO Bejia cebsa II0 OT-
HOILIeHUIO KO MHe XOpomIo?

— d cnenana nasa Tebs Bce, UTO MoOrJIa, 1 0ojee
TOr0. THI JOBOJIBLHO TAXKKUIU CIIyUaii.

Y BepoHuku HaOPSAKJIN BEKHU.

— A TbI cebaro0uBasi, 3Jaaa 1 BL0OABOK COBEp-
IIIEHHO He JXKeHCTBeHHAasd.

— Tocuonu Goxke moii! — Bosommiaa Mapmxo-
pu. — Jla TeI mpocTo aypexa! Takue meBUIbI, Kak
TBI, IPEKe BCero BUHOBATHI B 0€CUMCIEHHBIX HY/I-
HBIX, TYCKJBIX Opakax, B TOM, UTO UYJOBUIIHAS
0eCTOJMKOBOCTh CXOOHUT 3a KEHCTBEHHOCTh. Ilpen-
CTaBJIAK, KAKOBO IIPUXOAUTCA UYEJIOBEKYy, KOrua,
MJIEHUBIINCH Pa30eTOM KYKJIOM, KOTOPYIO OH Ha-
IeJINJ BCeBO3MOMKHBIMU T00OPOAETeNIAMU, OH BAPYT
3aMeUYaeT, YTO B3AJI B JKEHBI KAJKYI0, HYIHYIO,
TPYCJUBYIO KeMAaHHUIY.

Beponuka gaxe poT pacKpbLiIa OT U3yMJICHUS.

— BeuHo XeHCTBeHHAA JKeHIUHA! — IIPomoJI-
sxasna Mapmxopu. — Jlyuiiie ee TOABI YXOOAT Ha
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cisms of girls like me who really do have a good
time.”

Bernice’s jaw descended farther as Marjorie’s
voice rose.

“There’s some excuse for an ugly girl whining.
If I’d been irretrievably ugly I’d never have for-
given my parents for bringing me into the world.
But you’re starting life without any handicap—”
Marjorie’s little fist clinched, “If you expect me to
weep with you you’ll be disappointed. Go or stay,
just as you like.” And picking up her letters she
left the room.

Bernice claimed a headache and failed to ap-
pear at luncheon. They had a matinee date for the
afternoon, but the headache persisting, Marjorie
made explanation to a not very downcast boy. But
when she returned late in the afternoon she found
Bernice with a strangely set face waiting for her
in her bedroom.

“I’ve decided,” began Bernice without prelimi-
naries, “that maybe you’re right about things —
possibly not. But if you’ll tell me why your friends
aren’t — aren’t interested in me I’ll see if I can do
what you want me to.”

Marjorie was at the mirror shaking down her
hair.
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TO, YTOOBI IIOHOCHUTH AEBYIIEK BpoJe MeHs, KOTO-
pble He TPATAT BPEMeHU IIOIYCTY.

YewMm OGoJibllle BOOAYIIEBJAIach Mapa:xopu, TeM
cuIbHee OTBUCAJIa YeJI0CTh ¥ BepoHuKu.

— Mo:KHO ellle TOHATD, KOT/[a Ha JKUSHD IIJadueT-
cd IypHYIIKa. Byab g HemompaBuUMO AypHa coboii,
A ObI HUKOTZA He IPOCTUJIa POAUTEJISIM, UTO OHU
mpousBesin MeHs Ha cBeT. Ho Tebe-TO :KajaoBaTh-
cA He Ha uTo. — MapmKopu IPUCTYKHYJIA KyJad-
KoM. — Eciiu TBI pacCcUYnTHIBACIIID, UTO I OYIY XHbI-
KaThb BMecTe ¢ To0O#, ThI onubaenibcsa. Xouenrb —
yes:Kaii, Xouelllb — ocTaBalicsd, meso TBoe. — OHa
cobpaJia muchMa M BBINLIA M3 KOMHATHI.

Beponuka He cnmycTuiach K 06eny, COCIABIINCH
Ha roJIoBHYIO 60Jib. ITociie o0ema 3a HUMU TOJIMKHBI
OBLIM 3aexaThb MOJOAbIE JIOAW — IIOBE3TH MX Ha
YTPEeHHUK, HO TOJIOBHAs 00Jb He mporlia, u Map-
IKOPHU IPHUILIOCH IIPUHECTH U3BUHEHUSA He CJIMII-
KOM oIlevaieHHOMY KaBajepy. BepHYBIINCH MO[
Beuep momoii, Mapm:xopu 3actaja y ceds B cIiajabHe
Beponuky — ma jynie ee Obla HamMcaHA HeIPU-
BBIUHAS PEIINMOCTbD.

— {1 mogymana, — npucrynuia Beporuka nps-
MO K eIy, — UTO ThI, MOKeT ObITh, 1 IIPaBa, a MO-
JKeT ObIThb, W HeT. YV ecyix ThI O0OBLACHUIIL MHE, IIO-
YeMy TBOUM APY3bAM... CJIOBOM, CKYUYHO CO MHOH, 5
OIIpo0yIo IesiaTh BCe, UTO Thl CKAKEIllb.

Mapa:xopu paciyckaja BOJIOCHI Iepel] 3ePKaJJIoM.
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“Do you mean it?”

“Yes.”

“Without reservations? Will you do exactly
what I say?”

“Well, I——”

“Well nothing! Will you do exactly as I say?”

“If they’re sensible things.”

“They’re not! You’re no case for sensible
things.”

“Are you going to make — to recommend——’

“Yes, everything. If I tell you to take boxing-
lessons you’ll have to do it. Write home and tell
your mother you’re going to stay another two
weeks.

“If you’ll tell me——”

“All right — I’ll just give you a few examples
now. First you have no ease of manner. Why? Be-
cause you’re never sure about your personal ap-
pearance. When a girl feels that she’s perfectly
groomed and dressed she can forget that part of
her. That’s charm. The more parts of yourself you
can afford to forget the more charm you have.”

’

“Don’t I look all right?”

“No; for instance you never take care of your
eyebrows. They’re black and lustrous, but by leav-
ing them straggly they’re a blemish. They’d be
beautiful if you’d take care of them in one-tenth

136



Bonockl BepoHukn

— TBI 9TO cepbes3HO?

— Ha.

— U 6e3 oroBopok? Byzers menxaTs Bce, UTO A
CKaxKy?

— Hy...

— Hwuuero ne my! Bygemb menaTh Bce, 4TO oA
CKaxKy?

— B npepesnax pasymHOro.

— Hu B Kakux He B Ipefesax. B TBoeM ciyuae
HUYTO pasyMHOE He IIOMOKET.

— W T8I XOUeIlb 3aCTaBUTh... IOCOBETOBATH MHE...

— Bor umenno. Eciu g Besio Tebe OpaTh ypo-
Ku OoKca — Oymeinb 6paTh. Hamuiniu matepu, UTO
OCTaHeIbCA y HaC ellle Ha JABe Helesu.

— Ecuu TBI MHEe 00'BbACHUII...

— Xopoiio, BOT Te6e HECKOJHKO IPUMEDOB.
Bo-mepBbIX, THI AEPKUIIBCSA CIAUIIKOM CKOBAHHO.
ITouemy? Ila moTomy, 4YTO THI HMKOTHA He OBIBA-
elllb JOBOJIbHA CBOEU BHeNIHOCThIO. Korma sHaern,
YTO XOPOIIO BBITVIAAUIIL M XOPOIIO ofeTa, 06 3TOM
MOXKHO He IyMaTb. A BeJb B 9TOM CEKpeT o0asaH!sd.
Yem cBoOOmHEE THI c€0sA UyBCTBYEIllb, TeM CUJIbHEe
TBOe obasgHUE.

— PasBe Tebe He HPABUTCA, KaK A BHITIIAKY ?

— Her. K npumepy, Tbl HUKOTIA He IPUBOIUIID
B mopanok OpoBu. OHM y TebsA M uepHBIE, u OJe-
CTAT, HO THI UX He NPUTJIAKUBaellb — 1 OHU Tebs
MOPTAT. A MeXIy TeM OHU MOTJu 0 TeOs KPacuThb,
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the time you take doing nothing. You’re going to
brush them so that they’ll grow straight.”

Bernice raised the brows in question.
“Do you mean to say that men notice eyebrows?”

“Yes — subconsciously. And when you go home
you ought to have your teeth straightened a little.
It’s almost imperceptible, still——”

“But I thought,” interrupted Bernice in bewil-
derment, “that you despised little dainty feminine
things like that.”

“I hate dainty minds,” answered Marjorie.
“But a girl has to be dainty in person. If she looks
like a million dollars she can talk about Russia,
ping-pong, or the League of Nations and get away
with it.”

“What else?”

“Oh, I’m just beginning! There’s your danc-
ing.”

“Don’t I dance all right?”

“No, you don’t — you lean on a man; yes, you
do — ever so slightly. I noticed it when we were
dancing together yesterday. And you dance stand-
ing up straight instead of bending over a little.
Probably some old lady on the side-line once told
you that you looked so dignified that way. But ex-
cept with a very small girl it’s much harder on the
man, and he’s the one that counts.”
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ecau 6 THI MOTPATHJIA Ha HUX XOTH MAaJIYIO TOJUKY
TOTO BpeMeHM, UTO TpaTHUIlb Ha epyHny. Ilpuria-
JKMBall UX TakK, 4YTOOBI OHU JIEKAJIHU POBHO.

Beponuka momHsia CBOM PaCKPUTHKOBAHHBIE
OpoBU.

— A pasBe My:KUMHBI 00paIllalOT BHUMaHNUe Ha
6poBu?

— Jla, camu TOTO He co3HaBasi. Korma BepHeIb-
cda goMoi, 3aimuchk 3ybamu. OHEU y TEOA UyTh He-
pOBHBIE, 3TO IIOYTH HE3aMeTHO, U BCe JKe...

— M=ue kazaJjioch, — omemnia Beponuka, —
YTO ThHI IIPE3UPACIIb TaKNe MeJKIe JKeHCKIe YXUIII-
peHus.

— §1 mpeswmpail MenKWe YMHUIIKH, — cKasaja
Mapm:xopu. — Ho Bo BceM, UTO KacaeTcs BHEIIHO-
cTu, MeJjioueii He ObiBaeT. Ecim meByIIKa Xopoilia
co0oii, oHa MOKeT 00JITaTh 0 UueM yroguo: o Poccumu,
nuHr-noHre, JIlmre Hanuit — et Bce cCOieT ¢ PyK.

— Yro emre?

— § ronbko mauasa! Temepb IIOrOBOPUM O TaH-
max.

— A pasBe s MJI0X0 TaHIYIO?

— BoT mMeHHO, YTO IIJIOX0, — ThHI BHCHEIIL Ha
KaBaJjiepe, Ja-a, YyTh-4yThb, HO BMCHEIb. §1 moja-
MeTuJIa 9TO Buepa. U elie THI AepP:KUNILCS, CJIOB-
HO TaJIKy IPOTJIOTHJIA, a HAlo CJerKa M30THYThCA.
BoamoixHO, Kakas-TO crapyxa M3 TeX, YTO BEUYHO
cumAT Ha 6ajlaX IO CTeHaM, cKasajia, 4TO y Tels
ropgenuBasi ocaHka. Ho Tak TaHIeBaTh II03BOJIU-
TEJbHO TOJBKO IPHU OYEHHL MAJEHBKOM POCTE, BO
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“Go on.” Bernice’s brain was reeling.

“Well, you’ve got to learn to be nice to men who
are sad birds. You look as if you’d been insulted
whenever you’re thrown with any except the most
popular boys. Why, Bernice, I’m cut in on every
few feet — and who does most of it? Why, those
very sad birds. No girl can afford to neglect them.
They’re the big part of any crowd. Young boys too
shy to talk are the very best conversational prac-
tice. Clumsy boys are the best dancing practice. If
you can follow them and yet look graceful you can
follow a baby tank across a barb-wire sky-scraper.”

Bernice sighed profoundly, but Marjorie was
not through.

“If you go to a dance and really amuse, say,
three sad birds that dance with you; if you talk
so well to them that they forget they’re stuck with
you, you’ve done something. They’ll come back
next time, and gradually so many sad birds will
dance with you that the attractive boys will see
there’s no danger of being stuck — then they’ll
dance with you.”
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BCeX OCTAJIbHBIX CJyYaAX 3TO HeymZ0OHO MapTHepY,
a CUMTATBCA IPUXOLUTCS IPEXIe BCEro ¢ HUM.

— Ilpomosmxkaii. — Y BepoHHKM roJioBa IILjia
KpyTroMm.

— Tak BOT, HAYYNCh IPUBEUYATH U HE3ABUIHBIX
KaBaJyiepos. ThI 2Ke BCTpeUaelllb B IITHIKA BCEX MO-
JIOABIX JIIOMeli, KpoMe TeX, UTO HapacxBaT. Jla Me-
Hs HA TAHIAX IIePEeXBATHIBAIOT HA KaMKIOM IIary —
U XOUelllb 3HATh KT0? B OOJIBLINIMHCTBE CIIyYaeB 9THU
caMble He3aBUAHLIe KaBajepbl. VIMu Helb3sd mpe-
HeOperaTh. B j11000if KOMIIAHUY UX OOJIBLIIHHCTBO.
Yro6bl HAYUYUTHCA MOANEPKUBATH PAa3rOBOP, HET
HUYero JIy4Ille IOHIIOB, KOTOPhIe OT POOOCTU TEPAIOT
map peun. YroObl HAYUYUTHCS TAHIIEBATH, HET HU-
Yyero JIydllle HeyKJIIOMKUX IMapTHepoB. Eciau ThI Ha-
YUUIITLCA CHAYIIaThCA UX, A ellle He 0e3 U3AIecTsa,
Tebe OyIeT HUIIOUEeM IIePEeIIOPXHYTh C TAHKOM Uepes
MIPOBOJIOYHYIO M3TOPOAEL A0 Heba BBIITNHOM.

Beponuka TaKKO B3mOXHYJa, HO Mapmxopu
elfe He KOHYUJIA JIEKIUIO.

— Eciu TBI cyMeelllb Ha TaHIAX pPas3BleYb,
CKajxeM, TpexX MapTHEpPOB W3 UMCJA He3aBUIHBIX,
ecJu Thl CyMeelllb 3aHATL UX Oecemoil, 3aCTaBUTh
3a0bITh, UTO BAC HHUKTO He pPas0MBaeT, dTO YkKe
moctu:kenne. Ouu mpuriacaT TebsA ele pas, U CO
BpeMeHeM y Tebsa He OymeT oT HUX 0TOOA, a 3a HU-
MU — y0eIUBIINCEH, YTO UM He TPO3UT YacaMU TaH-
1eBaThb ¢ TOOOH, — IOTAHYTCA KaBajiephbl IOIPHU-
BJIEKaTeJIbHEe.
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“Yes,” agreed Bernice faintly. “I think I begin
to see.”

“And finally,” concluded Marjorie, “poise and
charm will just come. You’ll wake up some morn-
ing knowing you’ve attained it and men will know
it too.”

Bernice rose.

“It’s been awfully kind of you — but nobody’s
ever talked to me like this before, and I feel sort
of startled.”

Marjorie made no answer but gazed pensively
at her own image in the mirror.

“You’re a peach to help me,” continued Bernice.

Still Marjorie did not answer, and Bernice
thought she had seemed too grateful.

“I know you don’t like sentiment,” she said
timidly.

Marjorie turned to her quickly.

“Oh, I wasn’t thinking about that. I was con-
sidering whether we hadn’t better bob your hair.”

Bernice collapsed backward upon the bed.

IV

On the following Wednesday evening there was
a dinner-dance at the country club. When the
guests strolled in Bernice found her place-card
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— JITa, — cJgabbIM rojiocoM cKasaJjia BepoHu-
Ka, — KayKeTcs, KOe-4TO HaUuMHAeT MPOSCHATHCA.

— A B KOHIIe KOHIIOB M yMeHUE JIep:KaTh cedsd,
u obasgHMe IPUAYT caMu co60ii. B ogHO mpekpacHoe
YTPO THI IPOCHENIbCA M HOMMeEIb: BOT OHO, IPHU-
1IIJI0, 1 MYJKUYUHBI TOXE HOﬁMYT a9TO.

Beponuka Bcrana.

— Cmacubo Tebe, TOJIbKO HUKTO eIlle Tak He I'o-
BOPWJI CO MHOH, U 5 TPOCTO HUKAK He IPUAY B ceds.

Mapm:xopu He oTO3BajJach; OHa BAYMYHBO pas-
TIIAAbIBAjia CBOE OTPaKeHNne B 3epKaJie.

— OueHb MUJIO C TBOEH CTOPOHBI, UTO THI IIPU-
HsJa BO MHe Takoe ydacTwe, — MpojoJ:Kaiaa Be-
POHUEKA.

Mapg:xopu cHOBa He OTO3BaJIach, 1 BepoHUKa
moayMaja: YK He XBaTWUJa JIK OHA Uepes Kpail co
cBoeil 01arofapHoOCTLIO.

— § smai, THI He BLIHOCHUIIL CAHTHMEHTOB, —
cKasaJjia oHa PoOKo.

Mapa:xopu cTpeMUTeILHO 00epHYJIach.

— 1 #He 00 sTOoM mymasa. I mpukuabiBasa, He
cTouT Jiu Tebe 00pe3aTh BOJIOCHI.

BepoHuka HaB3HNYL PYXHYJIA HA KPOBATh.

B cpeny Ha ciemyroiieil Hejele B 3aropoOJHOM
Kaybe Hameuasics o0ell, a IIOcje HEero — TAaHIIbI.

Korma rocreit mpurmacuam K ctony, BepoHuka,
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with a slight feeling of irritation. Though at her
right sat G. Reece Stoddard, a most desirable and
distinguished young bachelor, the all-important
left held only Charley Paulson. Charley lacked
height, beauty, and social shrewdness, and in her
new enlightenment Bernice decided that his only
qualification to be her partner was that he had
never been stuck with her. But this feeling of ir-
ritation left with the last of the soup-plates, and
Marjorie’s specific instruction came to her. Swal-
lowing her pride she turned to Charley Paulson
and plunged.

“Do you think I ought to bob my hair, Mr.
Charley Paulson?”

Charley looked up in surprise.

“Why?”

“Because I’m considering it. It’s such a sure
and easy way of attracting attention.”

Charley smiled pleasantly. He could not know
this had been rehearsed. He replied that he didn’t
know much about bobbed hair. But Bernice was
there to tell him.

“I want to be a society vampire, you see,” she
announced coolly, and went on to inform him that
bobbed hair was the necessary prelude. She added
that she wanted to ask his advice, because she had
heard he was so critical about girls.
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OTBHICKAB CBOIO KAPTOUKY, OLIYTHJIA HEKOTOPYIO J0-
cany. Xora cupasa oT Hee mocaguiau 1. Puca Crog-
Iapma, caMoro 3aBUAHOTO ¥ MHTEPECHOI'o M3 3[elll-
HUX KaBaJiepoB, C JIEBOM, UTO OBLIO BaKHee, CUIes
Bcero Juinb Yapau ITosacoun. Yapau cuiabHO HEXO-
CTaBaj0 POCTa, MPUBJIEKATEJIbHOCTH U OGOMKOCTH,
HO B CBeTe CBOEM HOBOI yMyZApeHHOCTU BepoHmka
couJja, UYTO OH 00JIalaeT OJHUM HEeOCIIOPUMBIM IIpe-
UMYIIECTBOM — €My ellle HU pPa3y He JOBOAMJIOCH
yacaMi TaHIIEBATh C Heil. A efBa yHeCJU MOCJE[-
HMe CYOOBBIEe TapejKu, pasapakeHue YJerjaoch
W Ha TOMOIINb MPUIILIN HacTaBieHuA MapiKopu.
CopAaraB TropAocTh B KapMaH, OHa Habpajgach Xpa-
o6pocTtu u moBepHyJaachk K Yapau [losmcony.

— Kax mo-pamemy, mucrep Yapau Iloscon, He
obpes3aTh JI1 MHE BOJIOCHI?

Yapu 0TOPOIIEIO IOTIALe] Ha Hee.

— ITouemy BBI cupamuBaeTe?

— §1 xak pas mogymbiBaio 00 sToM. Her mpoiie
¥ BepHee criocoba o0paTUTL Ha cebda BHUMAaHUe.

Yapau BeXJINUBO yAbIOHYICA. EMy OBLIO HEeBIO-
M€K, UTO ee PeIlINKU 3apaHee oTpeneTupoBanbl. OH
OTBETWUJI, UTO He CJUITKOM-TO pasdoupaeTrcs B IIpU-
yecKax. BepoHMKa TYT jKe MPOCBETHUJIA €TO.

— Bugute i1, g X04y CTaTh POKOBOM KEHIIU-
HOI, — HEBO3BMYTHMO 3afBUJIa OHA, a JAajiee coo0-
III11JIa, YTO KOPOTKAs CTPUIKKA — IePBLIil, HO HEe0O-
XOAMMBIH ITar Ha IIyTH K 9To# nenu. M mobGaBuia,
yTo obpaTUiaach K HEMY 3a COBETOM, IIOTOMY YTO
MHOT'0 HaCJIBIIIIAHA O eTr0 CTPOTOM BKYyce.
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Charley, who knew as much about the psychol-
ogy of women as he did of the mental states of
Buddhist contemplatives, felt vaguely flattered.

“So I’ve decided,” she continued, her voice
rising slightly, “that early next week I’m going
down to the Sevier Hotel barber-shop, sit in the
first chair, and get my hair bobbed.” She faltered
noticing that the people near her had paused in
their conversation and were listening; but after
a confused second Marjorie’s coaching told, and
she finished her paragraph to the vicinity at large.
“Of course I’m charging admission, but if you’ll
all come down and encourage me I’ll issue passes
for the inside seats.”

There was a ripple of appreciative laughter,
and under cover of it G. Reece Stoddard leaned
over quickly and said close to her ear: “I’ll take a
box right now.”

She met his eyes and smiled as if he had said
something surprisingly brilliant.

“Do you believe in bobbed hair?” asked G. Reece
in the same undertone.

“I think it’s unmoral,” affirmed Bernice grave-
ly. “But, of course, you’ve either got to amuse
people or feed ’em or shock ’em.”

Marjorie had culled this from Oscar Wilde. It
was greeted with a ripple of laughter from the
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Yapau, MIOHNMAaBIIEMY B JK€HCKOI TICHUXOJIOTUU
He 0oJIbIlle, UeM B OyAau3Me, ee CJI0Ba MOKa3aIuCh
JIECTHBIMU.

— Tak BoT, A pemmniaa, — IIpomoJiKaia Bepo-
HUKa y:Ke UyTh TpoMue, — Ha TOU Helelie IpexIe
Bcero Uy B mapukMaxepckyio orensa «CesBbe», ca-
JKyCh B IIepBOe Kpecjo U BeJI0 MeHsS OCTPUUYb II0-
Kopoue. — Oma ocekjach, 3aMeTHB, UTO COCEeIU
mpepBaJii pPasroBOPbl M MNPHUCIYIINBAIOTCA, HO,
BCIIOMHUB YPOKU MapaKopu, moboposa cMyIlleH1e
W 3aBepIInja CBOIO PeuUb y:Ke AJIA CBeIeHUs Bcex
oKpy:xkamIiux: — Ilmata 3a Bxoj, pasyMmeercsd,
o0s3aTeJbHa, HO TeM, KTO IIPUIET IOAIep:KaTh Me-
Hs, S BBIIaM KOHTpPaMapKH.

ITocabimianca ogoOpUTEIbLHBIN CMeX, 1 IIOM IIy-
Mok [I. Puc Crogmapn mpoBOpHO CKJIOHMICA K Be-
POHUEKEe M CKasajJ el Ha yxo0: «3aluchIBAalOCh Ha
JIOKY » .

Beponuka mepexBaTuiia €ro B3IVIAA U IIPOCU-
dAma, OyATO OH CKasajJl HEUTO CHOTrCIInOaTerbHO
OCTPOYMHOE.

— BBl Tak BepuTe B KOPOTKYIO CTPUMIKKY? —
cupocua I[. Puc, mo-mpexHeMy BIIOJIT0JOCA.

— d ngymaro, 4uTO OHA MOAPBIBAET YCTOH,
cepbe3Ho mnoaTBepausia Bepornmka. — Ho Humuero
He IofeJjaelllb: IIPUXOAUTCS JMOO0 3a0aBJATL JIIO-
Ie, 100 KOPMUTh UX, Ju0OO IIOKHUPOBATD.

Mapm:xopu M[O3aMMCTBOBAJA 9STO U3pPeUEHUe
y Ockapa VYaiiapga. My:KUMHBI 3aCMEAJINCDH, Ie-
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men and a series of quick, intent looks from the
girls. And then as though she had said nothing
of wit or moment Bernice turned again to Charley
and spoke confidentially in his ear.

“I want to ask you your opinion of several peo-
ple. I imagine you’re a wonderful judge of char-
acter.”

Charley thrilled faintly — paid her a subtle
compliment by overturning her water.

Two hours later, while Warren McIntyre was
standing passively in the stag line abstractedly
watching the dancers and wondering whither and
with whom Marjorie had disappeared, an unrelat-
ed perception began to creep slowly upon him — a
perception that Bernice, cousin to Marjorie, had
been cut in on several times in the past five min-
utes. He closed his eyes, opened them and looked
again. Several minutes back she had been danc-
ing with a visiting boy, a matter easily accounted
for; a visiting boy would know no better. But now
she was dancing with some one else, and there was
Charley Paulson headed for her with enthusiastic
determination in his eye. Funny — Charley seldom
danced with more than three girls an evening.

Warren was distinctly surprised when — the
exchange having been effected — the man relieved
proved to be none ether than G. Reece Stoddard
himself. And G. Reece seemed not at all jubilant
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BUIIBI CMEPUJIU ee OBICTPHLIMU HACTOPOKEHHBIMU
B3rnmagamu. Ho BepoHuka TyT ke — OyaTO U He
rOBOPUJIA HUYETO OCTPOYMHOT'O U IIPUMeYaTeJ bHO-
ro — moOBepHyJiach K Yapyaum W DOBEPUTEJHHO 3a-
Hernraga eMy Ha yXo:

— MHe oueHb HMHTEPECHO y3HATh, UTO BBI KOE
0 KoM gymaeTre. MHe KayKeTcs, BBl IIPEKPacHO pas-
OupaeTech B JIIOAAX.

Yapau 3aTpeneTras 1 OTILJIATAI el TOHKUM KOM-
IIJINMEHTOM, OIIPOKUHYB ee OOKaJI ¢ BOJOM.

IBymsa yacamu 1mo3:xe y Yoppena Makuuraipa,
IIpas3aHO CTOSABIIErO B TOJIIIE KaBaJiepOB U rajaBliie-
ro, KyZla U ¢ KeM CKphLIachk Mapa:Kopu, IOCTEIIeHHO
CJIOKUJIOCH BIIEUATIIeHUE, He MMeolllee HUKAKOTO
OTHOIIIEHUSA K IIPeJMeTy ero MbIcjeil, — OH 3aMme-
TII, 4To Bepouuky, Kysuny Mapa:xopu, 3a mocJex-
HUe IATH MUHYT He pas orouBaniu. OH 3a:KMypHI
r1a3a W CHOBa MX OTKpbLI. Toabko uTo BepoHuka
TaHIleBaJla ¢ KAKUM-TO IIPUE3KNM, HO 3TO 00bsc-
HSJOCH JIETKO: NPUEe3KUI He yCIes pasodpaTbes
B oOcTraHOoBKe. A ceiiuac OHA TaHIyeT C APYTUM
MapTHEPOM, M K HeHW pemnTeNbHO YCTPEMJISIETCS
Yapiau ITosmcou. Bor uymecal! Yapau penxo ymasa-
JIOCh CMEHUTDH 3a Beuep OoJIbIlle TpeX AaM.

OpgHako YoppeH IIPOCTO He ITOBEPUJ CBOUM Ivia-
3aM, Korma Yapau HakoHell oTOMI BepoHuKy u oc-
BOOOXKAEHHBIM ITApPTHEPOM OKAal3aJjICs He KTO WHOM,
kak [I. Puc Crogmnapxn. 1 . Puc, mo Bce#t BuammoO-
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at being relieved. Next time Bernice danced near,
Warren regarded her intently. Yes, she was pretty,
distinctly pretty; and to-night her face seemed re-
ally vivacious. She had that look that no woman,
however histrionically proficient, can successfully
counterfeit — she looked as if she were having a
good time. He liked the way she had her hair ar-
ranged, wondered if it was brilliantine that made
it glisten so. And that dress was becoming — a
dark red that set off her shadowy eyes and high
coloring. He remembered that he had thought her
pretty when she first came to town, before he had
realized that she was dull. Too bad she was dull —
dull girls unbearable — certainly pretty though.

His thoughts zigzagged back to Marjorie. This
disappearance would be like other disappearances.
When she reappeared he would demand where she
had been — would be told emphatically that it was
none of his business. What a pity she was so sure
of him! She basked in the knowledge that no other
girl in town interested him; she defied him to fall
in love with Genevieve or Roberta.

Warren sighed. The way to Marjorie’s affec-
tions was a labyrinth indeed. He looked up. Ber-
nice was again dancing with the visiting boy. Half
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CTH, HUYYTHh He PaJoBaJICsI 0CBOOOMKIeHMIO. B cie-
Iylomuii pas, Korma Bepouuka okasangach mobJImn30-
cTH, YOppeH npuriaaeica K Heid. /la, oHa HexypHa
co00i1, 6e3ycI0BHO HeAypHA, a CETOAHS JIUIIO ee Ka-
3aJI0Ch K TOMY K€ U OKMBJIEHHBIM. ¥ Hee ObLT TaKOHi
BU/J, KAKOM HU OJHOM JKEeHIIINHe, IIyCTh JaxKe caMoi
HMCKYCHOM aKTpuce, HM 3a YTO He IojJesaTh, — Be-
POHUEKA ABHO BECeJIUIACh BOBCIO. YOPPEHY MOHPaBU-
Jlach ee MpUYecKa — He OT OPMJIIMAaHTUHA JIU TaK
Osectar ee Bosiockl? U miaThe e IILJIO, €r0 BUHHO-
KPACHBIH IIBET BLITOHO ITOAUEPKUBAJI ee Iia3a B I'y-
CTBIX PECHUIIAX U KapKuil pymsHel. OH BCIOMHII,
YTO CHaAyaJa, 0 TOrO0 KaK OH PacKyCWiI, KaKas oHa
3aHy/a, BepoHMKa Kasajgach €My XOPOIIeHBKON.
sKaiko, uro oHa Takad 3aHy[aa, HET HUUYEro HecHOC-
Hee 3aHY[Z, HO XOPOIIeHbKas — 39TO YK TOYHO.

Mpzicau ero Kpy:XKHBIM IIyTeM BepHyJauch k¥ Map-
mxopu. OHa OomATH McUesja — He B IEPBLIH pas
u He B mocienHuii. Korma oma BepHeTcsaA, OH —
OIATHL-TAKW He B IIEPBBLIN U HEe B MOCJIEeTHUMN pas —
CIIPOCUT, T/ie OHa ObLIa U B OTBET YCJBIIIUT KaTero-
puunoe: «Tebsa 9To y:k HUKAK He KacaeTcsa». XyxKe
BCero, UTO OHA Tak B HeM yBepeHa! OHa ymuBaeTcs
TeM, YTO [AJIsI Hero He CYIIeCTBYeT HUKOT0, KpoMe
Hee; OHAa 3HAET, UTO eMy He BI0OUTHCSI HU B PoGep-
Ty, Hu B sKeHeBBERY.

Yoppen B3moxuya. Ilyte K cepaiy Mapmxopu
ObLT IIOWMCTHHe u3BUIHCTee JjadbumpuuTa. OH mO-
TIAge] Ha TAHIYIOIMNUX. BepoOHUKY CHOBa KPY:KHUJI
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unconsciously he took a step out from the stag
line in her direction, and hesitated. Then he said
to himself that it was charity. He walked toward
her — collided suddenly with G. Reece Stoddard.

“Pardon me,” said Warren.

But G. Reece had not stopped to apologize. He
had again cut in on Bernice.

That night at one o’clock Marjorie, with one
hand on the electric-light switch in the hall, turned
to take a last look at Bernice’s sparkling eyes.

“So it worked?”

“Oh, Marjorie, yes!” cried Bernice.

“I saw you were having a gay time.”

“I did! The only trouble was that about mid-
night I ran short of talk. I had to repeat myself—
with different men of course. I hope they won’t
compare notes.”

“Men don’t,” said Marjorie, yawning, “and it
wouldn’t matter if they did — they’d think you
were even trickier.”

She snapped out the light, and as they started
up the stairs Bernice grasped the banister thank-
fully. For the first time in her life she had been
danced tired.

“You see,” said Marjorie at the top of the stairs,
“one man sees another man cut in and he thinks
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npues:xuii oHer. ITouTu GeccosHATEeIbHO YOpPpPEH
OTIEeJINJICS OT TOJITIBI KaBajepoB, IMarHyJ OBLIO
K Beponuxke, Ho 3akojebajicsa. YBepu ceba, YTO UM
IBIKeT cocTpamanme. HanpaBuiica kK Beponuke —
u croaknyJcda ¢ I[. Pucom Crogmapmom.

— Ilpomry mpoienusa, — cKasajJ YOppeH.

Ho II. Puc He cTaa TepATh BpeMsA Ha U3BUHEHU.
OH cuoBa oTOua BepoHuky.

B uac Houm, B xoste, Mapmxopu, yKe Iep:ka
PYKY Ha BBIKJIIOUaTesJe, 00epHYyJach B IOCTIETHUH
pas3 IMOCMOTPETH HA CUAIONIYI0 BepoHUKY.

— 3HauyuT, ToOMOIIO?

— Ja, Mapmxopu, gal — BockJIuUKHYyJa Bepo-
HUKA.

— §1 Bumesa, THI Becesnach BOBCIO.

— Eme 6b1! Bema TOIbKO, UTO K TOJIYHOUH S
WCTOIIMJIA BCE€ CBOW Pas3TrOBOPHBIE 3amachl. U mpu-
1I1JIOCH TIOBTOPATH OJHO U TO K€ — IIPaBa, PasHbIM
napruepaMm. Hago HamesaTbcsa, oHU He OyayT oOoMe-
HUBATHCA BIEUATICHUAMU.

— Y MyKUUH HET TaKOI IPUBBIUKK, — CKasaja
Mapm:xopu, seBasi. — Ho Ha xXymoil KoHer oHu 6
TIPOCTO PEINJIN, YTO Thl IPOKA3HUIIA, KAKUX MaJo.

Ona BbIKJIOUMJa cBeT. CTynmuB HaA JIECTHUILY,
Beponuxka ¢ obyierueHreM yxXBaTuJach 3a IepuJja.
Bmepsrie B :K1M3HM OHA HaTaHIlEBAJaCh A0 yIazmy.

— Iloaumaemnsb, — ckazajyia Mapm:kopu y:Ke Ha
IJIoagKe, — CTOUT OLNHOMY MYMKUVHE YBUIETH,
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there must be something there. Well, we’ll fix up
some new stuff tomorrow. Good night.”

“Good night.”

As Bernice took down her hair she passed the
evening before her in review. She had followed
instructions exactly. Even when Charley Paulson
cut in for the eighth time she had simulated de-
light and had apparently been both interested and
flattered. She had not talked about the weather or
Eau Claire or automobiles or her school, but had
confined her conversation to me, you, and us.

But a few minutes before she fell asleep a re-
bellious thought was churning drowsily in her
brain — after all, it was she who had done it. Mar-
jorie, to be sure, had given her her conversation,
but then Marjorie got much of her conversation
out of things she read. Bernice had bought the
red dress, though she had never valued it highly
before Marjorie dug it out of her trunk — and
her own voice had said the words, her own lips
had smiled, her own feet had danced. Marjorie
nice girl — vain, though — nice evening — nice
boys — like Warren — Warren — Warren—
what’s his name — Warren——

She fell asleep.
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yTo Te6s1 OTOMBAET APYroi, KaK OH AyMaeT: B Hel
HaBepHAKA YTO-TO ecTh. JIagHO, Ha 3aBTpa m3obpe-
TeM 4YTO-HUOYAb HOBeHbKOe. CIIOKOMHO HOYM.

— CHOoKoMHON HOYU.

Pacmyckas Bosocel, BepoHuka mepebpajia B ma-
MATH Opoureninuii Beuep. OHa B TOUHOCTU BBITIOJ-
HuJa Bce HacraBiaeHus Mapmxopu. Iaxke Korma
K Hel B BocbMOM pas mozaseres Yapiau Iloscos,
OHa M300pasuiia KUBEUIINI BOCTOPT M cyMeJia II0-
KasaTh eMy, KaK JIeCTHO eii ero BHuMaHue. OHa He
roBopuJia C HUM HHU O moroze, Hu o6 O-Kispe, Hu
00 aBTOMOOMJIAX, HU O CBOEM IIIKOJIe, a CTPOTO IIPH-
Iep:KrBaJiach OMHOIM TeMbl — BBI, 5, MBI C BAMU.

W Tyt BepoHuky ocenmsa OyHTapcKas MBICJIb,
MBICJIb 9Ta APEMOTHO KPYTUJIACH B €€ TOJIOBE 0 TeX
mop, MOKa ee He OHO0JeJ COH: Belb, B KOHIE KOH-
1I0B, yCIeXOM-TO OHa o0s3aHa IIpe:Kae Bcero ceode.
He mpuxomutcs oTpunarb, Mapmxopu mpumzyMma-
Ja, 4TO el TOBOPUTh, HO Beab u Mapm:Kopu MHO-
roe U3 TOT0, UTO TOBOPUJIA, ITIOUEPITHYJIa B KHUTAX.
W kpacHoe miaThe BbIOpajsa OHA caMa, XOTh U He
OUYeHb BBICOKO ero IieHmJa, moka MapmKopu He
M3BJIEKJIa eTo U3 CYHAYKa, OHA caMa IIPOM3HOCUIa
Te cJI0OBa, OHA caMa yJbIbajlach, camMa TaHIleBaJja.
Map:xopu ciaBHAdA... HO YK OUeHBb CyeTHasd... Ka-
KOI cJIaBHBIN Bedep... U BCe TaKue CJIaBHBIE... 0CO-
6eHHO YoppeH... YoppeH... YoppeH... Kak ero ram...
YoppeHs...

N ona ycuyna.
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v

To Bernice the next week was a revelation.
With the feeling that people really enjoyed look-
ing at her and listening to her came the founda-
tion of self-confidence.

Of course there were numerous mistakes at
first. She did not know, for instance, that Dray-
cott Deyo was studying for the ministry; she was
unaware that he had cut in on her because he
thought she was a quiet, reserved girl. Had she
known these things she would not have treated
him to the line which began “Hello, Shell Shock!”
and continued with the bathtub story—"It takes a
frightful lot of energy to fix my hair in the sum-
mer — there’s so much of it — so I always fix it
first and powder my face and put on my hat; then
I get into the bathtub, and dress afterward. Don’t
you think that’s the best plan?”

Though Draycott Deyo was in the throes of
difficulties concerning baptism by immersion and
might possibly have seen a connection, it must be
admitted that he did not. He considered feminine
bathing an immoral subject, and gave her some of
his ideas on the depravity of modern society.

But to offset that unfortunate occurrence Ber-
nice had several signal successes to her credit. Lit-
tle Otis Ormonde pleaded off from a trip East and
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v

Cnenyromas Hemesnsa Oblia A1 BepoHUKM OTKPO-
BeuneM. OHA BAPYT IIOYYBCTBOBAJA, UTO €10 JIOOY-
IOTCS, €€ CAYIIAIOT C YIOBOJbLCTBUEM, a C 3TUM IIPHU-
IILJIa 1 €e YBEPEHHOCTh B cebe.

YTo U roBOpPUTH, HA MEPBBIX IIOPAX CIYYAIUCH
npomaxu. K npumepy, oHa He 3Haja, 4To [[pelAKoOTT
Ileito TOTOBUTCA IPUHATE CaH; eif ObLJI0 HeBIOMEK,
YTO OH MNPUIIACUJI €e, COUTS TUXOH M OJaroHpaB-
HOI MeByIKoi. 3Hall OHA 3TO, OHA HE BCTPETUJIA ObI
ero cioBamu: «IIpuBer, mo:xupaTeab cepper!», He
crayia ObI 3aTE€M IIOTYEBATH PACCKA30M IIPO BAHHY:
«JIeToM s IpOCTO yMAa He MPUJIOKY, KAK YIPABUTh-
¢ ¢ BOJIOCAMU: OHU TaKHe I'yCThbI€, II0O9TOMY 5 IIep-
BBIM J[€JIOM HPUUYEChIBAIOCh, IMYJAPIOCH M HaJeBaio
LIJISANKY, a Y3 [IOTOM HPUHUMAI0 BAHHY U OIeBa-
10ch. BepHO, HEIJIOX0 IPUAYMAHO? »

Xora HpetikorT [eiio ceituac Omicsa HaJ BOIPO-
COM O KpeIl[eHUU IIyTeM IIOTPY:KeHUuA 1, Kasajaoch,
MOT OBI Y3PETh TYT HEKYIO CBA3b, IPUXOJUTCA IIPU-
3HATh, UTO OH ee He y3pesi. PasroBOpHI O KEHCKOM
KyHaHbe OH II0YNTAJ 6€3HPABCTBEHHBIMH U IIPOYEJI
Beponuke jexknuio o majeHn HPAaBOB B COBpeMeEH-
HOM oOIIlecTBe.

Ho B mpotuBoBec sTomy mpomaxy 3a Bepomu-
KOH YHCIMJICA PN OJucraTelbHBIX IoOexm. Ma-
apim Otuc OpMOHA TPUJIOMKKI BCE YCUJIUS, YTO-
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elected instead to follow her with a puppylike de-
votion, to the amusement of his crowd and to the
irritation of G. Reece Stoddard, several of whose
afternoon calls Otis completely ruined by the dis-
gusting tenderness of the glances he bent on Ber-
nice. He even told her the story of the two-by-four
and the dressing-room to show her how fright-
fully mistaken he and every one else had been in
their first judgment of her. Bernice laughed off
that incident with a slight sinking sensation.

Of all Bernice’s conversation perhaps the best
known and most universally approved was the line
about the bobbing of her hair.

“Oh, Bernice, when you goin’ to get the hair
bobbed?”

“Day after tomorrow maybe,” she would reply,
laughing. “Will you come and see me? Because I’'m
counting on you, you know.”

“Will we? You know! But you better hurry up.”

Bernice, whose tonsorial intentions were strict-
ly dishonorable, would laugh again.

“Pretty soon now. You’d be surprised.”

But perhaps the most significant symbol of her
success was the gray car of the hypercritical War-
ren McIntyre, parked daily in front of the Harvey
house. At first the parlormaid was distinctly star-
tled when he asked for Bernice instead of Mar-
jorie; after a week of it she told the cook that
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ObI OTKA3aThCA OT MOe3AKM Ha BocToK, M Telmephb
TIOBCEMECTHO CONPOBOKIaJ BepoOHUKY ¢ MCTUHHO
IeHaYbel MIpeJaHHOCTbI0, K IOTeXe BCell KoMmia-
HuM u K gocage I[. Puca Crommapna, YbU BUBUTHI
OH He Pa3 OTPaBUJI HEXKHBIMHU /0 OMEP3eHUA B3opa-
MU, KOTOPLIMHU HoxKkupaJs Bepouuky. Masabim OTuc
IasKke pacckasaj BepoHHKe mpo JOCKY U TAMCKYIO
KOMHATY B JOKa3aTeJbCTBO TOTO, KaK UYIJOBUIITHO
OHM B Hel ommubasnch. BepoHuKa mocMesasach Hal
eTo BBIXOAKOM, HO cephlle ¥ Hee eKHYJIO.

N3 Bcex ee wmcropuii HAMOOJBIIUM YCIEXOM
MOJB30BAaJICS PACCKas3 O TOM, KaK OHA 00pesKeT BO-
JIOCBI.

— Beponuka, Korzma ke BbI 00pesKkeTe BOJIOCHI?

— Cxopee Bcero, MOCJIe3aBTPa, — CMesijach oHa
B oTBeT. — IIpumere mornanern? meiiTe B BULY,
Ha BaC pacCYUTHIBAIO.

— IIpugem au? Eire 651! Tosbko moToponuTecs!

W Beponuka, ube HaMepeHUE MIPUHATH TOCTPUT
OBLIIO YMCTOM BOJBI OYKOBTHPATEJIHCTBOM, CHOBA
3aJIMBAJIach XOXOTOM.

— Temneps yx ckopo. BynbTe roToOBHI.

Opgsaxko Bcero HarsggHee, IOKAJIYH, SHAMEHO-
BaJ ee TpUyM@® cephiii aBTOMOOUJIb 3TOTO KPUTHUKA-
Ha Yoppena MakuHTalipa, BeUHO TOPUABIINUN Y [10-
ma Xapsu. Korma YoppeH B mepBbIii pas3 IMOIIPOCUII
no3BaTh He Mapmxopu, a BepoHUKY, ropHUYHA HE
moBepuJia CBOUM yIIaM, a y:Ke uepe3 HeJles 0 OHa
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Miss Bernice had gotta holda Miss Marjorie’s best
fella.

And Miss Bernice had. Perhaps it began with
Warren’s desire to rouse jealousy in Marjorie;
perhaps it was the familiar though unrecognized
strain of Marjorie in Bernice’s conversation; per-
haps it was both of these and something of sin-
cere attraction besides. But somehow the collec-
tive mind of the younger set knew within a week
that Marjorie’s most reliable beau had made an
amazing face-about and was giving an indisput-
able rush to Marjorie’s guest. The question of the
moment was how Marjorie would take it. Warren
called Bernice on the phone twice a day, sent her
notes, and they were frequently seen together in
his roadster, obviously engrossed in one of those
tense, significant conversations as to whether or
not he was sincere.

Marjorie on being twitted only laughed. She
said she was mighty glad that Warren had at
last found someone who appreciated him. So the
younger set laughed, too, and guessed that Mar-
jorie didn’t care and let it go at that.

One afternoon when there were only three days
left of her visit Bernice was waiting in the hall
for Warren, with whom she was going to a bridge
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OIIOBECTUJIa KyXapKy, UTO Mucc BepoHuKa mpucy-
II1JIa IepBoro yxamepa Mmucc Mapmxopu.

I tax oHo u 6n110. He mcKiIIOUeHO, UTO CHaua-
Ja YoppeH X0oTeJ BhI3BAaTh peBHOCTh Mapa:xopu, He
HMCKJIIOUEHO, UTO ero IPUBJIEKIN 3HAKOMEBIE, XOTs
U ejie YJIOBUMBLIe OT3BYKM Mapmxopu B peuax Be-
POHUKN; He HCKJIOYEHO, UTO CBOIO POJb ChITPAJIO
¥ TO U APYyTOe, BOSMOKHO, YeM-TO OHA €T0 U BIPAMb
npusiersga. Ho Tak nian nHade, a TOJbBKO Uyepes He-
IeJIio MJIajInee MOKoJeHre IPHUIILIO K 00IeMy MHe-
HUIO: CAaMbIM HAIEXHBI NOKJIOHHUK Mapmxopu
pelLInTeJbHO MEePEeKIIOUNJICA Ha €€ I'OCThI0 M BOB-
cio mpuyAapseTr 3a Heil. Bcex mHTepecoBasio, Kak
mpuMeT 3Ty uaMeHy Mapa:Kopu. YOPpeH IBaKIbI
Ha OHIO 3BOHIJ BepoHMKe, MOCHLIAT €l 3alllCKH,
YacTo BUIEJIMW, KaK OHU Pas3bes3iKaloT B ero JBYX-
MECTHOM aBTOMOOMJIE ¥ IILLIKO, BJOXHOBEHHO BBI-
SCHSAIOT KM3HEHHO BaYKHBIM BOIIPOC: CEPhE3HO MU
HET OH OTHOCHUTCS K Heli.

Korma mag Mapm:xopu moATpyHUBAJIN, OHA CMe-
sanack B orBeT. OHa, roBopuiaa Mapa:xopu, TOJIbKO
paza, uTo YoppeH HaKOHeIl HallleJ KOro-To, KTO OT-
BeUaeT eMy BBaUMHOCTBIO. M, ToCMesaBITNCH BMECTe
¢ Heli, MJajlIee IIOKOJEeHNEe PeIlnjio, uTo Mapxo-
pu, o Bceii BUAMMOCTH, HUCKOJLKO He OoTropueHa
M3MEHOM, U Ha TOM yCIOKOUJIOCH.

3a Tpu JHS 10 0The3fa BepoHMKa Kak-TO mocJe
obema momKuaaaa YoppeHa B XOJLje: OHU yrOBOPHU-
JIUCh exaTh UrpaTh B Opumk. Hacrpoenue y Hee ObI-
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party. She was in rather a blissful mood, and when
Marjorie — also bound for the party — appeared
beside her and began casually to adjust her hat in
the mirror, Bernice was utterly unprepared for
anything in the nature of a clash. Marjorie did
her work very coldly and succinctly in three sen-
tences.

“You may as well get Warren out of your head,”
she said coldly.

“What?” Bernice was utterly astounded.

“You may as well stop making a fool of yourself
over Warren McIntyre. He doesn’t care a snap of
his fingers about you.”

For a tense moment they regarded each oth-
er — Marjorie scornful, aloof; Bernice astounded,
half-angry, half-afraid. Then two cars drove up in
front of the house and there was a riotous honk-
ing. Both of them gasped faintly, turned, and side
by side hurried out.

All through the bridge party Bernice strove in
vain to master a rising uneasiness. She had of-
fended Marjorie, the sphinx of sphinxes. With
the most wholesome and innocent intentions in
the world she had stolen Marjorie’s property. She
felt suddenly and horribly guilty.

After the bridge game, when they sat in an in-
formal circle and the conversation became gener-
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JIO caMoe paay:KHoe, u Korma Mapm:xopu, KoTopas
exaJia Tyjza Ke, BOSHUKJIA PAJOM B 3ePKaJIe U CTajIa
HEOPEe:KHBIMU [OBWKEHUAMU IIOMPABAATL ILIAMY,
Beponuka, He oxupaBlIas HamaleHWdA, ObLiIa 3a-
xBaueHa Bpacmiaox. WM BoT TyT-To Mapmxopu Oec-
TPEemeTHO W PEeIInTeIbHO, B TPU (pasbl, pacupaBu-
Jach ¢ He.

— CosBeryio TeOe BBIKMHYTH YOppeHa U3 T0JIO-
BBI, — CKasaJia OHa JKeCTKO.

— Yro? — BepoHuka pacrepsaiach.

— Coseryio Tebe: mpeKpaTy BBLICTABIATH cebs
Ha IocMeInuiie. YoppeHa Thl HUYYTh He UHTepecy-
elllb.

Kakoii-To MUr oMM HAIPSKEHHO PA3TIIALbIBAIN
IPYyT OIpyra — BBICOKOMEpHas, oTuy:KIAeHHas Map-
IJKOPM W pacTepsaHHAas, pasoM M cepauTas ¥ Ha-
nyramHas Beponura. Ho Tyr mepem momom ocra-
HOBUJIVCH JBA aBTOMOOMJIA, ITOCJBIIIAJICA Gecrops-
IOYHBIA BOM KJIAKCOHOB. [[eBYIIKY IPY/KHO OXHYJIN
1 OOK 0 OOK 3acIelnan K BBIXOY.

IToka mia wurpa, BepoHWKa TIIETHO IMBITAJach
mo6opoTh HapacTasillyio TpeBory. OHa ockopOmiIa
Mapg:xopu, sToro chpunkca u3 cpuuxkcos. C caMbl-
MU YUTO HU HA eCTh 0JArOBUIHBIMHU M HEBUHHBLIMU
HaMepeHUAMHU OHAa IMOXUTHJIa cOOCTBeHHOCTH Map-
mxopu. OHa BAPYTr MOYYyBCTBOBAaJia cebs CTpAIIHO,
HeIoIpaBUMO BUHOBATOI.

ITocse Gpumska rocTu ceu KPy:KKOM, KTO KyJna,
pasroBop caesajicsa O0IIMM, M BOT TYT-TO paspa-
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al, the storm gradually broke. Little Otis Ormonde
inadvertently precipitated it.

“When you going back to kindergarten, Otis?”
someone had asked.

“Me? Day Bernice gets her hair bobbed.”

“Then your education’s over,” said Marjorie
quickly. “That’s only a bluff of hers. I should
think you’d have realized.”

“That a fact?” demanded Otis, giving Bernice a
reproachful glance.

Bernice’s ears burned as she tried to think up
an effectual come-back. In the face of this direct
attack her imagination was paralyzed.

“There’s a lot of bluffs in the world,” contin-
ued Marjorie quite pleasantly. “I should think
you’d be young enough to know that, Otis.”

“Well,” said Otis, “maybe so. But gee! With a
line like Bernice’s——"

“Really?” yawned Marjorie. “What’s her latest
bon mot?”

No one seemed to know. In fact, Bernice, hav-
ing trifled with her muse’s beau, had said nothing
memorable of late.

“Was that really all a line?” asked Roberta cu-
riously.

Bernice hesitated. She felt that wit in some
form was demanded of her, but under her cousin’s
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s3uyach OypsA. BeI3Basl ee MO HEOCMOTPUTEIHLHOCTU
Manapwim Otuc OpMoHZ.

— Oruc, ThI KOI'ZIA BO3BPAIAEIIbCS B CBOU JeT-
CKUIi caf? — CIPOCHUJ KTO-TO.

— $1? Korma Bepouuka o0pesxeT BOJIOCHI.

— Torma cuuTaii, YTo TBOe 00pasoBaHMe 3aKOH-
YeHO, — MOCIeInjia BCTaBUTh Mapaxopu. — ITO
BeIb UMCTBIA Oaed. S mymasa, BBl ee JaBHO pac-
KYCHJIH.

— IIpaBga? — cnopocun OTHC, YKOPU3HEHHO
mAna Ha BepoHuky.

Y BepoHUKU IIOJBIXAJU VI, € XOTeJ0Ch OJep-
HYTb Mapm:xopu, HO, KaK HA3JI0, HUYETrO He IIpU-
XoAWJIO B T0JioBy. IIpAMOII HACKOK TOJIHOCTBIO €€
napaJjn3oBal.

— Baedsr — He Takad YK PeIKOCTb, — BIIOJHE
MHUPOJIIOOMBO MpomoJkaaa MapmKopu, — U THI,
OTwuc, He Tak cTap, 4TOOBI STOTO He 3HATD.

— Jomyckaio, — ckaszanx Oruc. — He crany
cuoputsb. TonbK0 BepoHUKe C ee IBBIYKOM...

— Jla ay? — seBuysna Mapmxopu. — U Kaxas,

WHTEPEeCcHO 3HATh, ee MOCJeIHSId ocTpoTa?

Huxkro, moxo:xe, He 3uaja. I BOPSIMb, C TeX IOP
KakK OHAa IMOKYCHJIACh HA MOKJOHHHKA CBOEH MY3bI,
Beponuka He ropopujia HUYero IpuMedaTeIbHOTO.

— A 910 mpaspma Oged? — ImoOuMHTepecoBaJIach
PobGepra.

Beponuka xonebanack. OHa MOHMMAJA, YTO et
HEeIIPEeMEeHHO Hal0 BLIKPYTUTHCS IOOCTPOYMHEE, HO
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suddenly frigid eyes she was completely incapaci-
tated.
“T don’t know,” she stalled.

“Splush!” said Marjorie. “Admit it!”

Bernice saw that Warren’s eyes had left a uku-
lele he had been tinkering with and were fixed on
her questioningly.

“Oh, I don’t know!” she repeated steadily. Her
cheeks were glowing.

“Splush!” remarked Marjorie again.

“Come through, Bernice,” urged Otis. “Tell her
where to get off.”

Bernice looked round again — she seemed un-
able to get away from Warren’s eyes.

“I like bobbed hair,” she said hurriedly, as if
he had asked her a question, “and I intend to bob
mine.”

“When?” demanded Marjorie.

“Any time.”

“No time like the present,” suggested Roberta.

Otis jumped to his feet.

“Good stuff!” he cried. “We’ll have a summer
bobbing party. Sevier Hotel barber-shop, I think
you said.”

In an instant all were on their feet. Bernice’s
heart throbbed violently.
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B3IVISA KY3WHBI, BHE3AIIHO O0JABIINI XOJI0H0M, He
IaBajl coOPaThCS C MBICIAMU.

— Kaxk ckasaTh, — YKJOHMJIach OT OoTBeTa Be-
DOHUEKA.

— Cuabo Tebe? Ilpusmaiica, — ckaszana Map-
JI3KOPMH.

Beponuka zameruia, 4To YOppeH mepecTas Tep-
3aThb raBalicKyIo TUTapy W IVISOUT Ha Hee.

— Kak ckasaThb, — yIpsAMO I[IOBTOPWJIA OHA.
Ilexu ee mnamenenn.

— Caa6o! — moBTopuaa Mapmxopu.

— He orcrymnatitech, BepoHuKa, — MOOA3YKU-
Bas Otuc. — Yraxxute Mapmxopu ee MecTo, IyCTh
He BaXKHUYAEeT.

Beponmuka saTpaBiieHHO oa3upaJjach, el Kasa-
JIOCh, TJIa3a YOppeHa HEeOTCTYIIHO CJIELAT 3a Hei.

— Mue HpaBUTCA KOPOTKas CTPUKKA, — ObI-
CTPO CKasaJja oHa, OyATO oTBeuas YoppeHy, — U A
peiriniaa o6pe3aTs BOJIOCHI.

— Korma? — ocsemomuiaace Map:xopu.

— Korzma yrogso.

— He orkmagpiBaii Ha 3aBTpa... — Hauajga Po-
Gepra.

Oruc copBaJjcs ¢ MecTa.

— Bor u omtnuHo! — 3aBONUJ OH. — YCTpPOUM

rpynnoByio BbLIasky! Brlnasky B muproabHIo! Bbi,
KasKeTcs, TOBOPUJIN HPO oTesib «CeBbe» ?

Bce murom moBckakasiu ¢ mect. Y BepoHuku Ge-
LIIEHO KOJOTUJIOCH CepAlle.
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“What?” she gasped.

Out of the group came Marjorie’s voice, very
clear and contemptuous.

“Don’t worry — she’ll back out!”

“Come on, Bernice!” cried Otis, starting to-
ward the door.

Four eyes — Warren’s and Marjorie’s — stared
at her, challenged her, defied her.

For another second she wavered wildly.

“All right,” she said swiftly “I don’t care if
Ido.”

An eternity of minutes later, riding down-
town through the late afternoon beside Warren,
the others following in Roberta’s car close behind,
Bernice had all the sensations of Marie Antoinette
bound for the guillotine in a tumbrel. Vaguely she
wondered why she did not cry out that it was all
a mistake. It was all she could do to keep from
clutching her hair with both bands to protect
it from the suddenly hostile world. Yet she did
neither. Even the thought of her mother was no
deterrent now. This was the test supreme of her
sportsmanship; her right to walk unchallenged in
the starry heaven of popular girls.

Warren was moodily silent, and when they came
to the hotel he drew up at the curb and nodded to
Bernice to precede him out. Roberta’s car emptied
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— Kak? — BBIIOXHYJIA OHA.

Han o6mum 1mrymoM Bo3HeCCS 3BOHKUU U IIpe-
3pPUTEJbHBIN ToJoc Mapmxopu:

— He GecnoxkoiiTecs, oHA ellle JacT 3aSHUI XOI.

— Beponuka, egem, — Ha 0ery kpuuai et Oruc.

IBe maps! mias, YoppeHa u Mapm:xopu, B yIIOD
cMoTpean Ha BepoHuKy — OpocaJiu el BLISOB, IO~
pbIBAIU Bepy B cebs.

Eme cekyuny ona MyuuTesabHO Kojaebaiach.

— Hy uro %, — ckaszaJjia oHa 661cTPO. — OTUEro
ObI U He mmoexaTh?

Te HECKOJBKO 6€CKOHEUHO JOJITUX MUHYT, KOTZIa
YoppeH MUaJ ee IO TOPOLY, & BCA KOMIAHUSA KATH-
Ja ciaegoM B aBToMoOuie PoGeprsl, BepoHuka uys-
cTBoBajsia ceba Mapueii AHTyaHeTTOU, BJIEKOMOM
B Tejere Ha TWJILOTHHY. BepoHWKa yAWBIIAJIACH,
moueMy oHa MOJIYUT, IOYeMYy He KPUKHET, UTO BCe
aTo HegopasyMmeHnue. OHa M30 BCeX CHUJ yIEpP:KUBA-
Jlach, 4YTOOBI HE CXBATUTHCS 3a BOJIOCHI PyKaMu, He
CIACTH MX OT HEOKUAAHHO 00ePHYBIIETOCa TaKUM
BpakaeOHBIM Mupa. U He gesnana HU TOTO HU APY-
roro. Jla:xe MbICJIb O MaTepu OOJIBIE He IIyTaJia ee.
Eit mpeacrosano noKasaTh CBOIO BBIIEPIKKY, CBOE
mpaBo OJMCTATh Ha 3BE3IHOM HEOOCKJIOHE ITOKOPHU-
TeJIBHUIL Cepel.

YoppeH yrpioMo MoJUal, a mepeja oTejJieM OCTa-
HOBWJICA y 000UMHBI U Najl BepoHMKe 3HAK BBIXO-
IuTh mepBoii. Bea BaTara ¢ X0XoToOM ITOBajJamWJja M3
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a laughing crowd into the shop, which presented
two bold plate-glass windows to the street.

Bernice stood on the curb and looked at the
sign, Sevier Barber-Shop. It was a guillotine in-
deed, and the hangman was the first barber, who,
attired in a white coat and smoking a cigarette,
leaned non-chalantly against the first chair. He
must have heard of her; he must have been wait-
ing all week, smoking eternal cigarettes beside
that portentous, too-often-mentioned first chair.
Would they blindfold her? No, but they would
tie a white cloth round her neck lest any of her
blood — nonsense — hair — should get on her
clothes.

“All right, Bernice,” said Warren quickly.

With her chin in the air she crossed the side-
walk, pushed open the swinging screen-door, and
giving not a glance to the uproarious, riotous row
that occupied the waiting bench, went up to the
fat barber.

“I want you to bob my hair.”

The first barber’s mouth slid somewhat open.
His cigarette dropped to the floor.

“Huh?”

“My hair — bob it!”

Refusing further preliminaries, Bernice took
her seat on high. A man in the chair next to her
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aBTOMOOUNIA P0oOepThl B mMapMKMaXepcKylo, HAaTJo
TapaIUBIIYIOCA Ha YJIUIY OBYMSA 3€PKaJIbHBIMU
OKHaMH.

Beponuka crosma Ha oboumHEe U TUIAAeNa Ha
BBIBECKY HapuWKMaxepckou. W mpasma, HM OaThb
HU B3ATH TMJIBOTHHA, a TOT, OJMMKHUUA K OKHY Ha-
PUKMaxep ¢ Iamupocoil B 3ybax, pasBA3HO IIPHU-
CJIOHUMBIINMCA K Kpecay, — majadu. HaBepHAKa OH
CJBIIIAJ O Hell, HaBePpHAKA OH yiKe JaBHO KIET ee,
Kypsa OZHY Halupocy 3a APYroil y 3TOr0 I'POMO3J-
KOro, 00A3aTeJIbHO MeJbKAIOIIer0 BO BCEX DPAasro-
Bopax KpecJja. MHTepecHO, 3aBAKyT Ju eii riiasa?
Her, He 3aBaAKyT, TOJBKO 00EPHYT IIeI0 010 Ipo-
CTBIHEH, UYTOOBI KPOBb... UTO 3@ YYUIb... BOJIOCHL... HE
momajgu Ha IIaThe.

— Hy uro &, Beporuka, — motoponua ee Yop-
peH.

Topmo mommaAB rosioBy, OHa IlepecekJia TPOTY-
ap, TOJKHYyJIa Bpallalollyloca ABePb U, He TIIAHYB
B CTOPOHY OYHHO BecCeJAlIeiics KOMIAHUU, IIOLO-
IIa K OamxanineMy MacTepy.

— § xouy obpes3aTh BOJIOCHI.

¥V macrtepa orBucJa yeaocTb. OH BBIPOHUJ Ha-
IUpocCy.

— Yero?

— OGpesaTsb BOJIOCHI!

OTpuHyB [ajbHeliIne IeperoBopbl, BepoHuka
B300paJiachk B BBICOKOe Kpeciyio. KJameHT, KOTOPOTO
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turned on his side and gave her a glance, half
lather, half amazement. One barber started and
spoiled little Willy Schuneman’s monthly hair-
cut. Mr. O’Reilly in the last chair grunted and
swore musically in ancient Gaelic as a razor bit
into his cheek. Two bootblacks became wide-eyed
and rushed for her feet. No, Bernice didn’t care
for a shine.

Outside a passer-by stopped and stared; a
couple joined him; half a dozen small boys’ nose
sprang into life, flattened against the glass; and
snatches of conversation borne on the summer
breeze drifted in through the screen-door.

“Lookada long hair on a kid!”

“Where’d yuh get ‘at stuff? ‘At’s a bearded
lady he just finished shavin’.”

But Bernice saw nothing, heard nothing. Her
only living sense told her that this man in the
white coat had removed one tortoise-shell comb
and then another; that his fingers were fumbling
clumsily with unfamiliar hairpins; that this hair,
this wonderful hair of hers, was going — she
would never again feel its long voluptuous pull as
it hung in a dark-brown glory down her back. For
a second she was near breaking down, and then
the picture before her swam mechanically into
her vision — Marjorie’s mouth curling in a faint
ironic smile as if to say:
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OpUIM PAAOM, U3BEPHYJICS 1 METHYJI Ha Hee B3TJIAL,
TIe u3yMJeH’e MeIllajoch ¢ MbLIBbHOM meHoi. OaquH
W3 MacTepoB AEPHYJCA, MOMOPTUB OHOMY Buiin
IITynemany esxeMecAuHYIO CTPUKKY. B mmociennem
KpecJjie XPIOKHYJ M MeJOAUYHO BBIPYTaJICS Ha A3bI-
Ke IpeBHUX KeJabToB Muctep O’Peiinin — emy B 1ie-
Ky BOH3WJIach OpuTBa. [[Ba UMCTUIBIIMKA CAIIOT,
BBIKATUB Iviada, pBaHyau K Beponuke. Hert-Her,
TyQJIU YUCTUTH HE HYKHO.

Bor y:ke KaKoii-TO HPOXOXKUI YCTaBUJICA B OK-
HO; K HEMY IIPHUCOeIWHMNJIACH HMApOUYKa; OTKylda HU
BO3BMHUCH, O CTEKJIO PACILIIOIINJICA TATOK MaJTbUu-
IIIECKUX HOCOB, JIETHUI BEeTEPOK BHOCHJI B IBEPH 00-
PBIBKM PasTOBOPOB.

— I'mapu-ka, mapHUIIKA Kakue BOJOCHUIIU OT-
pacTm!

— Craxenb Toxke! ITo GopojgaTras TeTKa, OHA
TOJBKO UTO IIOOPHJIACE.

Ho Beponuka Huuero He cJIbIllIajia, HUYETro He
Bugeaa. OHa omrymiajga TOJBKO: BOT YeJIOBEK B Oe-
JIOM XaJjiaTe BRIHMMAeT MEePBYIO0 UePemaxoByI0 rpe-
0eHKYy, BOT — BTOPYIO; PYKH €ro HEYKJIKe BO-
3ATCS C HeIPUBLIUHLIMU IINUJILKAMI; €€ BOJOCHI,
ee uyaecHbIe BOJIOCHI — Ceiiyac OHA JUIIUTCA UX,
HUKOTHa OO0JIbIlle He OTTAHYT OHU CBOEH POCKOII-
HOHM TSAMKECTHIO ee TOJIOBY, He 3aCTPYATCA II0 CIIMHE
TeMHO# GJyiecTsIeil pekoii. OHa ObLJIO APOTHYJIA, HO
TYT B II0JIe ee 3peHus OUyTuIach MapaKopu — oHa
MPOHUYECKH YJIbIOASACh, CJIOBHO I'OBOD:
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“Give up and get down! You tried to buck me
and I called your bluff. You see you haven’t got
a prayer.”

And some last energy rose up in Bernice, for
she clinched her hands under the white cloth, and
there was a curious narrowing of her eyes that
Marjorie remarked on to some one long afterward.

Twenty minutes later the barber swung her
round to face the mirror, and she flinched at the
full extent of the damage that had been wrought.
Her hair was not curls and now it lay in lank life-
less blocks on both sides of her suddenly pale face.
It was ugly as sin — she had known it would be
ugly as sin. Her face’s chief charm had been a
Madonna-like simplicity. Now that was gone and
she was — well frightfully mediocre — not stagy;
only ridiculous, like a Greenwich Villager who had
left her spectacles at home.

As she climbed down from the chair she tried
to smile — failed miserably. She saw two of the
girls exchange glances; noticed Marjorie’s mouth
curved in attenuated mockery — and that War-
ren’s eyes were suddenly very cold.

“You see,”— her words fell into an awkward
pause— “I’ve done it.”

“Yes, you’ve — done it,” admitted Warren.
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«Orcrynuch, moka He mosxHo! ThI pemmia mo-
TATaTHCA CO MHOM. BOT A 1 BBIBeJIa T€6sI HA UMCTYIO
Bony. Kyma Tebe mo meHs».

Beporuka cobpanachk ¢ cuiaaMu: PYyKH ee IIOJ
0eJsioii TPOCTBHIHEH CKaluch B KyJaKW, a Iiasa —
aTuM HaOsoneHreM MapaKopu MHOTO BpeMeHU
CIIYCT IIOAEJINJIAcCh C KEM-TO — 3JI0BelIlle CYSUJINUCh.

Yepes aBaAiaTh MUHYT MacTep moBepHYJ Bepo-
HUKY JHUIOM K 3epKaJIy, U OHA COAPOTHYJIACh, YBU-
JIeB pasMephl IoHeCceHHOoro yIiepba. BoJocs! ee, co-
BePIIIeHHO IPAMbIe, Teleph 0e3:KM3HEeHHO ITOBUCIU
VHBLIBIMY MPAAAMU II0 00EMM CTOPOHAM BHE3AITHO
nob6JiegHeBIIETO Juna. KOpOTKasA cCTpuiKKa caesiaia
ee CTPAIIHO KaK CMEePTHBIN I'pex, M Bedb OHA 3HA-
Jla Hamepe[n, 4To Tak u Oyzet. [1aBHaA mpesiecTs ee
JuIia 3aKJdyajiach B HEBUHHOM BBIDaKeHUU, IPU-
maBaBIlleM eii cxoacTBo ¢ Manpouuoii. Koporkas
CTPUIKKA YHUUTOXKUJIA BTO CXOJCTBO; TeIleph OHAa
KaszaJjiach HUYYTh He 9(pPeKTHOH, a cKopee... yKac-
HO 3ayPASHOU W IOIIPOCTY CMENIHON — BBLIUTHIA
CUHUU YYJIOK, TOJBKO YTO OYKHM 3a0bLIa AoMa.

Cnesas c Kpecia, BepoHUKa MOIbITAIACH YJIBIO-
HYTBbCS, HO YJIBIOKM He moayumaochk. OHa yBumena,
KaK NeperyigHyJINUCh Be NeBYIIKN, 3aMeTHUa, Kak
KpPUBATCA B COep:KUBaeMoOil ycMmellike ryoel Map-
JIPKOPH, KAaKUM XOJIOAOM O0ZaloT ee Iiia3a YoppeHa.

— Buaute, — cyoBa ee majaau B HEJIOBKYIO TH-
HWINHY, — A He OTCTYIINJIach.
— Ha, He oTcTynujaach, — COIVIACUJICA YOPPEH.
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“Do you like it?”

There was a half-hearted “Sure” from two or
three voices, another awkward pause, and then
Marjorie turned swiftly and with serpentlike in-
tensity to Warren.

“Would you mind running me down to the
cleaners?” she asked. “I’ve simply got to get a
dress there before supper. Roberta’s driving right
home and she can take the others.”

Warren stared abstractedly at some infinite
speck out the window. Then for an instant his
eyes rested coldly on Bernice before they turned
to Marjorie.

“Be glad to,” he said slowly.

Vi

Bernice did not fully realize the outrageous
trap that had been set for her until she met her
aunt’s amazed glance just before dinner.

“Why Bernice!”

“I’ve bobbed it, Aunt Josephine.”

“Why, child!”

“Do you like it?”

“Why Bernice!”

“I suppose I’ve shocked you.”

“No, but what’ll Mrs. Deyo think tomorrow
night? Bernice, you should have waited until after
the Deyo’s dance — you should have waited if you
wanted to do that.”
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— Hy u xak, upaBurca Bam?

B orBer mocabIanock ABa-TPU HE CAUNIKOM HUC-
KpPeHHUuX «ele Obl», CHOBA HACTyNUJa HEJOBKAasd
TUINWHA, 3aTeM Mapm:Kopu Mo-3MEeNHOMY CTPEMU-
TeJIbHO 00epHyJIach K YOppeHy.

— TbBI MeHsa HoABe3ellb? — CIPOCHJIA OHA. —
Mue g0 y:KmuHa HempeMeHHO HaJ0 3a0paTh MJIaThe
u3 yucTKu. Pobepra efeT OpsaMoO JOMOU 1 pa3Bes3eT
OCTAJbHBIX.

YoppeH OTCYTCTBYIOIIMM B3IJIAAOM CMOTPEJ
B OKHO. IloTOM ry1a3a ero Ha KaKO#-TO MUT XOJIOJHO
OCTaHOBWJIVICH Ha BepoHUKe U JIMIITh 3aTeM oOpaTu-
Juch Ha Mapmxopu.

— OTIMYHO, — CKas3aJj OH C PACCTAHOBKOI.

Vi

JInb mepexBaTUB olllapallleHHbIN B3TJISAL TETKHU
nepen obenom, BepoHuKa moHsANa, B KaKyI0 KOBap-
HYIO JIOBYIIIKY €€ 3aMaHUJIN.

— Bor TwI Moii, Bepouukal

— $1 ob6pesasa Bosockl, TeTsa Kosepuna!

— Ia uTo TBI, IUTA Moe!

— Bawm HpaBurca?

— Bor T&I Moii, Bepouukal!

— BbI, HaBepHOE, BO3SMYIIEHBI?

— Ho uto crasxer muccuc [eito? Beponuka,
ThI OBI XOTh IIOBPEMEHWJIa, IIOKA He HPOUAYT 9TU
rauie! y [leito, — ma-ga, moOBpeMeHMJIA, €CIIU JaXKe
Tebe 1 OBLIO HeBTEepIeXK.
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“It was sudden, Aunt Josephine. Anyway, why
does it matter to Mrs. Deyo particularly?”

“Why child,” cried Mrs. Harvey, “in her paper
on ‘The Foibles of the Younger Generation’ that
she read at the last meeting of the Thursday Club
she devoted fifteen minutes to bobbed hair. It’s
her pet abomination. And the dance is for you and
Marjorie!”

“I’m sorry.”

“Oh, Bernice, what’ll your mother say? She’ll
think I let you do it.”

“I’m sorry.”

Dinner was an agony. She had made a hasty at-
tempt with a curling-iron, and burned her finger
and much hair. She could see that her aunt was
both worried and grieved, and her uncle kept say-
ing, “Well, I’ll be darned!” over and over in a hurt
and faintly hostile torte. And Marjorie sat very
quietly, intrenched behind a faint smile, a faintly
mocking smile.

Somehow she got through the evening. Three
boy’s called; Marjorie disappeared with one of
them, and Bernice made a listless unsuccessful
attempt to entertain the two others — sighed
thankfully as she climbed the stairs to her room
at half past ten. What a day!

When she had undressed for the night the door
opened and Marjorie came in.
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— Taxk y:K Imoay4ymioch, Tets slosepunra. U mo-
TOM, IIPYU YeM TyT muccuc Jleiio?

— Bor Mmoii, guTsa Moe, — 3aIPUUYNUTATIA MUCCIHC
Xapsu. — Jla Beab Ha 3aceJaHUU HAIIETO KJIy0a oHa
npouyia gokjan «O IMopoKax MOJIOAEXKU» M IIeJIBIX
OATHAAIATE MUHYT OTBEJIa KOPOTKOM CTPUIKKE. ITO
npeaMeT ee 0co0o0if HeHaBuCTU. IlogyMaTh TOJBKO,
Beab OaJI OHA JaeT B 4ecTh TeOd 1 Mapa:xopu.

— M=e oueHb KaJb, TETs.

— Ox, Beponuxka, u uto eme cka:xketr mama? Oua
TMOAYMAaeT, UTO THI 3TO CAejiajia ¢ MOEro BeoMa.

— Mue oueHb KaJlb.

O06e[ OBII CILIONIHBEIM MyueHueM. BepoHuKa 1mo-
mpITajach OBLIO HAaCIeX MOMOYb ey C IMOMOIIBIO
IIUIIIOB, HO JIKIIbL 000XKIVIA MAajel] U CIaaujaa yi-
My Bojsoc. TeTka He MOTJIa CKPBITH CBOIO IOCAIY
U OTOpYeHMe, a OANA TO U IeJi0 MOBTOPSAJ OCKOP-
O0JIeHHO U JajKe UYTh HEIPUA3HEHHO: «UepT MeHs
nomepu». HeBoamyrumasa Mapm:xopu Boccepasa,
OTTOPOASCH OT BCeX YJIBIOKOM, eje 3aMeTHOM, HO
3aMEeTHO M3IeBaTeJIbCKOI.

Beponuka Koe-kKak Ipojiep:raiach Beuep. 3alLim
TPU MOJIOABIX UeJoBeKa, Mapm:Kopu mcuessaa ¢ Of-
HUM M3 HUX, a BepoHnKa 6€3 BCSIKOT0 BOOAYIIIEBJIe-
HUS IBITAJACh 3aHATH ABYX OCTAJbHBIX, HEe MMeJja
ycrexa ¥, MOAHNMAsCh B TTIOJIOBUHE OTUHHAAIIATOTO
K cebe, B3goxHyJa ¢ obmeruennem. Hy u nenex!

Korma oma Onlya y:ke B HOUHOU pyOallike, IBEPH
OTBOpUJIACH U BoIjIa Mapmxopu.
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b

“Bernice,” she said “I’m awfully sorry about
the Deyo dance. I’ll give you my word of honor
I’d forgotten all about it.”

“’Sall right,” said Bernice shortly.

Standing before the mirror she passed her
comb slowly through her short hair.

“I’1l take you down-town tomorrow,” continued
Marjorie, “and the hairdresser’ll fix it so you’ll
look slick. I didn’t imagine you’d go through with
it. I’'m really mighty sorry.”

“Oh, ’sall right!”

“Still it’s your last night, so I suppose it won’t
matter much.”

Then Bernice winced as Marjorie tossed her
own hair over her shoulders and began to twist
it slowly into two long blond braids until in her
cream-colored negligee she looked like a delicate
painting of some Saxon princess. Fascinated, Ber-
nice watched the braids grow. Heavy and luxuri-
ous they were moving under the supple fingers
like restive snakes — and to Bernice remained
this relic and the curling-iron and a tomorrow
full of eyes. She could see G. Reece Stoddard,
who liked her, assuming his Harvard manner and
telling his dinner partner that Bernice shouldn’t
have been allowed to go to the movies so much;
she could see Draycott Deyo exchanging glances
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— Beponuka, — ckasaja OHa, — MHeE OUYeHb
JKaJib, UTO TaK HEYJauHO BBINLIO C 3TUM Oajiom
y Hetio. IloBepsb, y MeHA HIPOCTO BBLIETEJIO M3 T'O-
JIOBBI.

— Yero Tam, — OypkHYyJa BepoHuka.

Cros mepep 3epKajoM, OHa MeAJEHHO IIpOBeJa
rpebHEM II0 CBOMM KOPOTKHM BOJIOCAM.

— 3aBTpa g TeOA cBe3y K XOpoIleMy IapuKma-
Xepy, U OH HaBeleT Ha Tebsa KpacoTy. S HUKaK He
IyMaJjia, 4TO Thl pemuinbcs. MHe, mpaBo, OYeHb
JKAJIb.

— Yero Tam!

— Bmpouem, pas mocisiezaBTpa Tebe Bce pPaBHO
yesiKaThb, 9T0, I0-MOEMY, He MMeeT TAaKOT0 YK 3Ha-
YeHU.

N Tyr Beponury mnepemepuysiao — Mapmaxopu,
OpOCUB THIIIHLIE OEJIOKYPhIe BOJIOCH HAa TPYIb, CTa-
Jla He cIellla 3aIlJIeTaTh UX Ha HOYb; B KPEMOBOM
TeHbloape, ¢ AByMsA AJIMHHBIMU KOCaMM, OHAa, Kasa-
JIOCh, COIILJIA C KAPTUHKY, N300pasKaIonieil mpeiect-
HYI0O CAKCOHCKYIO NpUHIleCCY. BepoHMKa 3aBOpO-
JKEeHHO CJIenja, KaK KOChI CTAHOBATCA BCe AJIUHHEE.
T'yerwie, Ts:Kesble, OHM M3BUBAJIUCH B JIOBKUX TAJb-
max Mapmxopu, Kak pacTpeBOKeHHble 3Men. Bepo-
HHUKe JKe HUUero He OCTaBaJIOCh, KPOMe 9TUX KYIIBIX
OCTaTKOB IIPEKHEH POCKOIIHU, IITUIIIIOB /IS 3aBUBKU
¥ JIO0OMBITHBIX B3MVIAMLOB, OT KOTOPHIX HUKyAa He
IeThcsA Bech 3aBTpamrHuii AeHb. OHaA IIpeacTaBUIA
cebe, kak . Puc Crommaps, cuMIIaTu3uPOBABIITNHA

181



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

with his mother and then being conscientiously
charitable to her. But then perhaps by to-morrow
Mrs. Deyo would have heard the news; would send
round an icy little note requesting that she fail
to appear — and behind her back they would all
laugh and know that Marjorie had made a fool of
her; that her chance at beauty had been sacrificed
to the jealous whim of a selfish girl. She sat down
suddenly before the mirror, biting the inside of
her cheek.

“I like it,” she said with an effort. “I think it’1l
be becoming.”

Marjorie smiled.

“It looks all right. For heaven’s sake, don’t let
it worry you!”

“I won’t.”

“Good night Bernice.”

But as the door closed something snapped with-
in Bernice. She sprang dynamically to her feet,
clinching her hands, then swiftly and noiseless
crossed over to her bed and from underneath it
dragged out her suitcase. Into it she tossed toilet
articles and a change of clothing. Then she turned
to her trunk and quickly dumped in two drawer-
fulls of lingerie and stammer dresses. She moved
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ell, CKJIOHSACH K COCeIKe II0 CTOJY, M3peueT B CBOeH
BBICOKOMEPHOII rapBapACKOil MaHepe, YTO 3P, MOJI,
BepoHuKy Tak MHOTO ITyCKaJX B KUHO, 9TO He IOIILIO0
eli Ha TOJIL3Y; HOpencTaBmja, Kak Jlpeikorr Ieiio
TIepemnIssHeTCs C MaTepbio, a MOTOM OyaeT Iomuep-
KHYTO BHUMaTeJieH K Heil. Bmpouem, ckopee Bcero,
3aBTpa Muccuc lleiio y:xe TOHECYT O CAYUUBIIEMCS;
OHa TIPUILIET CYXYyIO 3aIllCKy, B KOTOPOM ITOMIPO-
cut BepoHuky He yTpy:KIaTh cebs M He IPUXOIUTH
K HUM, 1 Bce OYAYT 3a ee CIMHOIN CMeAThCSA, MOHU-
Mas, uTo Mapm:Kopu ocTaBuJia ee B Jypakax M UYTO
OHa M3ypojoBaJjia ceds, IOTaKasi PeBHUBOM IIPUXOTH
cebsurio0mBoOi MeBUoHKM. OHA ONMyCTHJIACH Ha CTYJI
mepes 3epKaJioM U IIPUKyCHUJIa I'yoy.

— A MHe HpaBUTCA, — UYepe3 CUJIY cKasajaa
oHa. — Ilo-moemy, MHe ITOWZET TaKas OpUYEcKa.

Mapgsxopu ycMexHyIacCh.

— Jla Bce B mopanke. I He cTpagail THI Tax.

— U =e gymaro.

— CooxoitHON HOUYM, BepoHUKA.

Enxsa sa Mapmkopu 3akpnliach [IBEpb, Kak
B Beponuke mpowmsoiies Kakoii-to mepeiaom. Oma
pelInTeJbHO BCKOUMJIA, CTAPasiCh He IIIYMeTh, IOJ-
Oexajia K KpOBATH W BbITAIMJIA M3-TIOJ Hee YeMo-
man. ITokugana Tyna TyaJeTHble IPUHALICKHOCTH
U IJIaThe Ha cMeHy. IloToM 3aHsAIach CYHAYKOM —
ollpocTajia B Hero ABa AIMMKA KOMOZA, MHOJHBIX
Oenba U JieTHUX HapAgoB. OHa IBUTAach YEeTKO
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quietly, but deadly efficiency, and in three-quar-
ters of an hour her trunk was locked and strapped
and she was fully dressed in a becoming new trav-
elling suit that Marjorie had helped her pick out.

Sitting down at her desk she wrote a short note
to Mrs. Harvey, in which she briefly outlined her
reasons for going. She sealed it, addressed it, and
laid it on her pillow. She glanced at her watch.
The train left at one, and she knew that if she
walked down to the Marborough Hotel two blocks
away she could easily get a taxicab.

Suddenly she drew in her breath sharply and an
expression flashed into her eyes that a practiced
character reader might have connected vaguely
with the set look she had worn in the barber’s
chair — somehow a development of it. It was quite
a new look for Bernice — and it carried conse-
quences.

She went stealthily to the bureau, picked up
an article that lay there, and turning out all the
lights stood quietly until her eyes became accus-
tomed to the darkness. Softly she pushed open the
door to Marjorie’s room. She heard the quiet, even
breathing of an untroubled conscience asleep.

She was by the bedside now, very deliberate
and calm. She acted swiftly. Bending over she
found one of the braids of Marjorie’s hair, fol-
lowed it up with her hand to the point nearest the
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¥ PACTOPOIIHO; He IIPOIILJIO U Yaca, KaK CYHAYK ObLI
3aKPBIT, 3aTAHYT PEMHSAMHU, a OHA OfeTa B DJIETAHT-
HBIM MOPOKHBIN KOCTIOM, KYIIJIEHHBIM IIO COBETY
Mapg:xopu.

IIpuceB K CTOIMKY, OHA HamMUcajia KOPOTKYIO
3annCcKy Muccuc XapBu, B KOTOPOU BKpAaTIle MU3JI0-
JKWMJIa, II0UeMy yesikaeT. 3aledyaTaB 3allUCKy, Hal-
mucajia ee 1 MOJoKuUIa Ha moaymKy. [lormanena ma
yacsel. IToe3s yxonmia B yac, OHa 3HAJA, YTO Y OTEJA
«Map6opo», 3a ABa KBapTraJjia, BCcerma MOXKHO IIOM-
MaTh TaKCH.

Bapyr y Hee mepexBaTuio nbIxaHue, a Ijasa
pelLInuTeJbHO CBEPKHYJIN — UYeJIOBEK IPOHUIATEb-
HBIII 3aMeTusJ ObI TYT CBfI3h C TeM BBIPpAKEHUEM
PELIMMOCTH, KOTOPOE MIOSBUJOCH y Hee B IapUK-
MaxepCKoll, — BO BCAKOM cJyudae, HeKoe ero cJief-
cTBue. BrIpaskeHre HeoObIUHOE 1)1 BepoHUKY 1 He
CyJuBIlIEe HUYETO JOOpOoro.

Beponuka npokpasiack K KOMOZY, BEIHYJIA OTTY-
Ia KaKOM-TO IpeaMeT, IIOTacuia BCe JaMIIbI U II0-
CTOsAJIa HEINOABMIKHO, IOKA IJla3a He HPUBBIKIU
K TemHOoTe. IloToM 0e33ByUYHO pacmaxHyJia ABEDh
B KOMHATY Ky3uWHBI. [0 Hee MOHECJIOCh 0e3MATeX-
HOe, POBHOe abIxaHme MapKopu, CHOAIEeNl CHOM
npaBeIHUIIBI.

W BoT OHa y:Ke cTOUT y KpoBaTH, A0 IIpeaesa co-
cpeoToueHHAas W XJagHOKpoBHaA. OHa melicTBOBa-
Jia OBICTPO 1 JIOBKO. HaruyBumcsy, OIynbio OTHICKA-
Jla OHY KOCYy, mepexBaThIBasi, Jo0pasach 10 CAMOTO
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head, and then holding it a little slack so that the
sleeper would feel no pull, she reached down with
the shears and severed it. With the pigtail in her
hand she held her breath. Marjorie had muttered
something in her sleep. Bernice deftly amputated
the other braid, paused for an instant, and then
flitted swiftly and silently back to her own room.

Downstairs she opened the big front door,
closed it carefully behind her, and feeling oddly
happy and exuberant stepped off the porch into
the moonlight, swinging her heavy grip like a
shopping-bag. After a minute’s brisk walk she
discovered that her left hand still held the two
blond braids. She laughed unexpectedly — had to
shut her mouth hard to keep from emitting an ab-
solute peal. She was passing Warren’s house now,
and on the impulse she set down her baggage, and
swinging the braids like piece of rope flung them
at the wooden porch, where they landed with a
slight thud.

She laughed again, no longer restraining her-
self.

“Huh,” she giggled wildly. “Scalp the selfish
thing!”

Then picking up her staircase she set off at a
half-run down the moonlit street.
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ee OCHOBAHWUS, UyTh IPUIYCTUJIA, UTOOHI He IEPHYTh
HEHAapPOKOM W He PasOyguTh CHANIYI0, IPUCTABUJIA
HOKHUITHI 1 YUKHYJIa. 3aKaB KOCY B KyJake, Bepo-
HUKa Ha MUT 3aTanja JbpixaHue. MapaKopu 4TO-TO
mpobopmoTana BO cHe. BepoHUMKa JIOBKO oTpesasa
BTOPYIO KOCY, CeKYHIY IMOMEAJINJIa, IIOTOM OBICTPO
¥ HECJIBINTHO BHICKOJIB3HYJIa U3 KOMHATHI.

BHU13Y oHa OTKpBLIIa MACCUBHYIO ITapaIHYIO TBEPD,
TIIATEJIbHO IPUTBOPHUIIA ee 3a CO0OI U ¢ OLIYIIeHU-
eM HeOBIBAJIOTO BOCTOPTa M CYACThs, IIOMaXWBasd
YBECUCTBHIM UYeMOJAaHOM, OyTO CYMOUKOM, CTyIIHUIa
c mopora B JIVHHBII cBeT. Boapo samarayia kK ore-
JII0, HO TIOUTH CPa3y CIOXBAaTHJAach, UTO BCE eIlle
HeceT B JIeBOI pyKe JBe OeJIOKyphblie Kochkl. Heomxu-
JTaHHO pacxoxoTajlach U IOCIIEIIHO HPUKPLIIA POT
PyKoii, uTOOBI He 3aBU3:KaThb OT pajgocTu. Ilopas-
HABIINUCH C JOMOM YOppeHa, oHa, IOBUHYSCH BHE-
3alIHOMY IIODPBIBY, ONYCTUJIA UEeMOIAH Ha 3eMJIO,
B3MeETHYJIa KOCaMU, KaKk 00phIBKaAM1 BEPEBOK, pPas-
MaxHyJIaCh — ¥ KOCBI C TVIYXUM CTYKOM yHaJu Ha
IepeBIHHOEe KPBLIBIIO.

Beponuka cHOBa paccMmesach — Telephb yiKe He
CIIePKUBASACS.

— Ara, monyumial — 3akKaThIBajach OHa. —
CHAJYU CKaAJbII C BPeIUHBI!

ITorom momxBaTWia YeMOJAaH W UyTh He Oerom
MIPUIIYCTHUJIA II0 3AJIUTOM JIYHOIO VJIHIIE.



Crazy Sunday

t was Sunday — not a day, but rather a gap be-

tween two other days. Behind, for all of them,
lay sets and sequences, the long waits under the
crane that swung the microphone, the hundreds
miles a day by automobiles to and fro across a
county, the struggles of rival ingenuities in the
conference rooms, the ceaseless compromise, the
clash and strain of many personalities fighting for
their lives. And now Sunday, with individual life
starting up again, with a glow kindling in eyes
that had been glazed with monotony the after-
noon before. Slowly as the hours waned they came
awake like Puppenfeen in a toy shop: an intense
colloquy in a corner, lovers disappearing to neck
in a hall. And the feeling of ‘Hurry, it’s not too
late, but for God’s sake hurry before the blessed
forty hours of leisure are over.’
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ockpeceHbe. He meHb, a JUIb Y3KUH IIPOCBET

MeX Iy OBYMSA OObIYHBIMU qHAMU. ITo3agu cbe-
MOYHBIE IJIOMAAKY U AYOJIH, JOJIT0e OMKUIaHIE IO/
MUKPO(POHHBIM KypaBlieM, COTHH MWJIb 34 HeHb
BO Bce KOHIIbI KanmudopHuu Ha aBTOMOOMJIAX, CO-
CTABaHUA B U300PETATENBLHOCTH U OCTPOYMUU
B CTYAUHHBIX KaOMHETaX, VCTYOKN U KOMIIPOMIC-
CBbI, aTAKW U OTCTYILICHUS, — TAMKKasA OMTBA MHO-
JKecTBa YeJIOBEUECKUX JMUYHOCTEeH, OMTBa He Ha
JKU3HDb, a Ha cMepTh. HO BOT BOCKpeceHbe, U CHOBA
BCTyIIaeT B CBOU IIpaBa JIMYHAS KHU3Hb, M 3aropa-
foTca OJIECKOM TJiasa, ellle HaKaHyHe IOJEepPHYThIe
TYCKJION IIeJIeHOW MOHOTOHHOCTU. TOMUTEIBHO Ts-
HYTCS TOCJIeTHUe Yackl OyaHel, 1 MeaJeHHo, OyaATO
3aBOJAHBIE KYKJbl B UTPYIIEUHOI JIaBKe, OKUBAIOT
JIIOAU: B YIVIY O UeM-TO YBJI€UEeHHO CrOBapUBalOTCsH,
BJIIOOJIEHHBIE YCKOJB3AaIOT B KOPUAOP IleJOBaThCs,
U y Bcex omgHO oinyiienue: «Cropeii, ckopeii. Emre
He IMO3IHO, HO, pagu Oora, TOPOIUTECH, BeIb He
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Joel Coles was writing continuity. He was
twenty-eight and not yet broken by Hollywood. He
had had what were considered nice assignments
since his arrival six months before and he submit-
ted his scenes and sequences with enthusiasm. He
referred to himself modestly as a hack but really
did not think of it that way. His mother had been
a successful actress; Joel had spent his childhood
between London and New York trying to separate
the real from the unreal, or at least to keep one
guess ahead. He was a handsome man with the
pleasant cow-brown eyes that in 1913 had gazed
out at Broadway audiences from his mother’s face.

When the invitation came it made him sure that
he was getting somewhere. Ordinarily he did not
go out on Sundays but stayed sober and took work
home with him. Recently they had given him a Eu-
gene O’Neill play destined for a very important
lady indeed. Everything he had done so far had
pleased Miles Calman, and Miles Calman was the
only director on the lot who did not work under a
supervisor and was responsible to the money men
alone. Everything was clicking into place in Joel’s
career. (‘This is Mr Calman’s secretary. Will you
come to tea from four to six Sunday — he lives in
Beverly Hills, number—.’)
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ycCIeelllb OTIAHYTbCA, M OHU KOHUATCs, 9TU 6Jaro-
CJIOBEHHEBIE COPOK YacoB OTAbIXa!»

HMoxoan Koyns mmcan cuesHapuum. Emy ObLIO
IBaIllaTh BoceMb JieT, 1 ['oJIuBy ] elle He CJIOMMUJI
ero. Bce aTu mosarona, ¢ Tex mop Kak OH Ciofa IIpu-
exaJi, OH IOoJIyYas yIauHbIe 110 3AeIIHNM ITOHATHAM
3aKas3bl UM C YBJIEUEeHUEM paspadbaThIBaj SMU30]bI
u counHaa guaJyoru. OH CKPOMHO MMEHOBAJ ce0s
MOMEeHIITUKOM, XOTA Ha caMOM [eje AyMaJ HHaYe.
Marts [[:x0971a GbLiIa U3BECTHOM aKTPUCOIl, 1 BCE €ro
IeTcTBO mporwio Mexay Jlongornom u Heio-Mopkom
B IIOMBITKAX HMOHATH, e MOAJIUHHAA KU3Hb, a TIe
WUTpa, UJIU XOTA ObI HE CIUIIKOM B 3TOM IIYTaThCH.
OH OBLT KpacuBBHIN, C TOMHBIMU KapUMM Tjasa-
MHu — Te JKe riasa cmorpenu B 1913 rogy Ha 6poa-
BeMCKYI0 yOGJIKY C JIUIla eT0 MaTepu.

ITonyunB yrpom mnpuriamierue, K037 OKOH-
YaTeJbHO yOemuJjcs, UTO KOe-uero ysKe ITOCTHT.
OOBIYHO IO BOCKpPECEeHbAM OH HUKYyJa He XOAWJ,
He muJ u Opas paboty momoii. HegaBHO emy manau
nbecy Omxuna O’Huna — ¢uabpM craBuica s
OUeHb 3HAMEHUTOU aKTPUChl. Bce, UTO OH mesa mo
cux 1op, HpaBuiaoch Maiindy Koammeny, a Maitns
KosnmMen ObLT eIMHCTBEHHBIN pesKIuccep HA CTYAUH,
Y KOTOPOT'O HMKTO He CTOAJ Haj NYUIOi, OH OTYU-
THIBAJICSI HEIOCPEACTBEHHO Iiepes TeMu, KTo (u-
HaucupoBaa ¢puabMm. B xapbepe [:Kkossia Bce IO
Kak Hago. («['oBopuT cekperaps mucrepa Kanmena.
OH mpwurIamiaeT Bac B BOCKpPeceHbe Ha YallKy 4dasd,
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Joel was flattered. It would be a party out of
the top-drawer. It was a tribute to himself as a
young man of promise. The Marion Davies crowd,
the high-hats, the big currency numbers, perhaps
even Dietrich and Garbo and the Marquis, people
who were not seen everywhere, would probably be
at Calman’s.

‘I won’t take anything to drink,” he assured
himself. Calman was audibly tired of rummies,
and thought it was a pity the industry could not
get along without them.

Joel agreed that writers drank too much — he
did himself, but he wouldn’t this afternoon. He
wished Miles would be within hearing when the
cocktails were passed to hear his succinct, unob-
trusive, ‘No, thank you.’

Miles Calman’s house was built for great emo-
tional moments — there was an air of listening,
as if the far silences of its vistas hid an audience,
but this afternoon it was thronged, as though peo-
ple had been bidden rather than asked. Joel noted
with pride that only two other writers from the
studio were in the crowd, an ennobled limey and,
somewhat to his surprise, Nat Keogh, who had
evoked Calman’s impatient comment on drunks.
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OT YeThIpeX N0 IIecTHu... BeBepan-Xuii3, oM HO-
mep...)

k091 OBLT TIOJIBINEH. MBBICKAHHBIN CBETCKUI
npueM. Ero mpusHaimu MHOTO00EIAIONNM MOJO-
IBIM ueJoBeKoM. [lom, rie OBIBAIOT GOJIBIIIME JIIOH,
npuarenu Mspuon [[sBuC; OBITH MOMKET, IPUIYT
maxxe IMutpux, 'ap6o u Mapkusa, a UX BCTPETHUTH
HE Tak-TO IIPOCTO.

«IIuth He Oyay», — 3aBepua ceds I:xosu. Kam-
MEH He TePIIUT IbSHUI[, O UYeM 3asSBJISEeT BO BCeyc-
JIBIIIIAHKE, COMKaJiesi, UYTO KHHOIIPOMBIILIEHHOCTD
He MOKeT 0e3 HIX 000MTHCH.

Kosnimen mpaB: clleHAapuCThI IIBIOT CJIKUIIKOM
MHoro. Bor u on cam... Ho cerogusa — Hu Kaiiu.
Xopomro 661 Maiins okasajca rae-HUOYIb PAIOM,
KOTZla TOJaAyT KOKTeHJIM, U YCJBIIIal ero CKPOM-
Hoe u KpaTkoe: «Cmacu0o, He Ibio».

Hom Maiinsa KoemmeHa OBLI cO3MaH IJIs BBICO-
KNX IPO3PEHHil — KasajloCh, OH COCPEJOTOUEHHO
BHIMMAET, CJOBHO THUIIMHA €ro aHduiaaj mIpsTajia
HeBUANMBIX CJIyIaTejieii, HO B JTOT AeHb 37ecCh
OBLTIO TIOJIHO HApoAy, OYATO TOCTel He IPUTIACU-
Ju, a IpUTHAJU ciofa meJjou Toamnoi. 1 kpome He-
TO BCEero OBa CIEHAPHCTA, C TOPHOCTHI0 OTMETHJI
HK02JI: TUTYJIOBAHHBIM AHIMIMYAHUH W, KaK HU
crpanHo, Hat Kboy, XO0Ta MMEHHO OH M IIOCIYKIJI
TIOBOOM JAJIA pasapakeHHoro 3amMeuanua Kaamena
0 IbLIHUIAX.
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Stella Calman (Stella Walker, of course) did
not move on to her other guests after she spoke
to Joel. She lingered — she looked at him with
the sort of beautiful look that demands some sort
of acknowledgement and Joel drew quickly on the
dramatic adequacy inherited from his mother:

‘Well, you look about sixteen! Where’s your
kiddy car?’

She was visibly pleased; she lingered. He felt
that he should say something more, something
confident and easy — he had first met her when
she was struggling for bits in New York. At the
moment a tray slid up and Stella put a cocktail
glass into his hand.

‘Everybody’s afraid, aren’t they?’ he said, look-
ing at it absently. ‘Everybody watches for every-
body else’s blunders, or tries to make sure they’re
with people that’ll do them credit. Of course that’s
not true in your house,” he covered himself hast-
ily. ‘I just meant generally in Hollywood.’

Stella agreed. She presented several people
to Joel as if he were very important. Reassuring
himself that Miles was at the other side of the
room, Joel drank the cocktail.

‘So you have a baby?’ he said. ‘That’s the time
to look out. After a pretty woman has had her first
child, she’s very vulnerable, because she wants
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Crenna Koanmen (oHa :xe s3mameHuras Crera
Yoxkep), mo3mopoBaBIuch ¢ J[3K03JI0M, HE OTOILIA
K apyrum roctaMm. OHa Meqiniaa — oHa ObLIa TaK
ouapoBaTeJibHa, UTO 3TO TpebOBaJO NPHU3HAHUMI,
n J[)K03J1 TOJIOMKMJICA Ha CBOW aKTepCcKWil map,
yHacJaeIOBAHHBINA OT MATEPH.

— Bawm ke mectHazmarte Jer, He Ooiabire! I'me
BAlll IeAJTbHBIN aBTOMOOUIBUUK ?

Ei1 5T0 ABHO MOHpPAaBMUIOCH — OHA BCE MeAJIMJIA.
K051 IIOUYBCTBOBAJ, UTO MOJIKEH CKasaTh elle
YTO-TO, APYKECKH W IMIPOCTO — OH IMO3HAKOMMUJICS
co Crennoii B Heio-Mlopke HeCKOJIBKO JIeT Hasa,
KoTZa oHa OmMjach 3a caMble MajeHbKue poau. TyT
TMOSBUJICA TMOAHOC ¢ KOKTeaamu, u Crejia mpoTs-
HyJa eMy OOKaJI.

— Bce 6osaTCs1, BepHO? — CcKasaJl OH, pacCessHHO
B3TVIAHYB Ha 60KaJy. — Bce ciegar apyr sa apyrom,
He COBEpIIUT JIU KTO-HUOYAL MpoMax, WM IPUKU-
IBIBAIOT, C TEM JI UEJIOBEKOM TOBOPAT, OYAEeT JU OT
ATOTO MOJb3a... K BalieMy AOMY 3TO, KOHEUHO, He
OTHOCHUTCSI, — CIOXBATHUJICA OH. — §I roBOpIO BO-
o61re o l'onmusyne.

Crenna cormacunack. OHa mpeacraBuia Kooy
HECKOJBbKUX T'OCTeli, CIOBHO OH OBIJ Ba:KHOMU IIep-
coHOM. Y0emuBminch, uro Maiins manexo, I[:xoana
BBITIIJI KOKTEHJIb.

— 3HauuT, y Bac yyKe MaJbIIl, — CKasaJ OH. —
Torma 6eperurech. XopolleHbKaA KeHINHA IIOCJIEe
mepBoTo pebeHKa OKas3hbIBaeTCsA B OUEeHb YA3BHUMOM
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to be reassured about her own charm. She’s got
to have some new man’s unqualified devotion to
prove to herself she hasn’t lost anything.’

‘I never get anybody’s unqualified devotion,’
Stella said rather resentfully.

‘They’re afraid of your husband.’

“You think that’s it?” She wrinkled her brow over
the idea; then the conversation was interrupted at
the exact moment Joel would have chosen.

Her attentions had given him confidence. Not
for him to join safe groups, to slink to refuge
under the wings of such acquaintances as he saw
about the room.

He walked to the window and looked out to-
wards the Pacific, colourless under its sluggish
sunset. It was good here — the American Riviera
and all that, if there were ever time to enjoy it.
The handsome, well-dressed people in the room,
the lovely girls, and the — well, the lovely girls.
You couldn’t have everything.

He saw Stella’s fresh boyish face, with the tired
eyelid that always drooped a little over one eye,
moving about among her guests and he wanted to
sit with her and talk a long time as if she were a
girl instead of a name; he followed her to see if
she paid anyone as much attention as she had paid
him. He took another cocktail — not because he
needed confidence but because she had given him
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nojo:keunu. Eil Ham0 yBepUTHCA, UTO OHA BCe TaK
JKe IJIeHuTeJbHAa. M TOJBbKO IpeJaHHOe IOKJIOHEe-
HMe KaKOro-HMOYAb HOBOTO MYKUHHBI MOXMKET JO-
Kas3aThb eif, 4TO HUUYero He N3MeHUNJIOCh.

— Mse ellle HUKTO HUKOTOA HPEIaHHO He II0-
KJIOHAJICA, — He 0e3 coxxaaeHus ckasaua Creira.

— IIpocTo Bce GoATCA BAIero My:Ka.

— BrI Tak cunraere? — Hamopius j100, 0Ha 3a-
IyMaJiach HaJ ero cJ0BaMM, HO TYT UX IPEepPBaIl —
B CAMbBIHA IIOAXOAAIIAA MOMEHT, perrny I[:xoa.

BararockmnounuocTs Cresibl Bceausia B HETO yBe-
peHHocTh. HeT, He ero yzej npucTpanBaTbCs K TU-
XUM TPYIIKAM WJIA WUCKATH IPUIOT IO KPBIJIBIIII-
KOM 3HAKOMBIX.

OH momoIlesl K OKHY ¥ CTaJ CMOTpeTh Ha Tuxwui
OKeaH, OeJsiechbIil B JIEHMBBIX JIyuaxX 3akKaTa. Xopo-
1o 37ech — aMepHUKaHcKas PuBbepa 1 Bce Takoe
mpouee, KaJIb TOJIbKO, HEKOTIa BCEM STHUM HACJIAMK-
matbcs. KpacuBble, sjIeramTHBIE JIOAU BOKDPYT,
TIpeJieCTHbIe AEeBYIIKU H... IPEJEeCTHbIe NeBYIIKU.
Heunbssa :xe umeth Bce Ha cBere!

IOnoe manpunmeckoe guno CreJibl MeJbKAJIO
cpenu TOCTeH, OMHO BEKO OBIJIO yCTAaJ0 IIPUCITY-
1IeHO U IMOoJAparmBajo, I[:K0sjy 3aX0TeJI0Ch CeCTh
Cc HeWl pPAIOM 1 3aBECTU MOJTUN 3amylIeBHBIN pas-
TOBOP, IIPOCTO TAK, 3a0LIB 0 ee rpoMKoM umenu. Ou
ciaenus 3a Heil, IpoBepAs, YAEJUT JU OHA KOMY-
HUOYAb CTOJIBKO K€ BHUMAaHUA, KaKk eMy. U BBITIII
BTOPOM KOKTEIJIb, HO HEe IIOTOMY, UYTO XOTeJ IIpU-

197



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

so much of it. Then he sat down beside the direc-
tor’s mother.

‘Your son’s gotten to be a legend, Mrs Cal-
man — Oracle and a Man of Destiny and all that.
Personally, I’'m against him but I’m in a minority.
What do you think of him? Are you impressed?
Are you surprised how far he’s gone?’

‘No, I’m not surprised,’ she said calmly. “We
always expected a lot from Miles.’

‘Well now, that’s unusual,” remarked Joel.
‘I always think all mothers are like Napoleon’s
mother. My mother didn’t want me to have any-
thing to do with the entertainment business. She
wanted me to go to West Point and be safe.’

‘We always had every confidence in Miles.’

He stood by the built-in bar of the dining-room
with the good-humoured, heavy-drinking, highly
paid Nat Keogh.

‘I made a hundred grand during the year and
lost forty grand gambling, so now I’ve hired a
manager.’

‘You mean an agent,’ suggested Joel.

‘No, I’ve got that too. I mean a manager.
I make over everything to my wife and then he and
my wife get together and hand me out the money.
I pay him five thousand a year to hand me out my
money.’
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IaTh cebe YBEePEeHHOCTHU, a IIOTOMY, UTO IIOCJIe pas-
roBopa co CTeJlioil YyBEepEeHHOCTH y HETO OBIJIO XOTh
orbaBaai. OH mojces K MaTepu X03dWHAa JoMa.

— Bairr cbia, muccuc Kanmen, crai :KuBoii Jie-
rengoii. HemorpemuMslii opakyi, n30paHHUK CYIb-
6n1! JInuHo A OYHTYIO, HO A B MEHBIIIMHCTBE. A UTO
nymaete BbI? Bl youBienbr? Bac mopaskaer, CKOJIb
MHOT'OT'O OH ZOCTHUT?

— Huuyts, — cnokoiino orBetusia oHa. — MbI
Bcerza Bosjarajau Ha Maiiiza OoJblIne HamxeKIbl.
— A 3Haere, 9T0 HeoOLIUHO, — 3ameTuJa J[:Ko-
971. — MHe Kasajioch, UTO BCe MATEPHU IIOXOXKU Ha

maTth Hamoseona. Mos, HampuMep, He X0TeJia, UTo-
ObI A MMeJ XOTh KaK0oe-TO OTHOIIIeHME K 3PeIUIaM.
Omna xoTesa, uTo0ObI a4 mocTynu B Becr-IloiHT, BOT
HaJe:KHOoe MOIPHUIIE.

— Mp&r1 Bcerna Bepusiu B Maiinaa...

B crosoBoii, y cTenHOr0 6apa, OH IIOOOJITAT C T0-
OpPOAYIIHBIM, BEUHO ObAHBIM ¥ BBICOKOOILIAYMBAE-
mbeiM Hatom Kroy.

— 3a rog A 3apaboTaj CTO THICSIY M COPOK IIPO-
Urpaj, Tak YTO IPHUIIJIOCH MHE B3STh YIIPaBJIAIO-
1ero.

— BbI umeeTe B BUAy — areHTa? — IOACKa3aJj
k091,

— Jla HeT, areHT y MeHs TOKe eCTh. YIIPaBJIA0-
mero. §1 Bce oTaaro JKeHe, a OHA COBEIAETCS C HUM,
¥ OHU BBIZAIOT MHE MeHLI'M Ha pacXonbl. S miauy
eMy IATH THICAY B I'OJ[, YTOOBI OH BBIJABAJ MHE MOU
JKe TeHbIH.
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‘You mean your agent.’

‘No, I mean my manager, and I’m not the only
one — a lot of other irresponsible people have
him.’

‘Well, if you’re irresponsible why are you re-
sponsible enough to hire a manager?’

‘’m just irresponsible about gambling. Look
here—’

A singer performed; Joel and Nat went forward
with the others to listen.

The singing reached Joel vaguely; he felt happy
and friendly towards all the people gathered there,
people of bravery and industry, superior to bour-
geoisie that outdid them in ignorance and loose
living, risen to a position of the highest promi-
nence in a nation that for a decade had wanted
only to be entertained. He liked them — he loved
them. Great waves of good feeling flowed through
him.

As the singer finished his number and there
was a drift towards the hostess to say good-bye,
Joel had an idea. He would give them Building It
Up, his own composition. It was his only parlour
trick, it had amused several parties and it might
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— Bamr arent?

— Jla met ke, yupasasiomuii! 1 1 He ogquH Ta-
KO — y Hero 0oJjbllias KJIWEHTypa cpenu 0e3o0T-
BETCTBEHHBIX JIIOAEH.

— Ho xBaTujio :Xe y BacC OTBETCTBEHHOCTH Ha-
HATDH YIIPABJIAOIIEro!

— §1 6esoTBeTCTBEH, KOora urpat. [[eso B TOM...

B rocrunoit 3anen meserr; I:xosn u Hat Bmecte
¢ IPYTUMHU TOCTSIMU IIOIIJIN TyHA.

Ilenue momocmiyioch cyoOBHO wm3zasneka; I[:Koas
OBLJI IIOJIOH CYACTBHS U IPY’KECKOI'0 PACIIOJIOKEHU
KO BceM cOOpaBIIMMCS 3AeCh JIOAAM — TaKUM
TPYOOMIOOMBBEIM U MY KECTBEHHBIM, He B IIpuMep
IenblaM-0ypikya, KOTOPhIe eCJId U ONepPeIun X,
TaK TOJbKO B HEBe)KeCTBe W pasBpaTe, — JIOAAM,
IOOUBIIMMCS CAMOTO BBICOKOTO ITOJIOKEHUS B CTPAa-
He, BOT y:Ke IIeJIoe JeCATUIeTHE KaKIaBIIel JIUIb
omHOro — pasBieuveHuii. OHU eMy HPaBUJINCH, OH
ux jgo6ua. Temasie BOJHEI JOOPOKeJIATEILCTBA HAa-
KaThIBaJIU HA HETro OJHA 3a IPYTou.

IleBerr yMOJK, TOCTH HavaJu HOAXOIUTH K XO-
3dlKe mpoiarbcd, W BAPYr [xosna oceHMJO.
Ceiiyac OH UM TIPEJICTABUT «3aBapuUM IIOTYIIE» —
CBOII KOPOHHBLINI HOMEpP, KOTOPHIA yiKe UMeJ yCIIex
Ha HEeCKOJBKUX Beuepax W, HaBepHOe, IIOHPABUTCS
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please Stella Walker. Possessed by the hunch, his
blood throbbing with the scarlet corpuscles of ex-
hibitionism, he sought her.

‘Of course,’” she cried. ‘Please! Do you need
anything?’

‘Someone has to be the secretary that I’'m sup-
posed to be dictating to.’

‘T’ll be her.’

As the word spread, the guests in the hall, al-
ready putting on their coats to leave, drifted back
and Joel faced the eyes of many strangers. He had
a dim foreboding, realizing that the man who had
just performed was a famous radio entertainer.
Then someone said ‘Sh!” and he was alone with Stel-
la, the centre of a sinister Indian-like half-circle.
Stella smiled up at him expectantly — he began.

His burlesque was based upon the cultural lim-
itations of Mr Dave Silverstein, an independent
producer; Silverstein was presumed to be dictat-
ing a letter outlining a treatment of a story he
had bought.

‘—a story of divorce, the younger generation,
and the Foreign Legion,” he heard his voice say-
ing, with the intonations of Mr Silverstein. ‘But
we got to build it up, see?’

A sharp pang of doubt struck through him. The
faces surrounding him in the gently moulded light
were intent and curious, but there was no ghost of
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Crenne Yokep. OH 6pocuics K Hell, 1 KpOBb 3aCTy-
yaJja y Hero B BUCKaX: ceifiuac OH IOKaKeT BceM, Ha
YTO OH cIocobemn!

— Hy xoneuno! HenpemeHHO! — BOCKJIMKHYJIA
oHa. — Bam uTo-HUOYIbh TOHAmOOUTCA?

— KT0-TO JOJIXKeH ChIrpaTh CeKpeTapiry — A e
IUKTYIO.

— $1 cuirpaio!

TocTu, yxxe HageBasIne MajabTo B IIePeqHEN, II0-
TAHYJNCH 00paTHO, Ha [[;K03JIa CO BCeX CTOPOH BO3-
3puauch uysKue Jgoau. EMy cramo He mo cebe: oH
BIAPYT COO0Opasuj, UTO IeBell ObLI 3HAMEHUTOCTD,
panuossesna. Ho xro-To ckasaim: «IIlm!» — u oHEM
co Cresiol oUyTUINCH B IIEHTPE 3JI0BEIEro IOJIy-
Kpyra, Kak Ha HHAelickoM mpasauecTBe. Creia
BBLKUIATEJIbHO YJILIOHYIACh, M OH HA4all...

CiieHka cTpoujach Ha mrpobesax B 00pa3soBaHUU
mucrepa [stisa CuaBepcTrHa, HE3aBUCUMOTO IIPO-
nmiocepa; I[:x0s,1 m300pakai, KaKk TOT TUKTYeT yKa-
3aHUS CI[eHAPHUCTY, B KAKOM Oyxe cjaenyeT o6pabo-
TaTh POMAaH, KOTOPBIHA OH KYINJI AJIA SKPAHU3AI[HH.

— ..IIOAKMHEM TyJa pasBoOl, MOJIOAYIO IIapy
M UYYTOK IOAIEePYMM, — CJIBINIAJI OH CBOM T0JIOC,
noapakaminuii uHTOoHanuaM CuiaBepcTHHA. —
Hy, k¥ mpumepy, oH mocje pasBojga na B AQpuky,
B lHOCTpaHHBIHA JernoH. 3aBapuM IMOTYIIE, ACHO?

TyT ero KoabHYJIO cOMHeHne. MATKO OCBeIleH-
HBIe JUIA BOKPYT CMOTPEJN Ha Hero BHUMAaTEeJIbLHO
u He 6e3 JIOOOMBITCTBA, HO HU TEHU YJIBLIOKU, HU
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a smile anywhere; directly in front the Great Lov-
er of the screen glared at him with an eye as keen
as the eye of a potato. Only Stella Walker looked
up at him with a radiant, never faltering smile.

‘If we make him a Menjou type, then we get
a sort of Michael Arlen only with a Honolulu at-
mosphere.’

Still not a ripple in front, but in the rear a rus-
tling, a perceptible shift towards the left, towards
the front door.

‘—then she says she feels this sex appil for him
and he burns out and says, “Oh, go on destroy
yourself—” ¢

At some point he heard Nat Keogh snicker
and here and there were a few encouraging faces,
but as he finished he had the sickening realiza-
tion that he had made a fool of himself in view of
an important section of the picture world, upon
whose favour depended his career.

For a moment he existed in the midst of a con-
fused silence, broken by a general trek for the door.
He felt the undercurrent of derision that rolled
through the gossip; then — all this was in the space
of ten seconds — the Great Lover, his eye hard and
empty as the eye of a needle, shouted ‘Boo! Boo!’
voicing in an overtone what he felt was the mood of
the crowd. It was the resentment of the profession-
al towards the amateur, of the community towards
the stranger, the thumbs-down of the clan.

204



Cymacuiefiliee BoCKpeCeHbE

y Koro. XOJIOMHBIMU PLIOBUMHU IIa3aMU YCTaBUJICA
Ha [:xosma Benukuii JIloOOBHUK 9KpaHa, KOTOPBIH
crosan npsaMo HampotuB. W Tombko Cresia Yokep
TIsAgesa Ha Hero BCe C TOH Ke CUSIONell yIbIOKOM.

— ...TOTO, UYTO IIocTapiie, naTh mox MeH:XKYy,
TOJILKO YTOO aHTypasK, Kak B ['OHONIYyJIy, U TaKUM
MaHepoM mojaydaeM Maiikiaa Apiena...

IlepBble pPAABI HETOABUKHBI, HO C3aIU IITOPOX
¥ 3aMeTHOe JIBU)KeHNe BJIeBO, K IBEPU.

— ...TyT oHa emy — y MeHs, MOJ, K Tebe cek-
canmii. A OH KaK BCKHMHETCSA — KaTHUCh, TOBOPUT,
OTCIOZIa IoJaJbIIe.

OguH pa3 OH yciablliad, Kak (eIipkuHya Har
Kroy, Ha 1ByX-Tpex suiax MeJbKHYJIa yIbIOKa, HO
KOTJla OH KOHYMJI, TO C y’Kacarollell SCHOCTBIO II0-
HAJI, YTO BBICTABUWJI ce0s NypPaKoM mepef CTOJIIaMu
MHUpa KMHO, OT KOTOPBIX 3aBUCHUT €T0 Kapbepa.

Eme MraoBeHue MyuuTelbHOI, HEJOBKOM Tu-
IIWHBI, 3aT€M TOCTH HANpaBUIKUCh K aABepsaMm. OH
YJIOBHMJI HACMEIIKY B IIOJHSABIIEMCS IIIyMe T'OJIOCOB,
IIOTOM — BCE 3TO 3a KaKWe-TO NEeCATb CeKyHna! —
ITepBorii JIIOGOBHUK C IYCTHIMH, CTEKJITHHBIMU
rIa3aMy I'POMKO cKasajyi: «Mypa», BBEIPasuWB, Kak
mokasaJyoch [I:xo0aiy, obiiee HacTpoeHne. ITO OBLIO
mpespeHre MPoPecCHoHATIOB K JIOOUTEN0, CILIO-
YeHHOII OOIMMHBI K UYKAKY, 0€3:KaJIOCTHBIH HpU-
TOBOD KJIaHA.
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Only Stella Walker was still standing near and
thanking him as if he had been an unparalleled
success, as if it hadn’t occurred to her that any-
one hadn’t liked it. As Nat Keogh helped him into
his overcoat, a great wave of self-disgust swept
over him and he clung desperately to his rule of
never betraying an inferior emotion until he no
longer felt it.

‘I was a flop,’ he said lightly, to Stella. ‘Nev-
er mind, it’s a good number when appreciated.
Thanks for your cooperation.’

The smile did not leave her face — he bowed
rather drunkenly and Nat drew him towards the
door...

The arrival of his breakfast awakened him into
a broken and ruined world. Yesterday he was him-
self, a point of fire against an industry, today he
felt that he was pitted under an enormous disad-
vantage, against those faces, against individual
contempt and collective sneer. Worse than that,
to Miles Calman he was become one of those rum-
mies, stripped of dignity, whom Calman regret-
ted he was compelled to use. To Stella Walker on
whom he had forced a martyrdom to preserve the
courtesy of her house — her opinion he did not
dare to guess. His gastric juices ceased to flow and
he set his poached eggs back on the telephone ta-
ble. He wrote:
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Tonbro Crenyia Yokep Bce elle CTOSAJA PAIOM
u 6JarozapuJia ero Tak ropsuo, 6yATo OH BCeX IIpu-
BeJI B BOCTOPT, OY/ITO OHA U He 3aMEeTUJIa, YTO CKeTY
HUKOMY He moHpaBuicsa. Hat Kboy momor emy Ha-
JIeTh IaJIbTO, U TYT I[;K05J1a 3aXJIeCTHYIa BOJIHA OT-
BpallleHUs K cebe, ¥ OH eBa He HaPYIIHUJI CBOe IIpa-
BUJIO TaUTh OOUBI TIPO ce0sl, TOKA OHU HE YTUXHYT.

— IlpoBanuica, — Becesno ckaszan oH Crei-
ae. — Hy u nmycts. OTIMYHBIE HOMED, KOTa XOPO-
mo mpuHUMAaoT. Crmacub60o BaM 3a ITOMOIIb.

OHa mo-mpe:xkHeMy yJablbajlach, OH CKJIOHMJICHA
B IbAHOM IIOKJOHe, 1 HaT noTaHyJI ero K ABEpPU...

Ilopnanusiit 3aBTpak BepHya I[)Koasa m3 Tyma-
Ha CHOB B PacKOJIOTHIN Bapebe3ru mup. Buepa ere
OH OBLI caMuM co00il, APpKUM (paKeIoM, IOTOBBIM
03apuUTh KMHOMUP, a CeTONHsA morpebeH 1o KaTa-
cTpoUUeCcKoll Heymauell — OH OAWH HPOTUB ITUX
XOJIOSHBIX (PU3MOHOMUII, IIPOTUB IIPE3PEHUT KaMK-
moro u raymieHus Bcex! Xy:ke Toro, miaa Maiinsa
Konmena oH cran Temeph OJHUM U3 TeX KATKUX
ObAHUI[, PaboTaTh C KOTOPHIMHU [AJA peKuccepa
TaRKUN KpecT. A Cresia Yokep, KoTopas HpUHeC-
Ja cebs B JKepTBY TOCTEIIPUNMCTBY, — O Hell oH
Iaxke 0osJicsa IyMaThb. ANMETUT y HEro mpomnaj co-
BEPIIIEHHO, OH ITOCTABUJI SUUHUITY Ha TeJeDOHHBIHA
CTOJIMK W HAIIKCAJI:
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Dear Miles,

You can imagine my profound self-disgust.
I confess to a taint of exhibitionism, but at six
o’clock in the afternoon, in broad daylight! Good
God! My apologies to your wife.

Yours ever,
Joel Coles

Joel emerged from his office on the lot only to
slink like a malefactor to the tobacco store. So
suspicious was his manner that one of the studio
police asked to see his admission card. He had de-
cided to eat lunch outside when Nat Keogh, confi-
dent and cheerful, overtook him.

‘What do you mean you’re in permanent retire-
ment? What if that Three-Piece Suit did boo you?
‘Why, listen,’ he continued, drawing Joel into the
studio restaurant. ‘The night of one of his pre-
mieres at Grauman’s, Joe Squires kicked his tail
while he was bowing to the crowd. The ham said
Joe’d hear from him later but when Joe called him
up at eight o’clock next day and said, ‘I thought
I was going to hear from you,” he hung up the
phone.’

The preposterous story cheered Joel, and he
found a gloomy consolation in staring at the group
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Hoporoii Maiins!

Br1, kOHEUHO, MOHUMAaeTe, KaK A caM cebe Ipo-
tuBeH. Katoch, MHOH pa3 HA MeHsA HAXOAT IIPHU-
CTYIIBI BKCTUOUIIMOHM3MA, HO B TOCTAX, Cpenu Oesa
nasal O 6oxe! [IpuHOomy rrybouaiinime M3BUHEHUA
Ballleii cympyre.

Bcerna Bami,
koo Koyrs

B crynuu [[;x0571 OTCUKUBAJICS B CBOEM KaOuHe-
THUKE U BBIIIEJ TOJIbKO IJIS TOTO, YTOOBI IIPOKPACTh-
cA B TabauHyIo JaBKy, CJIOBHO KaKOI-TO BOPHUIIIKA.
IToBegeHue ero GBLJIO CTOJH MOJO3PUTEIBHBIM, UTO
IeXKyPHBIA OXPaHHUK IOTPe6oBaJl y HETO IPOIYCK.
ITooGenaTh OH peluy B ropoje, HO TYT ero mepe-
xBatTusl Hat Knoy, OecrieuHbIil 1 BecesIblii.

— Jla HuUKaK BBI 00peKJu cebs Ha BeUHOE 3aTOo-
yenue? Hy, ommkas Bac 3TOT IMKOH, TaKk uTo? Xo-
TUTE, PACCKAKY BaM OIHY MCTOPUIO? — IIPOJOJIKAI
OH, yBJeKad [}Ko37a B CTyOUNHBIN pecTOpaH. —
Kak-To Ha mpembepe y I'payMeHa 9TOT THI pacKJja-
HUBaJICA Iepen 3pureasamu, a ko CkBaiiepc maJ
eMy KOJIEHKOU moj 3ah. Torma aToT MHAIOK 3asBUII,
yro moTpebyer oObscHeHusA. HaszaBTpa B BoceMb
yrpa I:xo emy mosBoHm . Kaskercsi, TOBOPUT, BEI
XOTeJU CO MHOM 00bscHUThCA. Tomrbko oTBeTa I[:K0
He IOoKJajica — TOT CPasy sKe IOJIOKUI TPYOKY.

Ira Hesenuiia momboxpuaa Jxosia, 1 OH CTAT
pasTIgabIBAaTL KOMITAHMIO 3a COCEJHUM CTOJIU-
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at the next table, the sad, lovely Siamese twins,
the mean dwarfs, the proud giant from the circus
picture. But looking beyond at the yellow-stained
faces of pretty women, their eyes all melancholy
and startling with mascara, their ball gowns gar-
ish in full day, he saw a group who had been at
Calman’s and winced.

‘Never again,’ he exclaimed aloud, ‘absolutely
my last social appearance in Hollywood!’

The following morning a telegram was waiting
for him at his office:

You were one of the most agreeable people at
our party. Expect you at my sister June’s buffet
supper next Sunday.

STELLA WALKER CALMAN

The blood rushed fast through his veins for a
feverish minute. Incredulously he read the tel-
egram over.

‘Well, that’s the sweetest thing I ever heard of
in my life!’

Crazy Sunday again. Joel slept until eleven,
then he read a newspaper to catch up with the
past week. He lunched in his room on trout, avo-
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KOM, HaXOJs B 9TOM MPadyHOE yTelleHne: I'PyCTHEIE
U MUJIbIe cHaMcKue OJH3HeIbl, 3JI00HbIe KapJIuKH
U TOPABIA BEJIMKAH — aKTepPhl, 3aHATHIE B (DUIbMeE
o nupke. OZHAKO, B3IMVIAHYB HA APYTOM CTOJUK —
HAa XOPOIIEHLKUX KEeHII[NH, YbM JIUIA Ceuac KeJ-
TeIW IPUMOM, I'YCTO HOABEAEHHBIE IVIa3a OLLIN IIe-
YaJILHEI, a OaJIbHbIE IJIATHA BBIMVIALE/IN IPU CBETe

IHS JelIeBOil MUIIYPOii, — OH IOEKUJICA: OHU OBI-
Jau Buepa y Kanmena.
— Her, KxoHYeHO! — BOCKJIUKHYJ OH. — Huxka-

KNX CBETCKUX IIPUEMOB OTHBIHE W BO BEKU BEKOB.

Ha cnenyromniuii 1eHb B CTYIUM €r0 JKIAJa Teje-
rpamMma.

BbI ObLTM OZHUM M3 CAMBIX MPUSATHBIX HAIIUX
rocreii. JKay Bac K y:KUHY B cienyioliee BocKpece-
Hbe y Moel cecTpbl JI)KyH.

CTEJIJIA YOKEP K3JIMEH

Kposn Gemeno 3actyyasa y Hero B BUCKaX, OH
IIepevYnTas TeJIerpaMMy.

«Tocmmomu! J1o uero ke 3TO MIJIO C €e CTOPOHBI! »

CHoBa 3TOT cyMaclIe[IINil JeHb — BOCKpece-
Hbe. [[2K03J1 mpociiaja 10 OQUHHAAIIATH, IIOTOM IIPO-
TJIsAges] ra3eTy, YToObl OBITh B Kypce BceX HOBOCTEMH
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cado salad, and a pint of California wine. Dress-
ing for the tea, he selected a pin-check suit, a blue
shirt, a burnt orange tie. There were dark circles
of fatigue under his eyes. In his second-hand car
he drove to the Riviera apartments. As he was
introducing himself to Stella’s sister, Miles and
Stella arrived in riding clothes — they had been
quarrelling fiercely most of the afternoon on all
the dirt roads back of Beverly Hills.

Miles Calman, tall, nervous, with a desper-
ate humour and the unhappiest eyes Joel ever
saw, was an artist from the top of his curiously
shaped head to his niggerish feet. Upon these last
he stood firmly — he had never made a cheap pic-
ture though he had sometimes paid heavily for the
luxury of making experimental flops. In spite of
his excellent company, one could not be with him
long without realizing that he was not a well man.

From the moment of their entrance Joel’s day
bound itself up inextricably with theirs. As he
joined the group around them Stella turned away
from it with an impatient little tongue click —
and Miles Calman said to the man who happened
to be next to him:
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3a Hemenio. IlosaBTpakaJ oH y cebs: dopeib, caiaT
U3 aBOKam0, NMHTA KaaudopHuiickoro suua. Kor-
Ia IPHUILIO BPeMs OJeBaThCSA, OH BBIOPAJ KOCTIOM
B KJETOUKY, ToJy0yio pyballKy W HajieBbIil TaJ-
ctyk. OT ycrajocTu moja rjiasaMu y HEero TeMHeIu
kpyru. OH mogbexas K 0cOOHAKY Ha PuBbepe B ¢BO-
eli mofgep:;KaHHOII MAaIMHE W TOJLKO ycCIesJ Hpem-
craBUThbCca cectpe Cresybl, Kak aABuianck Cresia
¢ Maii13oM B KOCTIOMAaX JJIsI BEPXOBOII €310bl — He-
CKOJIbKO YaCOB IOAPSAJ OHU JKEeCTOKO CCOPHUJINCH Ha
Bcex moporax 3a Besepuan-Xuini3.

Maiins KanmeH — BBICOKMI, HEpPBHBIN, OJIu-
CTATeJIbHO OCTPOYMHBLIM M €C TAKUMU CKOPOHBIMU
riasamMu, Kakux J[;K0dJ He BUIEN HU Yy KOTO, OBLI
XYOOKHIKOM OT MAKYIIKN CBOE CTPAHHOBATO CJIe-
IIJIEHHOM I'OJIOBBI [0 TSKeJbIX HeCKJIaJHbIX Hor. Ha
HUX OH CTOSJI TBEPAO: OH He CHAJ HU OJHOTO IIO-
1uIoro GUIbMAa, XOTs MHON pas eMy HPUXOINIOCH
IOPOTO pacIJauMBATBbCSA B3a HEYIaBIIUICT 9KC-
epUMEHT — POCKOIIb, KOTOPYIO OH MOT cebe 1mo-
3B0oINTh. OH OBLT 00aATEIbHBIM COOECEeIHUKOM, HO
KasKIoMy, KTO MMeJ ¢ HUM Jej0, BCKOpe CTaHOBU-
JIOCH SICHO, UTO UeJIOBEK OH OOJILHOI.

EnBa Kosnmensr Bomuiu, Kak geHb I[iKoaaa He-
pacTop:KuMO cinIeca ¢ ux nueM. OH HaIpPaBUJICSA
K coOpaBIiiemMycs BO3Jjie HUX KPY:KKY, HO TyT CTe-
Ja, pasgpaskeHHo IIPUILEJKHYB A3bIKOM, OTOIILIA,
a Maiin3 ckasajg KOMY-TO PAIOM:

213



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

‘Go easy on Eva Goebel. There’s hell to pay
about her at home.” Miles turned to Joel, ‘I’m
sorry I missed you at the office yesterday. I spent
the afternoon at the analyst’s.’

‘You being psychoanalyzed?’

‘I have been for months. First I went for claus-
trophobia, now I’'m trying to get my whole life
cleared up. They say it’ll take over a year.’

‘There’s nothing the matter with your life,’
Joel assured him.

‘Oh, no? Well, Stella seems to think so. Ask
anybody — they can all tell you about it,” he said
bitterly.

A girl perched herself on the arm of Miles’s
chair; Joel crossed to Stella, who stood disconso-
lately by the fire.

‘Thank you for your telegram,’ he said. ‘It was
darn sweet. I can’t imagine anybody as good-look-
ing as you are being so good-humoured.’

She was a little lovelier than he had ever seen
her and perhaps the unstinted admiration in his
eyes prompted her to unload on him — it did not
take long, for she was obviously at the emotional
bursting point.

‘—and Miles has been carrying on this thing
for two years, and I never knew. Why, she was one
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— Toabko He ynomunaiite EBy I'oGes, He To 10-
Ma MHe KOocTe# He coOpaTh. — Maiias moBepHYJI-
ca K ixoanmy: — $, K coxkajeHUIo, He CyMeJs 3a-
TIAHYTH BUuepa K BaM Ha cTyauio. Iloamusa mpoBes
y CBOEro ImcuxuaTpa.

— Ilcuxoanamua?

— Jla, u yxxe maBHO. I oOpaTuicsa K HEMY IIO
oBOAY KJaycTpodobuu, a Temephb ILITAIOCh PACITY-
TaTh BCIO CBOIO JKU3Hb. ['0BOPAT, HA 9TO HOTPEOyeT-
cs He MeHbIIle Toa.

— Ho B Bame#l :Xxm3HU BCe IIPEKpPacHO, — yBe-
pua ero Jxoa1.

— Ber gymaere? A Bor Cresiia Tak He cUMUTA-
eT, — c ropeubio ckasaa Maii3. — Copocure KOro
YrOAHO, BAM BCAKHUII CKaXKeT.

Kaxkas-To meBuna ycesach Ha PyUKy ero KpecJia,
u Jxxoanm mopoten K Cresjie, KOTopas IMOTEPSIHHO
CTOsJIA Y KaMUHA.

— Cmacubo 3a TemerpamMmy, — cKasajl OH. —
Ona Obpla Kak O0anbp3aM Ha Ayury. Bbl Takas Kpa-
cuBas U Takasa gobpas! 3HauuT, OBIBAIOT U HOOPEIE
KpacaBUIIGI.

Omna OblLyIa Jaske ellle KpacuBeii B 9TO BOCKpece-
Hbe, U, OBITh MOXKET, NCKPEeHHee BOCXUIIeHNEe, KO-
TOpOe OHAa IIPOUJia B €ro Iiasax, IoOyaujao ee J0-
BEePUTHCA €My — cpasy Ke, HeMeJisd, IIOTOMY UTO
OHA ObLIA Ha I'PAHU HCTEPUKH.

— ...IIeJBIX JBa rofla, a s JaKke He II0J03peBa-
aa. OHa Beob cUMTaNach MOeH Jyuleil MOAPYTroi,
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of my best friends, always in the house. Finally
when people began to come to me, Miles had to
admit it.’

She sat down vehemently on the arm of Joel’s
chair. Her riding breeches were the colour of the
chair and Joel saw that the mass of her hair was
made up of some strands of red gold and some of
pale gold, so that it could not be dyed and that she
had on no makeup. She was that good-looking —

Still quivering with the shock of her discovery,
Stella found unbearable the spectacle of a new girl
hovering over Miles; she led Joel into a bedroom,
and seated at either end of a big bed they went
on talking. People on their way to the washroom
glanced in and made wise-cracks, but Stella, emp-
tying out her story, paid no attention. After a
while Miles stuck his head in the door and said.

‘There’s no use trying to explain something to
Joel in half an hour that I don’t understand my-
self and the psychoanalyst says will take a whole
year to understand.’

She talked on as if Miles were not there. She
loved Miles, she said — under considerable diffi-
culties she had always been faithful to him.

‘The psychoanalyst told Miles that he had a
mother complex. In his first marriage he trans-
ferred his mother complex to his wife, you see —
and then his sex turned to me. But when we mar-
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IIOCTOSITHHO ¥ Hac ObIBaja. B KOHIle KOHIIOB, KOTHA
JIIOAY OTKPBLLIU MHe Tiiasa, Maiis3 BeIHYKIEH ObLI
MIPU3HATHCA.

OHa [OEeMOHCTPATUBHO ycejlach Ha DPYUYKY €ro
Kpecja. Ee Opumku ObLIM TOIO K€ I[BETa, UYTO
¥ KPecJio, a B IMBLINIHBIX BOJIOCAX CMENTUBAJINCH PhI-
JKe-30JI0ThIe U 0JIeIHO-30JI0Thle IPAAU — HOKpa-
CUTHh TaK HEBO3MOKHO, mogyman I[:xoan. I HuKa-
KoM KocMeTuKH Ha Jjune. Hacrosiada KpacaBuia...

Crena Bce HUKAK He MOIVIA IIPUMTH B ce0s OT 00-
PYIINBIIETOCS HA Hee OTKPBITUA, a TYT elle K Mait-
3y JIbHyJIa HOBasA JEBUIA, U 9TO OBLIO HEBBIHOCUMO.
Omna yBena I[;xosJa B CIIaJIbHIO, TI€ OHU, YCEBIINCH
Ha pasHbIX KOHIAX IIUPOKOH KPOBATH, IIPOAOIKATIN
pasrosop. I'ocTu Mo myTu B BAHHYIO 3arVIALLIBAIN
K HUM UM OTHYCKaJu IIyTouku, HO Cresuia, M3auBas
IyIry, He oOpaliajla Ha HUX BHHUMaHusA. HeMHOTO
Torofis B IBepPhb IPOCYHYJI rosioBy Maiins.

— BecmosesHo TBITATbCSA OOBACHUTDL [[3K03JTYy
3a mojiyaca TO, 4ero f caM He MOHMMAIo, a JOKTOP
CKasaJ, 4ToObI MOHATH BCE 9TO, HY/KHO HE MEHbIIIe
roza.

Crenna mpomosikaia TOBOPUTH, OyaTo Maiinsa
TyT 1 He ObL10. OHa Jro0uT Maiinsa, ckasajia oHa,
HeCMOTpSA HU Ha YTO, OHA Bcerga OblIa eMy BepHa.

— IlcuxoanamuTuk ckalzau Maiigy, 4To y HEro
MaTepUHCKUH KoMmiLieke. Cuauasma Maiiis mepeHec
€ro Ha CBOIO IIEPBYIO JKeHY, U TOTZa ero CeKCyasb-
HbIe TIOPBIBBI OoOpaTuyuch Ha MeHsA. Ho Korma oH
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ried the thing repeated itself — he transferred his
mother complex to me and all his libido turned to-
wards this other woman.’

Joel knew that this probably wasn’t gibber-
ish — yet it sounded like gibberish. He knew Eva
Goebel; she was a motherly person, older and prob-
ably wiser than Stella, who was a golden child.

Miles now suggested impatiently that Joel
come back with them since Stella had so much
to say, so they drove out to the mansion in Bev-
erly Hills. Under the high ceilings the situation
seemed more dignified and tragic. It was an eerie
bright night with the dark very clear outside of
all the windows and Stella all rose-gold raging and
crying around the room. Joel did not quite believe
in picture actresses’ grief. They have other preoc-
cupations — they are beautiful rose-gold figures
blown full of life by writers and directors, and
after hours they sit around and talk in whispers
and giggle innuendoes, and the ends of many ad-
ventures flow through them.

Sometimes he pretended to listen and instead
thought how well she was got up — sleek breeches
with a matched set of legs in them, an Italian-col-
oured sweater with a little high neck, and a short
brown chamois coat. He couldn’t decide whether
she was an imitation of an English lady or an
English lady was an imitation of her. She hovered
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JKeHUWJICA Ha MHe, BCe IMOBTOPMJIOCH: MATEPUHCKUM
KOMILJIEKC OH IepeHec Ha MeHsA, a JUOUI0 — Ha 3Ty
JKeHIIUHY.

I:X05J1 MOHMMAJI, YTO, BOBMOYKHO, 9TO BOBCE He
TaKo# y:K Opex, u TeM He MeHee... OH OBLI 3HAKOM
¢ EBoii T'oben — HacToAIMi MaTepPUHCKHU THII:
oHa u crapire u Mmyapee Cresbl, IpejiecTHOTO 6a-
JIOBAaHHOTO pedeHKa.

Maitns cepauto mpensoxRmiI, yTodnl K097 1M0-
exaJ K HuUM, pas y: Cresie HaJo TaKk MHOTO €My
pacckasaTh, U OHU IT0eXaJiid B 0COOHAK Ha BeBepiu-
Xunna. Tam, mox BBICOKMMY IIOTOJIKAMMU, BCA UCTO-
pus npencraia 60osee TparuyecKoi u 6;1aropOSHOM.
Beuep ObLT CBETNBINT U JKYTKOBATBIM, 3a OKHAMU
BHCEJI IPO3PAYHbBIH CyMpaK, U 30JI0THUCTO-PO30BOI
TeHbBIO, C PEIIAHUSIMU, MeTajlach Mo KomHaTe CreJi-
Jaa. JI3X0aJ1 He OUeHb BePUJI B rope KnHOaKTpuc. UM
mpenHa3HAUEHO APYroe: KpacHBHIE 30JI0THCTO-PO-
30BbIE CTATY9TKM, HA KAKWEe-TO Yachl OHU OKUBAIOT
IO BOJIE CI[EHAPHCTOB U PEKMCCEPOB, a II0cje Che-
MOK MIENYyTCA, U XUXUKAIOT, U CILIETHUYAIOT 000
BCEM Ha CBeTe.

OH 1o caymian Crennay, TO TIPUTBOPAICA, OyI-
TO cJayllaeT, a caM JmoboBajicd, Kak oHa ofera:
OpPUI:KN B OOTSKKY YETKO OOPHCOBBLIBAIOT JUHUU
CTPOMHBIX HOT, ITACTEJIbHLIX TOHOB UTAJbAHCKUN
CBUTEP C BBICOKMM BOPOTOM, KOpPUUHEBas 3aMIle-
Bad Kyprouka. OH HUKAK He MOT DPEIIUTh, OHA JIU
moAAeJKa HOJ aHTVIMUCKYIO JeAu MU aHTJIUNCKIe
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somewhere between the realest of realities and the
most blatant of impersonations.

‘Miles is so jealous of me that he questions eve-
rything I do,’ she cried scornfully. ‘When I was in
New York I wrote him that I’d been to the theatre
with Eddie Baker. Miles was so jealous he phoned
me ten times in one day.’

‘T was wild,” Miles snuffled sharply, a habit he
had in times of stress. ‘The analyst couldn’t get
any results for a week.’

Stella shook her head despairingly.

‘Did you expect me just to sit in the hotel for
three weeks?’

‘I don’t expect anything. I admit that I’m jeal-
ous. I try not to be. I worked on that with Dr
Bridgebane, but it didn’t go any good. I was jeal-
ous of Joel this afternoon when you sat on the arm
of his chair.’

‘You were?’ She started up. ‘You were! Wasn’t
there somebody on the arm of your chair? And did
you speak to me for two hours?’

‘You were telling your troubles to Joel in the
bedroom.’

‘When I think that that woman’ — she seemed
to believe that to omit Eva Goebel’s name would
be to lessen her reality — ‘used to come here—’
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Jemnm — monmeaka mon Hee. OHa 6ajaHcUpoBaJia Ha
caMoU rpaHU JONOAJMHHON IIOAJINHHOCTH 1 HATJIO-
ro JuineneicTsa.

— Maiins Tak MeHsS pPeBHYeT, UTO CJIeIUT 3a
KaKIBIM MOUM IfaroM! — ¢ mpespeHueM OGpocuia
oHa. — §I manucana emy us Heio-Mopka, uto xonu-
Ja B TeaTp ¢ Iaau BelikepoM, U OH ¢ yMa COIIEJ OT
PEeBHOCTH, 3BOHUJI MHE JeCATh pas Ha JHIO.

— §1 coBcem obGe3ymes. — Maiins 3acomes, Kak
BCcerla B MUHYTHI BOJIHeHUs. — llcuxmarp Torma
IeJIyIo Heleto Oujacsa co MHOM, U BCe BIIYCTYIO.

CreJia B OTUAAHUY IOKAYaja I'OJIOBOI.

— A TBI XIOaJ, UTO A TpU Hemeau OyAy Oe3BbI-
XOJHO CHUAETh B HOMepe?

— Huuero a ze xxgan. Hy ga, s peBuus. §1 cra-
paioch He peBHOBaTh. JlokTop Bpum:x6eiin mpoBo-
IWJ CO MHOM cIeluajbHbIe CeaHCHI, HO HUUEro He
BbINILIO. CerofHA A peBHOBAJ TeOA K I[3Koasy, KOT-
Ia ThI ceJia HA PYYKY ero KpecJja.

— Twr peBuoBan?! — Bcobixuysaa Cremma. —
PesuoBan! A y Tebsa Ha pydukKe Kpecjia HUKTO He CH-
mea? U TeI cKa3as MHe 3a IBa 4aca XOThb OJHO CJI0OBO?

— Ho 181 6b11a B cnanbHe ¢ [:xoanom. sKamo-
Bajlach eMy.

— Kak TOIbKO s BCIOMHIO, UTO 9Ta KEHIIU-
Ha... — Creije, Kak BUAHO, Ka3aJoCh, UTO, He IIPO-
usHocsa umenu EBwl ['oGes1, oHa TeM caMbIM BbIUEp-
KHBAaeT ee U3 PeajbHOIl :KI3HI, — BCE BpeMs 37IeCh
onrBaJal
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‘All right — all right,’ said Miles wearily. ‘I’ve
admitted everything and I feel as bad about it as
you do.’

Turning to Joel he began talking about pic-
tures, while Stella moved restlessly along the far
walls, her hands in her breeches pockets.

‘They’ve treated Miles terribly,” she said,
coming suddenly back into the conversation as
if they’d never discussed her personal affairs.
‘Dear, tell him about old Beltzer trying to change
your picture.’

As she stood hovering protectively over Miles,
her eyes flashing with indignation in his behalf,
Joel realized that he was in love with her. Stifled
with excitement he got up to say good night.

With Monday the week resumed its workaday
rhythm, in sharp contrast to the theoretical dis-
cussions, the gossip and scandal of Sunday; there
was the endless detail of script revision — ‘In-
stead of a lousy dissolve, we can leave her voice
on the sound track and cut to a medium shot of
the taxi from Bell’s angle or we can simply pull
the camera back to include the station, hold it a
minute, and then pan to the row of taxis’ — by
Monday afternoon Joel had again forgotten that
people whose business was to provide entertain-
ment were ever privileged to be entertained. In
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— Hy xopoiro, XOpoImo, — yCTajJo CcKasaj
Maitns. — § Beab BO BceM HPU3HAJICA, U MHE He
Jgerde, yeM Tebe.

O moBepuyJcAd K [[JK03Jy uW CTajl TOBOPUTH
o duapmax, a Crenna, CyHyB PYKH B KapMaHbI
Opumxeli, 0eCIIOKOMHO pacxasKuBaJja B3ajJ U BIIe-
pen B JaibHeM KOHIEe TOCTHUHOIA.

— OHm ob6omrnuck ¢ Maiia30M BO3MYTHUTENH-
HO, — HeOXMJaHHO BMelnaJachk Creiia, Kak OyaATO
¥ He OBLJI0 HUKAKOTO PasroBopa O ee COOCTBEHHBIX
npobiemax. — Pacckamxu I[:xoaay, Kak aTot Beir-
Iep X0UeT IePEeKPOUTh TBOH (PUJILM.

Timaza Crenybl cBepKaawm HeEroJoBaHMEM, OHA
CKJIOHMJIACh Hax Maiii3oM, CJIOBHO XOTeJia eTo 3allu-
TUTh, — 1 J$K03J MOoHsAI, uTO JIobuT ee. OT BoJIHE-
HUSA Yy HEro 3aXBATUJIO IYX, OH BCTAJ U IIOIMPOIIAJICS.

B nouenenbHUK, pe3KUM KOHTPACTOM C BOCKpEC-
HBIMU IIepecyJaMU, CILIETHIMY U CeMeNHbIMU aApa-
MaMu, HeJeJs BHOBL o0OpeJia CBOM paboumii puTM;
cileHapuii 6e3 KOHIIA pesaju, IepeaebIBaIn, TOMI-
rouanau: «K uepry sTor mypankuii Hamiasis! Ocra-
BUM ee TOJIOC 3a KaIpoOM W JaAuM CPeIHWM ILIaH
ot Besia niu o61uii BUJ: IPOCTO BOK3aJI, a IIOTOM
KaMepa HaHopaMUpPyeT BepeHUIy Takch...» K cepe-
IVHe THA B MOHeAeIbHUK J[3K05JI y:Ke CHOBA 3a0bL,
YTO JIIOAAM, ITOCTABJIAIONINM Pa3BIeUeHUs, TT03BO-
JIEHO pasBJeKaThcA camMuM. KaiMeHaM OH II03BO-
HuaI BeuepoM. O cupocus Maiiiasa, HO K TesiepoHy
nogonnra Cresia.

223



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

the evening he phoned Miles’s house. He asked for
Miles but Stella came to the phone.

‘Do things seem better?’

‘Not particularly. What are you doing next
Saturday evening?’

‘Nothing.’

‘The Perrys are giving a dinner and theatre par-
ty and Miles won’t be here — he’s flying to South
Bend to see the Notre Dame — California game.
I thought you might go with me in his place.’

After a long moment Joel said:

‘Why — surely. If there’s a conference I can’t
make dinner but I can get to the theatre.’

‘Then I’ll say we can come.’

Joel walked his office. In view of the strained
relations of the Calmans, would Miles be pleased,
or did she intend that Miles shouldn’t know of
it? That would be out of the question — if Miles
didn’t mention it Joel would. But it was an hour
or more before he could get down to work again.

Wednesday there was a four-hour wrangle in a
conference room crowded with planets and nebu-
lae of cigarette smoke. Three men and a woman
paced the carpet in turn, suggesting or condemn-
ing, speaking sharply or persuasively, confidently
or despairingly. At the end Joel lingered to talk
to Miles.
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— Hy kaxk y Bac, mojerue?

— He ouenb. YTo BEI AesaeTe B cy000Ty Beue-
pom?

— Huuero.

— Ileppu matoT oben, a OTTyga IOEAYT B TeaTp.
Maiinza He Oymer — yiaeraet B CayT-Bensa, Ha MaTu
«Horp-Ham» — «Kamudopuusa». Ber He Moryiu ObI
COCTaBUTHh MHE KOMIAHUIIO?

X051 OTBETHUJI HE CPasy:

— Hy xomeuno, ¢ ynososbcTBueM. ToabKO ecau
3aTSAHYT cOBelllanme, K 00e1y s He ycIero, a B TeaTp
mpumgy.

— Torma A cKamy, YTO MBI OyIeM.

ITono:xuB TPYyOKY, JK05J HOJITO XOAUJI II0 KaOu-
Hery. IToupaBurca iu aTo Maiisy, 0cOOEHHO ecau
HMEeTb B BUAY, UTO Y HUX ceiiuac npoucxonut? Wian
OHa He xXoueT, uTo0bl Mains 3uan? Her, sT0 HEeBO3-
MOXKHO, — ecJyiu Maiin3 He 3aBeleT pasroBop O cyo-
oore, [I:x091 cam emy ckaker. OmHaAKO I1eJIbI# Yac,
ecau He OOJIbIlle, OH He MOT IPUHATHCA 3a padory.

B cpeny B KoHDepeHII-3a/Ie YeThIpe uaca ILIo CoBe-
manue. Tpoe My:KYWH U OfHA KEeHI[UHA 10 oUepenn
MepUJIU MaraMu KOBED, Ipejaras Wi oTBeprasa —
PE3KO WM MeJTUKATHO, YBePEeHHO miu 0e3Hame:xHo,
a HaJ UX ToJIOBAMHU ILIBLIN CIUPATIAMU TYMaHHOCTU
U cosBesmus TabauHoro aniMa. Korma oGcy:kIaeHuUe
KOHUYMJIOCH, [[»x0as1 mogoren Kk Maiinsy.
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The man was tired — not with the exaltation
of fatigue but life-tired, with his lids sagging and
his beard prominent over the blue shadows near
his mouth.

‘T hear you’re flying to the Notre Dame game.’

Miles looked beyond him and shook his head.

‘T’ve given up the idea.’

‘Why?’

‘On account of you.’” Still he did not look at
Joel.

‘What the hell, Miles?’

‘That’s why I’ve given it up.” He broke into a
perfunctory laugh at himself. ‘I can’t tell what
Stella might do just out of spite — she’s invit-
ed you to take her to the Perrys’, hasn’t she?
I wouldn’t enjoy the game.’

The fine instinct that moved swiftly and con-
fidently on the set, muddled so weakly and help-
lessly through his personal life.

‘Look, Miles,” Joel said frowning. ‘I’ve never
made any passes whatsoever at Stella. If you’re
really seriously cancelling your trip on account of
me, I won’t go to the Perrys’ with her. I won’t see
her. You can trust me absolutely.’

Miles looked at him, carefully now.
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BoT KTO [meiicTBUTENBHO yCTadl — He OT CIOPOB,
a IIPOCTO OT KU3HHU: HAOPAKIINE BeKU, CHHIE TeH!
IOJ, CKyJIaMU, I'le IPO0MBaeTCs IIeTUHA.

— T'oBopsAT, BRI JIeTUTE Ha MaT4?

Maiins mocMoTpes Kyma-To MMMO 1 OKadaJ ro-
JIOBOI.

— 1 pazgymaa.

— Oruero xe?

— HM3-3a Bac. — OH mo-mIpekHEMY He CMOTPeJ
Ha [[;x0371a.

— Ia rocmoxns ¢ Bamu, Maiins!

— M3-3a Bac a oTkasajcs oT moe3nku. — W o
YCMEXHYJICSI — CJIOBHO caM HaJ coboit. — Ilompo-

Oyi#i yragaii, uro HatBoput Crejsia MHE Ha3J0 —
OHA BeIb IIpUIJacuja Bac moiiTu ¢ Heii K Ileppu?
Matu He mocTaBUT MHE HUKAKOTO YIOBOJbBCTBUA.

ITopasuTenbHass WHTYyUIIUA, KOTOpas HUKOTIA
He U3MeHsdAJIa eMy Ha CheMOYHOH ILJIOIIagKe, OTKa-
3bIBaJIa B JIMYHOM KMB3HU, TYT OH ObLI cjab u Gec-
IIOMOIIIEH.

— Ilocaymatite, Mains, — ckasaia I[:koaJ, Ha-
XMYPHUBIINACh. — ¥ MEHSA M B MBICJSIX HUYETO HET
¥ He O0bL10. Eciiu BRI ITpaBga XOTUTE OTMEHUTDH II0-
e3IKy M3-3a MeHsd, 1 He moiiay co Cremnoii k Ilep-
pu u He Oynay c Hell BuierhbcA. MokeTe MHe Be-
PUTh.

Tonbko TyT Maiins mocmorpen Ha Hero. OueHb
BHUMATEJIbHO.
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‘Maybe.” He shrugged his shoulders. ‘Anyhow
there’d just be somebody else. I wouldn’t have any
fun.’

‘You don’t seem to have much confidence in
Stella. She told me she’d always been true to you.’

‘Maybe she has.’ In the last few minutes several
more muscles had sagged around Miles’s mouth.
‘But how can I ask anything of her after what’s
happened? How can I expect her—’ He broke off
and his face grew harder as he said, ‘I’ll tell you
one thing, right or wrong and no matter what I’ve
done, if I ever had anything on her I’d divorce her.
I can’t have my pride hurt — that would be the
last straw.’

His tone annoyed Joel, but he said:

‘Hasn’t she calmed down about the Eva Goebel
thing?’

‘No.” Miles snuffled pessimistically. ‘I can’t
get over it either.’

‘T thought it was finished.’

‘I’m trying not to see Eva again, but you know
it isn’t easy just to drop something like that — it
isn’t some girl I kissed last night in a taxi. The
psychoanalyst says—’

‘I know,” Joel interrupted. ‘Stella told me.’
This was depressing. “Well, as far as I’m con-
cerned if you go to the game I won’t see Stella.
And I’m sure Stella has nothing on her conscience
about anybody.’
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— HMomyctum. — O mo:xaa mieuamu. — He
BBI, TaK HalifeTcsa KTo-To Apyroii. Mue Gymer He 10
pas3BJIeUeHUIA.

— B&I, BuAHO, He cIUIIKOM goBepseTe Cresie?
A oHa ckKasaja MHe, UTO Bcerza ObLiIa BaM BepHA.

— Mo:xer, 1 ObLJIa. — 3a DOCJIeSHNE HECKOJIbKO
MUHYT CKJAJIKU BOKPYT pra y Maiiasa 3ajeriu eie
rnyo:xe. — Ho mocje Toro, 4To CJIyYMJIOChH, pasBe
s CMOTY YTO-TO OT Hee TpeboBaTh? PasBe s mmero
npaBo... — OH yMOJK, IOTOM 3aroBOpHUJI CHOBA,
U JUIO ero CTajo :KecTKuM. — CKaKy BaM OXHO.
Yro A caM HATBOPWJ — HE Ba)KHO, HO, €CJIU A y3-
Hat uTo-HuOyab mpo Crenny, A ¢ Heil pasBenych.
He mory a mocTynuThes CBOeH ropaoCThi0, 9TO ObI-
JIo OBI IToCcJIeSHEel Kalllel.

I:x0971a pasgpaskaJ ero TOH, HO OH CKasaJ:

— A xak ¢ EBoii I'o6en? Cresnia ycrmokounach?

— Her. — Maiins mpauno 3acomena. — W mia
MeHs 9TO TOKe He IPOCTO.

— M=e Kazajoch, TaM Bce KOHUEHO...

— $1 craparocs He BcTpeuaThes ¢ EBoii, HO, 3Ha-
eTe, He TaK JeTKO IIOPBATh Cpa3y — OHA BeJb He
IeBUOHKA, C KOTOPOH IleJsiyenrbea B Takcu. Ilcmxu-
aTp rOBOPWUT...

— Ja-na, — mepebun [[:xosyg, — Creana MHe
pacckaswiBasa. — Manuaaua Maiinsa HaBOAUIU
Tocky. — Tak BOT, UTO KacaeTcs MeHS, €CJIH BbI

yJjaerure Ha MaTd, A CO Crenmoit He BCTPEUYyCh.
n YBEpEeH, UTO €ee COBECThb UHCTa.
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‘Maybe not,” Miles repeated listlessly. ‘Anyhow
I’ll stay and take her to the party. Say,” he said
suddenly, ‘I wish you’d come too. I’ve got to have
somebody sympathetic to talk to. That’s the trou-
ble — I’ve influenced Stella in everything. Espe-
cially I’ve influenced her so that she likes all the
men I like — it’s very difficult.’

‘It must be,” Joel agreed.

'}

Joel could not get to the dinner. Self-conscious
in his silk hat against the unemployment, he
waited for the others in front of the Hollywood
Theatre and watched the evening parade: obscure
replicas of bright, particular picture stars, spav-
ined men in polo coats, a stomping dervish with
the beard and staff of an apostle, a pair of chic
Filipinos in collegiate clothes, reminder that this
corner of the Republic opened to the seven seas,
a long fantastic carnival of young shouts which
proved to be a fraternity initiation. The line split
to pass two smart limousines that stopped at the
kerb.
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— MoskeTr OBITh, MOMKET OBITb, — BSJIO IIOBTO-
pun Mains... — Tem He MeHee A ocTalOCh U UAY
c Hell Ha obef... A 3HaeTe, — BAPYT CKasaj OH, —

noiigemMTe u BbI ¢ Hamu! MHe HYKHO, YTOOBI PAJOM
OBLT KTO-TO CUMIIATUYHLIN MHE, C KeM s MOTY IIO-
rosoputhb. B aToM Begsb u O0ega: Cresria MOJIHOCTHIO
HaXOJUTCsA IIOJ MOMM BJIHUSHHEM, X Bce, KTO Hpa-
BUTCA MHe, HpPaBATCSI U el Toxke. B ocobemmocTu
My:KunHbI. OUueHb BCe 9TO CJIO0KHO.

— Jla, moyKHO OBITH, — coryiacuics I[:xoa.

IV

Ha o6en [I:x05a He mmocmen. CTBIASCH CBOETO ITH-
JUHIpPaA B 9TO 0e3BpeMeHbe, KOTma KPYyroM OBLIO
CTOJIBKO 0e3paboTHLIX, OH sKAaJ [leppu u ux rocrei
nepen TOXIUBYACKMM TeaTpoOM U PAa3TVIAAbIBAJ
BeuepHUil 1mapaj: Oe3mapHble KOIHK OJIECTAIUX
KUHO3Be3l, HEeCOCTOABIINECS KUHOTEPOU B CIIOP-
TUBHBIX MUAKAKAX, IIAPKAMOINI IEePBUII C aIlo-
CTOJIBCKOIT GOpPOMOl M IIOCOXOM, ITapouka (paH-
TOBATBIX (QUJININUHIEB B MOJHBIX KOCTIOMAX KaK
HAIIOMUHAHWE O TOM, YTO JTOT IITAT OTKPBIT BCEM
MOPSM, IIYMHAs IIPOLECCUSI MOJIOAEKU B MPUUY/-
JUBBIX HapAJaX — KaK BBISCHUJIOCH, IIOCBAIIEHNE
B Kakoe-To Oparcrso. IllecTBue pacmanochk, IpoIry-
CKas JBa POCKOIIHLIX JIUMY3UHA, KOTOPhIE OCTAHO-
BUJINCEH ¥ TPOTyapa.
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There she was, in a dress like ice-water, made
in a thousand pale-blue pieces, with icicles trick-
ling at the throat. He started forward.

‘So you like my dress?’

‘Where’s Miles?’

‘He flew to the game after all. He left yester-
day morning — at least I think—’ She broke off.
‘I just got a telegram from South Bend saying
that he’s starting back. I forgot — you know all
these people?’

The party of eight moved into the theatre.

Miles had gone after all and Joel wondered if he
should have come. But during the performance,
with Stella a profile under the pure grain of light
hair, he thought no more about Miles. Once he
turned and looked at her and she looked back at
him, smiling and meeting his eyes for as long as
he wanted. Between the acts they smoked in the
lobby and she whispered:

‘They’re all going to the opening of Jack John-
son’s night club — I don’t want to go, do you?’

‘Do we have to?’

‘I suppose not.” She hesitated. ‘I’d like to talk
to you. I suppose we could go to our house — if
I were only sure—’

Again she hesitated and Joel asked:

‘Sure of what?’
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Bot ona! B iaTbe, COTKaHHOM M3 THICAYM OJI€.T-
HO-TOJIyOBIX OJIMKOB — CJIOBHO B CTDPye CTYJE€HOM
BOJIBI, a Ha Ilee mepeauBaioTcA cocyabku. OH mo-
PBIBHCTO MIATHYJI K Hei.

— Hy kak? HpaBurcsa BaM Moe IL1aThe?

— I'me Maiinz?

— Ou Bce-Taku yJjeTesJ Ha MaTd. Buepa yTpoM...
Bo Bcakom cayuae, Hageiochb... — OHa He IOTOBO-
puina. — Toabko uro mpumiia Teaerpamma us Ca-
yT-BeHaa, 4TO OH BbLIeTaeT o0paTHO. AX a — BBI
3HAKOMBI C MOUMHU APY3bAMU?

Bcsa xoMmmmaHusA HampaBuiach B TeaTp.

3uauut, Mains Bce-Taku yJetena. Ko Tep-
3aJICI COMHEHUSAMHU, MPABUJBLHO JHW OH CHeJal,
yTo npuinesa. Ho Korma Havaicsa CIeKTaKJIb, OH I10-
3a0b11 0 Maiisnze — mpoguuab Cressbl U cBeTIasd
pOCCHIIb ee BOJIOC ObLIM coBceM pamoM. OguH pas
OH TIOBEpHYJICS K Hell, 1 OHA IIOCMOTpeJa Ha Hero,
yabi0asch, U He OTBeJa Iia3. B aHTpakTe OHU Ky-
puiau B (oiie, U OHA HIEIHYJIA eMY:

— OHU Bce IOEAYT Ha OTKPHITHE HOYHOTO KJIy6a
I:xeka I[:xoHcoHA... MHe He XoueTcs, a Bam?

— 9r0 0b6s3aTeIBLHO?

— Ilo-moemy, Her. — Ona 3amsanachk. — MHe
XOTeJ0Ch OBl MOTOBOPUTH ¢ BaMu. MoKeT OBITb,
noemeM K HaMm? Eciu ObI TOJBKO s ObLIa yBEpPEHA...

OHa cHOBa ymMoOJKJIa, u [[:xK05J cipocur:

— B uem?
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‘Sure that — oh, I’m haywire I know, but how
can I be sure Miles went to the game?’

‘You mean you think he’s with Eva Goebel?’

‘No, not so much that — but supposing he was
here watching everything I do. You know Miles
does odd things sometimes. Once he wanted a
man with a long beard to drink tea with him and
he sent down to the casting agency for one, and
drank tea with him all afternoon.’

‘That’s different. He sent you a wire from
South Bend — that proves he’s at the game.’

After the play they said good night to the oth-
ers at the kerb and were answered by looks of
amusement. They slid off along the golden garish
thoroughfare through the crowd that had gath-
ered around Stella.

‘You see he could arrange the telegrams,’ Stel-
la said, ‘very easily.’

That was true. And with the idea that perhaps
her uneasiness was justified, Joel grew angry: if
Miles had trained a camera on them he felt no ob-
ligations towards Miles. Aloud he said:

‘That’s nonsense.’

There were Christmas trees already in the shop
windows and the full moon over the boulevard was
only a prop, as scenic as the giant boudoir lamps
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— ¥YBepeHa, uro... Hy ma, a mcuxomaTka, HO A
BOBCe He yBepeHa, uTo Maiis3 meficTBUTEIHHO II0-
exaJl Ha MaT4.

— BsI gymaere, o y EBbr T'oben?

— Jla HeT... HO UTO, eCJIU OH 3/IeCh W CJEIUT 3a
mHOU? 3Haere, Maiin3 cmocobeH Ha OUeHBb CTPaH-
HBbIe TIOCTYIKK. Kak-To OH moskesaa mUTh Yail ¢ Ka-
KUM-HUOYIb YeJIOBEKOM, Y KOTOPOTO IJINHHAaA 60pO-
Ia, ¥ IoTpedoBaJ, YTOOLI OIOPO II0 HANMY aKTEpOB
MIPUCJIAJIO eMy TaKOro AJUHHOOOPOIOro, a IOTOM
OnJ ¢ HUM 4Yail 1o Beuepa.

— Hy, sTo coBcem apyroe. OH ke IpuCIaT BaM
reserpammy us Cayr-Benpa. 3HauuT, OH HA MaT4de.

Briiigsa us3 Tearpa, OHU IIOIPOIIAJINCH CO CBOU-
MU CIIyTHUKAMM’, UTO OBIIO BCTPEUEHO BeCEJNbIMU
B3MIsAZaMu. MalimHa BRIPYJIWJIa U3 TOJIIBI, COOpaB-
mretica BOKpyr CrTesibl, ¥ MOKATUIACH IO 3aJIUTOU
30JI0OTBIM CBETOM YJIHIIE.

— OH Begb MOTI' JOTOBOPUTHCA 00 BTUX TeJie-
rpaMmax, — ckasaja Cresia. — 9TO OUEeHDb IPOCTO.

YTo K, BIIOJIHE BEPOATHO, U IPU MBICIH, UTO €€
TpeBoTa He JUIleHa OCHOBaHUs, [[3K03J1 paccepami-
cda: ecau Maiins, Tak cCKasaTh, PEUINJ JepP:KaTh UX
B 00BEKTHBEe KMHOKAMEpPHhI, TO OH CHUMaeT ¢ cebs
Bce o0sa3aTesbcTBa. Beayx oH cKasaJr:

— Yenyxa.

B BuTpuHax MarasmHOB yiKe CBEPKaJU POKIe-
CTBEHCKUE eJIOUKHU, U IOJIHAs JyHA HaJ 6yJILBApOM
Kasajach 0yTadopcKoii, Kak M OrpoMHBIe (oHAPU
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of the corners. On into the dark foliage of Beverly
Hills that flamed as eucalyptus by day, Joel saw
only the flash of a white face under his own, the
arc of her shoulder. She pulled away suddenly and
looked up at him.

‘Your eyes are like your mother’s,” she said.
‘I used to have a scrap-book full of pictures of her.’

‘Your eyes are like your own and not a bit like
any other eyes,” he answered.

Something made Joel look out into the grounds
as they went into the house, as if Miles were lurk-
ing in the shrubbery. A telegram waited on the
hall table. She read aloud:

Chicago. Home tomorrow night. Thinking of
you. Love. Miles

‘You see,’ she said, throwing the slip back on
the table, ‘he could easily have faked that.’

She asked the butler for drinks and sandwiches
and ran upstairs, while Joel walked into the emp-
ty reception rooms. Strolling about he wandered
to the piano where he had stood in disgrace two
Sundays before.

‘Then we could put over,’ he said aloud, ‘a sto-
ry of divorce, the younger generation, and the
Foreign Legion.’

His thoughts jumped to another telegram.

‘You were one of the most agreeable people at
our party—’
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Ha nepekpectkax. Ha BeBepau-Xunis remuasa jgu-
CTBa TYCKJIO TTOOJIeCKMBAaJa, OYATO 9BKAJIUIITHI O]
coJIHIIEM, HO K09/ BuOeJ JUIIL OTCBET 6ejoro
JINIIA COBCEM PAAOM M ILJIaBHBINM m3ru6 mieua. OHa
BIAPYT OTCTPAHMUJIACh U IIOCMOTPEJa Ha Hero.

— V¥ Bac ri1asa Baiiei MmaTepu, — cKasaja oHa. —
Korma-To y MeHa GbLI LIeJIbIH aEOOM ee CHUMKOB.

— A y Bac riaza — TOJIBKO Ballld, APYTUX TAKUX
HEeT, — OTBETUJI OH.

Korna onu Bxommnm B mom, I[JK0dJ mOUeMy-TO
OIVIAHYJICA, OyATO €My IOYyauJoch, uTto Maiins
mpuTtamicsa B Kycrax. Ha cronuke B mepenHeii Jie-
skajia Teserpamma. Cresiia mpodsia ee BCIYX:

— «Ywuraro. Byny BsaBtpa Beuepom. Jlymaro
o Tebe. JIo0m0. Maiins».

— BoT BuauTe, — cKasaJjia OHa, Opocas TeJe-
rpaMMy o0paTHO Ha CTOJUK, — OH JIETKO MOT BCe
9TO MOJCTPOUTb.

OHa pacmopaguiIach, UTOOBI ABOPEIKUIN MpPU-
HeC HANUTKU W COHABUYU, U HOAHSAJIACH HaBepX,
a Jl»Koss mpollnesicad MO NYCTHIHHBIM T'OCTHUHBIM.
Bor m posasb, Bo3jie KOTOPOTO OH, OMO30PEHHLIN,
CTOSJI B TTO3AIIPOIILIOE BOCKPECEeHbE.

— HWrak, pasBoji, — CKasaJ OH 'POMKO, — MO-
Jomas mapa, a OH IIocje pasBoja na B AGpuky...

OH BCIIOMHWJI O APYro# TejerpaMme:
«BbBI OBLIIM OMHUM W3 CAMBIX IIPUATHBIX HAIIHUX
TOCTEeMH...»
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An idea occurred to him. If Stella’s telegram
had been purely a gesture of courtesy then it was
likely that Miles had inspired it, for it was Miles
who had invited him. Probably Miles had said:

‘Send him a wire — he’s miserable — he thinks
he’s queered himself.’

It fitted in with ‘I’ve influenced Stella in eve-
rything. Especially I’ve influenced her so that she
likes all the men I like.” A woman would do a thing
like that because she felt sympathetic — only a
man would do it because he felt responsible.

When Stella came back into the room he took
both her hands.

‘T have a strange feeling that I’m a sort of pawn
in a spite game you’re playing against Miles,” he
said.

‘Help yourself to a drink.’

‘And the odd thing is that I’m in love with you
anyhow.’

The telephone rang and she freed herself to an-
swer it.

‘Another wire from Miles,” she announced. ‘He
dropped it, or it says he dropped it, from the aero-
plane at Kansas City.’

‘I suppose he asked to be remembered to me.’

‘No, he just said he loved me. I believe he does.
He’s so very weak.’

‘Come sit beside me,’ Joel urged her.
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A uro, ecau Tenerpamma CTessibI — OOBIUYHBIH
JKeCT BEeKJMBOCTH, BAPYT moaymas oH. CKopee Bce-
ro, ee Hagoymma Maiiis, BeJb 3TO OH IIPUIVIACKII
ero. Mosxer ObITH, Maiii3 ckasai:

«Ilomym emy TejierpaMmMy — Yy HEro cemdac
CKBEPHO Ha Ayllle, eMy KayKeTCs, UTO OH CHeJas 13
ce0s IMOCMeInIIe» .

IToxoxxe Ha TO... «CTesjia IOJHOCTHIO HAXOMUT-
cs IO MOMM BJIMSHIEM, M BCe, KTO HPABUTCA MHe,
HpaBATCA U i TOoKe, B 0COOEHHOCTH MYKUNHBI».
JKenmnua mocaana 6bI TejerpaMmy M3 COCTpaja-
HUS, MY:KUNHA CU€J 9TO CBOMM JOJITOM.

Cresiia BoOIlLJIa B TOCTUHYIO, M OH B3dAJ ee 3a
pyKH.

— V¥V MeHs cTpaHHOe YYBCTBO, MHE BCE KaiKeT-
cs, UTO s IPOCTO IEIIKa, KOTOPOU BBI CAeJIAN XO[
npotuB Maiiyi3a, — CKasaJj OH.

— HaueiiTe cebe uero-uubynb.

— A camoe cTpanHoOe, UTO s BCe PABHO BJIIOOJIEH
B Bac.

3a3BOHII TejiepOH, OHA OTHAJIA PYKY M B3sja
TPYOKY.

— Eme oxgHa Teserpamma ot Maiiiza, — 00bs-
Buia oHa. — OH OTHpPaBUJI €€ — BO BCAKOM CJIydae,
TaK TaM cKa3aHo — ¢ camoJiera, us Kauzac-Curu.

— W HaBepHOE, IPOCHUT IIepPeSaTh IOKJIOH MHe?

— Her, 0OH TOJIBKO MHIIET, YTO JIOOUT MEHI.
W a Bepro, uto mo6uT. OH Takoii caadbIii.

— CanbTe pamoM co MHOM, — mompocut [[:KoaJ.
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It was early. And it was still a few minutes
short of midnight a half-hour later, when Joel
walked to the cold hearth, and said tersely:

‘Meaning that you haven’t any curiosity abo-
ut me?’

‘Not at all. You attract me a lot and you know
it. The point is that I suppose I really do love
Miles.’

‘Obviously.’

‘And tonight I feel uneasy about everything.’

He wasn’t angry — he was even faintly relieved
that a possible entanglement was avoided. Still as
he looked at her, the warmth and softness of her
body thawing her cold blue costume, he knew she
was one of the things he would always regret.

‘T’ve got to go,’ he said. ‘I’ll phone a taxi.’

‘Nonsense — there’s a chauffeur on duty.’
He winced at her readiness to have him go, and
seeing this she kissed him lightly and said:

‘You’re sweet, Joel.’

Then suddenly three things happened: he took
down his drink at a gulp, the phone rang loud
through the house, and a clock in the hall struck
in trumpet notes.

Nine — ten — eleven — twelve —
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Bpemsa 6bL10 He mosmHee. U monuaca cmycrs,
korma I[:K0sJ1 BCTAJ M IIOAOLIE] K XOJOIZHOMY Ka-
MUHY, [0 IIOJYHOUM OCTABAJIOCH €Ille¢ HECKOJIbKO
MUHYT.

— 3HauuT, I BaM COBCEM He MHTepeceH?

— Ilouemy :xe? Bbl MHe OueHb HPABUTECH, U BbI
aT0 3HaeTe. Ho TOJIBKO, KamKeTcs, s JeMCTBUTEIbHO
Jarobiro Maitinza.

— BHe BCAKOTO COMHEHUS.

— W a1 mouemy-TO OUeHb HEPBHUYAIO CETOHS.

OH He cepamjcsi — CKOpee, IIOYYBCTBOBAJ 00-
JerueHue; CJAyYHCh HWHaUe, BCe CJIUIIKOM OBI OC-
JokHUIOoCh. Ho, TNIAnA Ha Hee, HA ee TEIJI0e HEMX-
HOe TeJI0, pacTallInBapllee XOJOLHYIO TOJyOU3HY
IJIaThbs, OH IOHSJ, UTO OYJeT COXKAaJleTh O Hell BCIO
CBOIO K13Hb.

— Maue nopa, — ckasaj oH. — I m03BOHIO U 3a-
KasKy TakCH.

— 3aueM xKe? Y Hac eCTb HOUHOII mIodep.

OH MOoeXMJICSI — YK OUeHb JIETKO OHA ero OT-
nycKaeTr, — 1, 3aMeTUB 9TO, OHA IIOIEJI0OBAJIA ero
JIETKUM TIOIieJlyeM U cKasaJjia:

— Bs1 muasrii, :xoa1.

OH 3aJIIIOM OCyIIuJI O0KaJ, U TYT sKe 'POMKO, Ha
Bechb JOM, 3a3BOHUJ TeJedOH U TOP:KECTBEHHO 3a-
OMJIM Yachkl B XOJLIE:

JeBATh... 1€CATH... OTUHHAAIATD... IB€HAAIATh...
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v

It was Sunday again. Joel realized that he had
come to the theatre this evening with the work of
the week still hanging about him like cerements.
He had made love to Stella as he might attack
some matter to be cleaned up hurriedly before
the day’s end. But this was Sunday — the lovely,
lazy perspective of the next twenty-four hours un-
rolled before him — every minute was something
to be approached with lulling indirection, every
moment held the germ of innumerable possibili-
ties. Nothing was impossible — everything was
just beginning. He poured himself another drink.

With a sharp moan, Stella slipped forward
inertly by the telephone. Joel picked her up and
laid her on the sofa. He squirted soda-water on a
handkerchief and slapped it over her face. The tel-
ephone mouthpiece was still grinding and he put
it to his ear.

‘—the plane fell just this side of Kansas City.
The body of Miles Calman has been identified and—’

He hung up the receiver.

‘Lie still,” he said, stalling, as Stella opened
her eyes.

‘Oh, what’s happened?’ she whispered. ‘Call
them back. Oh, what’s happened?’

‘T’ll call them right away. What’s your doctor’s
name?’

‘Did they say Miles was dead?’
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v

W cumoBa macramo BockpeceHbe. [[;K037 momy-
MaJl, UTO IIOIIIeJI BEYePOM B TeaTp, elle He cOPOCUB
¢ ce0sa ruera Oyamueil, u CTesIbl JoMOraJca TakK Ha-
CTOMYMBO, OYATO CIEIINJI A0 KOHIIA THA MTOKOHYUTH
u ¢ aTuM AesoM. Ho Temeps HacTymmijo BOCKpece-
HbEe — BIIEpeaur ABaAlaTh 4YE€ThbIPE YIIOUTEJIBbHBIX
NpasgHbIX Yaca, Kamaas MHUHYTA MAHUT TalHBIM
obeljaHueM, B KayKJOM MI'HOBEHHH TasTCs Oec-
CUeTHbIe BO3MOXKHOCTH. VI HeT HUYero HeJOCTUKII-
MOT0, BCe TOJIbKO HaunmHaeTcsa. OH HaaIui cebe ere
OIUH OOKAaJI.

Cresisia BCKPpUKHYJIa UM 0ECCHUJIBHO ONMYyCTUJIACH
Ha moJ Bosjae TeidedoHa. ;KOS MOAXBATHUI ee
U nepeHec Ha auBaH. OH CMOYMJ HOCOBOH TLJIATOK
COIOBOM BOJOU W NPUJIOKWJI el K juity. W3 Teme-
douHOI TPYOKM MOHOCHJIOCHL KaKoe-TO Oopmora-
HUe, U OH B3sJI ee.

— ...caMoOJIeT yIIaJ cpasy mocJje BrLiaeTa us Kan-
s3ac-Cutu. Teno Maiinsa Kaamena omo3HaHo ...

Ox moBecus TpyOKy. CTesisia OTKpPHLIA TJIasa.

— He nognmMmaimiTech, — CKasajJ OH, cTapadchb
IIPOTSIHYTH BPEMs.

— O rocmoau, YTO CAYYMIOCHL? — IIPOIIENTAaa
ona. — IlosBouute um! I'ocmogu, UTO CAYIUITOCH?

— Ceituac s mosBoHio. KTo Bamr 1okTop?

— Onu ckazanu — Maiins moru6?!
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‘Lie quiet — is there a servant still up?’

‘Hold me — I’m frightened.’

He put his arm around her.

‘I want the name of your doctor,” he said stern-
ly. ‘It may be a mistake but I want someone here.’

‘It’s Dr — Oh, God, is Miles dead?’

Joel ran upstairs and searched through strange
medicine cabinets for spirits of ammonia. When
he came down Stella cried:

‘He isn’t dead — I know he isn’t. This is part of
his scheme. He’s torturing me. I know he’s alive.
I can feel he’s alive.’

‘I want to get hold of some close friend of
yours, Stella. You can’t stay here alone tonight.’

‘Oh, no,’ she cried. ‘I can’t see anybody. You
stay, I haven’t got any friend.” She got up, tears
streaming down her face. ‘Oh, Miles is my only
friend. He’s not dead — he can’t be dead. I’m go-
ing there right away and see. Get a train. You’ll
have to come with me.’

‘You can’t. There’s nothing to do tonight. I want
you to tell me the name of some woman I can call:
Lois? Joan? Carmel? Isn’t there somebody?’

Stella stared at him blindly.

‘Eva Goebel was my best friend,’ she said.
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— Jle:xkute Tuxo... Kro-uubyap us ciayr eire He
cuT?

— OOHuUMUTE MeHsd, g 00I0Ch!

OH 00HAJ ee 3a IJIEUH.

— Craxxure MHe (aMUJINIO BAIIero JOKTOpa, —
TBEPIO MOBTOPUJI OH. — MoiKeT OBITH, 9TO OIIMTNOKA,
HO HAaJ0, 4YTOOBI KTO-TO OBLI 3/€eCh.

— Moii gokrop... O 6o:xe, Hey:xeau Maiins mo-
ru6?!

I:%05J1 KWHYJICA HaBepX U CTAJ PBIThCS B HE3HA-
KOMBIX aIlITeuKax B MOMCKAaX HAIIATLIPHOI'O CIKPTA.
Korzma ou Bepuyaca, Crenna prigaia.

— Her-mer, ou xus! {1 smar, on xus! O 31O
Bce mpuaymai. OH HapouHo MyduuT MeHA. OH JKUB,
s 3Ha0. S YyBCTBYIO, UTO OH JKHUB.

— KoMy u3 Bammx 6JIU3KKUX Apy3eil TO3BOHUTD,
Cresnnna? BaMm Helb3s ocTaBaThCA OJHOIM.

— Her! Het! { e xouy Hukoro suaetrs. OcTaHb-
Techb BBI CO MHON. ¥ MeHsa HeT apyseii. — Oma
BCTaJa, CJe3bl 3ajauBaiu ee Jaumo. — Maiiins —
MOM eIMHCTBEeHHBIN apyr. OH He ymMep, OH He MO-
sxkeT ymepeTh! 1 moeny Tyma, A OOJKHA caMa Bce
yBUIeTh. Y3HaWTEe, Korma moes3n. I BBI moenere co
MHOH.

— Ho ceffuac HOYb, HUUYEro HeJIb3A CIeIaTh.
CrakuTe MHe, KOMY M3 BAIUX HTOAPYT A MOTY IIO-
3BoHUTL: Jlouc? :xoyu? Kapmenae? Komy?

Cresya IomHANA Ha HETrO HEeBUASAIIME TyIasa.

— Moeii gyurieii mogpyroii 6n11a EBa I'obesr, —
cKasaJjia OHa.

245



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

Joel thought of Miles, his sad and desperate
face in the office two days before. In the awful si-
lence of his death all was clear about him. He was
the only American-born director with both an in-
teresting temperament and an artistic conscience.
Meshed in an industry, he had paid with his ru-
ined nerves for having no resilience, no healthy
cynicism, no refuge — only a pitiful and precari-
ous escape.

There was a sound at the outer door — it opened
suddenly, and there were footsteps in the hall.

‘Miles!’” Stella screamed. ‘Is it you, Miles? Oh,
it’s Miles.’

A telegraph boy appeared in the doorway.

‘I couldn’t find the bell. I heard you talking
inside.’

The telegram was a duplicate of the one that had
been phoned. While Stella read it over and over,
as though it were a black lie, Joel telephoned. It
was still early and he had difficulty getting any-
one; when finally he succeeded in finding some
friends he made Stella take a stiff drink.

‘You’ll stay here, Joel,” she whispered, as
though she were half-asleep. ‘You won’t go away.
Miles liked you — he said you—’ She shivered vi-
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I:x05)1 BCIOMHMJI, Kak OHM ¢ Maij3oM TroBO-
puau Ha CTYAWU ABA MTHA Ha3amd, YBUIEJ Iepel COo-
6011 ero oTuassHHOE, IIeYaJibHOe JIUII0. B cTpalraom
0e3MOJIBUM CMEPTH Bce BCTaJo Ha cBou mecra. OH
OBLT EeIWHCTBEHHBIM pPeKNCCEPOM-aMepUKaHIEM,
COeIUHUBIINM B cebe COBECTh XYIO:KHUKA ¢ Hesa-
VPALHBIM XapaKTepoM. 3ayKaTbIil B THCKaX KMHO-
MallliHbI, OH PACIJIAUMBAJICA CBOUM IYIIeBHBIM
3I0POBbEM 34 TO, UTO He IeJl Ha KOMIIPOMICCEI,
He cyMeJ BbIpaboTaTh B cebe TPe3BLINI ITMHU3M,
He cMOT HaliTu cebe yOe:KHUIle, a eCJau OHO Y HEero
U OBLIO, TO JKaJKOe W HeHaleKHoe.

Y mapanHoit ABEPHU YTO-TO CTYKHYJIO, IIOTOM OHA
oTBOpMJach. B X0JjiIe MOCIBINIAINCE IITaTH.

— Maiins! — npousuTenbHo Kpukuyiaa Crei-
Jga. — Jro TeI, Mainz? 9ro Maiins, Maiins!

Ha nmopore mosiBujics pacchlIbLHBIN ¢ Teaerpada.

— $1 He Hames 3BoHKa. Ho BBI TyT pasroBapu-
BaJIU.

TesierpaMMa TOYHO HOBTOPSJIA TO, UTO Iepema-
au mo teaedony. Cresia mepevyuThiBajia ee CHOBA
U CHOBAa, OyATO XoTeja yOeAUThCS, UTO STO KaKasd-
TO cTpalllHasd Yylib, a J[}K03JI TeM BpeMeHeM 3BO-
HuJI 110 TejaedoHy. Bce ele rme-To BeceJIUJINCH,
¥ HUKOTO He OBLIO JO0Ma, HO B KOHIle KOHIIOB OH
pasbICKal KaKHX-TO 3HAKOMBIX, IIOTOM 3aCTaBILI
CreJL1y BBIIIATH KPEIIKOTO0 BUCKH.

— BrBI goKHBI ocTaThed, [[3K0d, — IIenHyJIa
OHa, CJOBHO B moJuiycHe. — He yxoaure. Maitnsy
BBI TaK HPABUJIUCH... OH TOBOPUJI, UTO BHI... — OHAa
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olently, ‘Oh, my God, you don’t know how alone
I feel.” Her eyes closed, ‘Put your arms around
me. Miles had a suit like that.” She started bolt
upright. ‘Think of what he must have felt. He was
afraid of almost everything, anyhow.’

She shook her head dazedly. Suddenly she
seized Joel’s face and held it close to hers.

“You won’t go. You like me — you love me,
don’t you? Don’t call up anybody. Tomorrow’s
time enough. You stay here with me tonight.’

He stared at her, at first incredulously, and
then with shocked understanding. In her dark
groping Stella was trying to keep Miles alive by
sustaining a situation in which he had figured —
as if Miles’s mind could not die so long as the pos-
sibilities that had worried him still existed. It was
a distraught and tortured effort to stave off the
realization that he was dead.

Resolutely Joel went to the phone and called a
doctor.

‘Don’t, oh, don’t call anybody!” Stella cried.
‘Come back here and put your arms around me.’

‘Is Dr Bales in?’

‘Joel,” Stella cried. ‘I thought I could count
on you. Miles liked you. He was jealous of you —
Joel, come here.’
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COZIPOTHYJIaCh BCeM TesioM. — Boske Mo, ecau ObI
BbI TOJIBKO 3HAJM, KaKk MHe ogmuHoko! — I1aza ee
3akpulauch. — Obummure mensd, I:xoai. ¥ Maiii-
3a ObLI Takoi ke KocTioM. — OHa pPe3KO BBIIPS-
muiaack. — Kak momymaro, KaKoil yKac OH JOJIKEeH
6bL1 ucnbiTaTh! OH Tax Bcero 0osJCs.

Omna moMmoTaJia roJIOBOM, IIOTOM BAPYT CKaJia JIH-
1o [:KosJa B IaJOHAX U MIPUTAHYJIA K cebe.

— Her-uer, TeI He yiigemsb! I Beab HpaBIIOCH
Tebe — TBI JIIOOUINL MeHd... Jlrooumn? He 3Bo-
HU HUKOMY. 3aBTpa eie OyzerT Bpemsa. A ceiiuac
OCTaHbCHA, HE YXOIU OT MeHsI!

OH cMoOTpeJ Ha Hee, He BepsA CBOUM YIIIaM, a TIOTOM
BAPYT BCe HMOHAJ W YsKAaCHYJCS. BBITH MOXKeT, cama
TOro He cosHaBas, Crejia THIMIach BEPHYTHL Maiii-
3a K JKU3HU, COXPAHSA Ty CUTyalluio, B KOTOPOIi OH
OBLT TVIABHBIM JeHCTBYIOIIUM JIMIIOM, — €i CJIOBHO
Kasajoch, UTO CO3HAHME eTro He yracHeT, II0Ka He WC-
YyesHeT MPUYMHA €r0 TPeBOTH. JTO ObLua Oe3ymHasd,
MYYUTEJIbHAA IOIIBITKA OTCPOYUTh Ty MUHYTY, KOrIa
MIPUIETCS CMUPUTHCA C PEaIbHOCTHIO €70 CMEPTH.

I[:K05JT pelInuTeNbHO B3AJ TPYOKY M ITO3BOHUJII
IOKTODY.

— He Hamo, He Hag0, He 3BOHM HUKOMY! — 3a-
kpuuana Cremna. — Vau Ko MHe, 0O0HUMU MeHs!

— Jloxrop Beiina moma?

— Ixxoan! — peigana Cremna. — A mgymana,
YTO MOTY IIOJOKUTHCA HA TebA. Thl TaK HpaBUJICS
Maitngy. OH peBHOBaJ MeHA K Tebe... [[:xoaa, ugu
JKe Ko MHe!
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Ah then — if he betrayed Miles she would be
keeping him alive — for if he were really dead how
could he be betrayed?

‘—has just had a very severe shock. Can you
come at once, and get hold of a nurse?’

‘Joell’

Now the door-bell and the telephone began to
ring intermittently, and automobiles were stop-
ping in front of the door.

‘But you’re not going,” Stella begged him.
‘You’re going to stay, aren’t you?’

‘No,” he answered. ‘But I'll be back, if you
need me.’

Standing on the steps of the house which now
hummed and palpitated with the life that flutters
around death like protective leaves, he began to
sob a little in his throat.

‘Everything he touched he did something mag-
ical to,” he thought. ‘He even brought that little
gamin alive and made her a sort of masterpiece.’

And then:

‘What a hell of a hole he leaves in this damn
wilderness — already!’

And then with a certain bitterness,

‘Oh, yes, I’ll be back — I’ll be back!’



Cymacuiefiliee BoCKpeCeHbE

...3HAUYUT, ecau oH npexact Maiisa, el ymacres
COXPaHUTh UJIJIIO3UI0, UTO OH KUB... HO B€Ib OH IIO-
rub, ero y:xe HEBO3MOXKHO IpPeNaTh!

— ...cTpanrHoe norpaceHue. Toabko urto. He
MoIX OBl BBI IPHEXaTh ceifiuac ke 1 IPUBE3THU CH-
neary?

— Jxooaut!

Temmeps nBepHOII 3BOHOK U TeJe(OH 3BOHUIN
OecpephIBHO, a K HapagHOMYy ViKe IIOIbe3:Kaju
aBTOMOOMJIN.

— Ho Tb1 He yiigmemsb! — moauna Crenna. —
Benp TBI OCTaHelIbCSA, CKAMKI, YTO OCTAHEIIbCA!
— Her, a He ocTanych, — oTBeTuJ OH. — Ho a

BEePHYChH, ecu Oyay HYKeH.

Ha crynenbkax KpbLablia J[K09J1 OCTaHOBUJICS.
Jom Temephb I'yAes U MyJbCHPOBAJ KU3HBIO, KOTO-
pas Bcerzma TpelelieT BOKPYT CMePTH, KakK 3alluT-
Has 3aBeca JUCTBBI, U B ropJe y I[;xosaa 3a61I0Ch
TJIIyX0e phIIaHue.

«OH 6611 BoseoHUKOM. OH COTBOPSI UY/I0, K Ue-
My ObI HU TPUKOCHYJICA, — mmogyMaJt oH. — OH mpe-
00pasuy maxke 3Ty MaJIeHBKYIO CTaTHUCTOUYKY U CHe-
JaJ U3 Hee MOAJUHHOE ITPOMU3BEeHNe NCKYCCTBA Y.

IToTom:

«Kak OymeT He XBaTaThb €r0 B 9TOM IYCTHIHE...
Y:xe He xBaTaer!»

W morom, He 6Ge3 ropeun:

«$I-TO BepHYCH... 1 BePHYCH».



On your own

he third time he walked around the deck Eve-

lyn stared at him. She stood leaning against
the bulwark and when she heard his footsteps
again she turned frankly and held his eyes for a
moment until his turned away, as a woman can
when she has the protection of other men’s com-
pany, Barlotto, playing ping-pong with Eddie
O’Sullivan, noticed the encounter.

“Aha!” he said, before the stroller was out of
hearing, and when the rally was finished: “Then
you’re still interested even if it’s not the German
Prince.”

“How do you know it’s not the German Prince?”
Evelyn demanded.

“Because the German Prince is the horse-faced
man with white eyes. This one”—he took a pas-
senger list from his pocket—“is either Mr George
Ives, Mr Jubal Early Robbins and valet, or Mr Jo-
seph Widdle with Mrs Widdle and six children.”
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R orza OH MIPOIIeJI IIo maaybde B TpeTuit pas, dBe-
JUHaA mocMoTpesa Ha mero. OHa crosna, mpu-
CJOHACH K (PasbmioopTy, a IOTOM, 3aCJLINIAB €ro
1Iaru, OTKPOBEHHO MMOBEPHYJIACH U YIIOPHO TUIAesIa
eMy B IJla3a, IIOKa OH WX He OIyCTUJI: TaK IIOPOM
IeJIaloT JKEeHIWHBI, YyBCTBYA ce0A IO 3allUTOM
IPYTUX MY:KUUH. BapjioTTo, WMrpaBIINil B IHWHT-
moHr ¢ Iaau O’CanauBaHOM, 3aMETII JTO.

— Ara! — ckasan oH, OTOPBABIINCH OT UIPHI,
KOTZ[a He3HaKOMeIl elle He IIOKUHY.JI IIPeJeJIOB CJIbI-
IMIUMOCTH. — 3HAYUT, Te0s MHTEePECYIOT He TOJbKO

HeMelKue IPUHITI?
— OTkyzma ThI 3Haellb, YTO OH He MPUHII? —
cIpocuiia OBeJUHA.

— 3Hal, IIOTOMY YTO HPUHI[ — TOT OeJorja-
3BIH, C JOUIAAUHLIM JUIOM. A 3TOT... — OH HU3BJIEK
M3 KapMaHa CIICOK IIacCaXMpPoOB, — JMUOO MI-

crep :xopmx AWBs, subo mucrep H:Kyban Ipau
Po66unc ¢ kamepauHepoM, Jaubo mucrtep I:xosed
Yunnn ¢ Mmuccuc Yunna U MIeCThbIO JeThMU.
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It was a medium-sized German boat, five days
westbound from Cherbourg. The month was Feb-
ruary and the sea was dingy grey and swept with
rain. Canvas sheltered all the open portions of the
promenade deck, even the ping-pong table was
wet.

K’tap K’tap K’tap K’tap. Barlotto looked like
Valentino — since he got fresh in the rumba num-
ber she had disliked playing opposite him. But Ed-
die O’Sullivan had been one of her best friends in
the company.

Subconsciously she was waiting for the solitary
promenader to round the deck again but he didn’t.
She faced about and looked at the sea through the
glass windows; instantly her throat closed and she
held herself dose to the wooden rail to keep her
shoulders from shaking. Her thoughts rang aloud
in her ears: “My father is dead — when I was little
we would walk to town on Sunday morning, I in
my starched dress, and he would buy the Washing-
ton paper and a cigar and he was so proud of his
pretty little girl. He was always so proud of me —
he came to New York to see me when I opened with
the Marx Brothers and he told everybody in the
hotel he was my father, even the elevator boys.
I’m glad he did, it was so much pleasure for him,
perhaps the best time he ever had since he was
young. He would like it if he knew I was coming
all the way from London.”
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OHM BTN HA HeOOJBIIIOM HEMEIKOM CyIHe,
OATh AHEH TOMy Hasaj OTIpPaBUBIIEMCA Ha 3amaj
u3 [llep6ypa. Crosan ¢eBpasab MecsIl, 1 Mope ObLIO
TPsA3HO-cepoe, MOAePHYTOe MOKAeBOM psadbio. Hap
BCEMH OTKPBITBIMY YUACTKAMU IIPOrYJIOUHOMH IIaJIy-
Obl HATAHYJN IapyCUHY, U AaKe CTOJ IJd TUHT-
moHTa 0JIecTesl OT BJIATH.

THUK-IIOK, TUK-TIOK. BapJI0oTTO BHEIITHEe CMaXWBAJ
Ha BajgeHTMHO; ¢ Tex mOp Kak OH MO3BOJUJ cebe
Iep30CTh BO BpeMs pyMObI, OHA He JIIOOMJIa BBIXO-
INUTh ¢ HUM Ha ciieny. Ho 9aau O’CannuBaH ocra-
BaJICA OJHUM U3 ee ONMKaNIINX NPy3ei B TPYIIIe.

ITogcosumaTenbHO OHa OMXKHIANa, UTO He3HAa-
KOMeIl clejiaeT mo Imajy0e ellle OfuWH KPyTr, HO OH
6osplie He mosaBuJcsa. OTBEPHYBIINCH, OHA CHOBA
cTaja TVISAOeTh Ha MOpe CKBO3b OKOHHBIE CTeKJIa;
BAPYT T'OPJIO V HEe CXKAJOCh, M OHA IPUHUKJIA Tec-
Hee K IepeBIHHOMY HOPYUYHIO, UTOOBI YHATDH APOKD
B IJIeuax. B yIax y Hee 3BeHEJIO: MO OTEI[ MEPTB...
Korga g ObliIa MajIeHbKOUM, MBI T'YJISAIN II0 TOPOXY
BOCKDECHBIM yTPOM, A B HAKpaXMaJIEHHOM ILJIaThbU-
Ile, ¥ OH IIOKyIlajJ ce0e cUrapy M BAIINHITOHCKYIO
rasery ” Tak FOPAUJICSA CBOEH XOPOIIeHbBKOU MTeBOY-
koit! OH Bcerga oueHb MOPAUJICA MHOHM... IIPHUE3KAJT
B Huio-Ilopk mocMOTpeTsh Ha MeHs, KOTAA I OTKPHI-
BaJia ce30H ¢ OpaThbaMu MapKc, U BCeM B TOCTHUHU-
Ile paccKasbIBaJI, UTO OH MO OTell, Jake Malbuu-
kaMm-siuprepam. I myckai, BeIb 3TO JOCTABJISAJIO
eMy CTOJBKO YIOBOJBLCTBUSA: HABEPHOE, OH C IOHO-
IIeCKNX JIeT HUYeMy TaK He pamgoBajici. EMy Obl

255



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

“Game and set,” said Eddie.

She turned around.

“We’ll go down and wake up the Barneys and
have some bridge, eh?” suggested Barlotto.

Evelyn led the way, pirouetting once and again
on the moist deck, then breaking into an “Off to
Buffalo” against a sudden breath of wet wind. At
the door she slipped and fell inward down the stair,
saved herself by a perilous one-arm swing — and
was brought up against the solitary promenader.
Her mouth fell open comically — she balanced for
a moment. Then the man said, “I beg your par-
don,” in an unmistakably southern voice. She met
his eyes again as the three of them passed on.

The man picked up Eddie O’Sullivan in the
smoking room the next afternoon.

“Aren’t you the London cast of Chronic Affec-
tion?”

“We were until three days ago. We were going
to run another two weeks but Miss Lovejoy was
called to America so we closed.”

“The whole cast on board?”
The man’s curiosity was inoffensive, it was a
really friendly interest combined with a polite
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TMOHPABUJIOCH, 3HAHN OH, UTO A moexaja K HeMy U3
TaKoTo majieka, u3 camoro JIoHmoHa.

— IlapTusa, — ckasajy daau.

OHna oGepHYyJIach.

— Ilotimem-ka pasdyaum bBapHM u cheirpaem
B OpUIK, UTO JIM, — Hpenao:xua BapaorTo.

IBeJMHA ABUHYJach MEPBOIi, BpeMsA OT BpeMe-
HU cOBeplIas OUPYSTHI Ha MOKPOM manay6e, IIOTOM,
TMOAXJIECTHYTasI IIOPLIBOM CBIPOTO BeTpa, 3aImeja
«lopory B Byddano». ¥ nBepu oHa MOCKOJb3HY-
Jach, HEIPHYJIa BHU3, €Jie YCIIeB CXBATUThCSI ONHOMN
PYKOH 3a IepuJja Tpama W 49yJ0oM yAepP:KaBIIUCh Ha
HOTaX, — W OYKBaJLHO HOC K HOCY CTOJKHYJACh
C TaBelllHMM OMMWHOKMM He3dHarKomIiieM. Ee por Ko-
MUYHO PACKPBLICA; OHA C TPYAOM BOCCTAHOBMJIA
paBHoBecue. Ilorom wmy:xuwmHa ckasan: «IIpomry
MIPOIIeHUsI», — IO BHITOBOPY B HeM 0e30In0ou-
HO yragbsiBajica okaHuH. IIpexae yueM pa3onTucs,
OHU CHOBA BCTPETUJMCH BITJIALAMU.

Ha cunenyromuii 1eHb, B KypuUTeJIbHOM caJoHE,
HesHakoMmell cupocus y 9anu O’CannuBaHa:

— Kakercs, BBI U Ballli APY3bs UTPAJIN HA JIOH-
IOHCKOI cIleHe B « XPOHUYECKOM Hemyre» ?

— Ha, Tpu nHA Hasa[ elle urpaiau. I{lo okoHua-
HUA KOHTPAKTa OCTaBaJIOCh ITOJIMecdAlla, HO MUCC
JlaBm:koii BEIBBAIN B AMEPUKY, TaK YTO IIPUIILIOCH
3aKPBITHCA.

— W Bca Tpymnma Temepb Ha 60pTy?

JIfoG0IBITCTBO Uy:KaKa OBLIO HEHaBSI3UUBLIM,
3TO OBLI MPOCTO AOOPOAYIUIHBIN MHTEpeC ¢ IIpuMe-
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deference to the romance of the theatre. Eddie
O’Sullivan liked him.

“Sure, sit down. No, there’s only Barlotto, the
juvenile, and Miss Lovejoy and Charles Barney,
the producer, and his wife. We left in twenty-four
hours — the others are coming on the Homeric.”

“I certainly did enjoy seeing your show. I’ve
been on a trip around the world and I turned up
in London two weeks ago just ready for something
American — and you had it.”

An hour later Evelyn poked her head around
the corner of the smoking-room door and found
them there.

“Why are you hiding out on us?” she demanded.
“Who’s going to laugh at my stuff? That bunch of
card sharps down there?”

Eddie introduced Mr George Ives. Evelyn saw
a handsome, well-built man of thirty with a firm
and restless face. At the corners of his eyes two
pairs of fine wrinkles indicated an effort to meet
the world on some other basis than its own. On
his pan George Ives saw a rather small dark-haired
girl of twenty-six, burning with a vitality that
could only be described as “professional”. Which
is to say it was not amateur — it could never use
itself up upon any one person or group. At mo-
ments it possessed her so entirely, turning every
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CbI0 BEKJIMBOTO YBa:KeHUsS K POMAaHTHKE TeaTpa.
Innu O’CannuBaHy HOBBIN co0eCeTHUK ITOKA3aJCcs
IPUATHBIM.

— IlpucaxuBatiTech, mo:kanyiicra. Her, 3mech
TONBKO BapsoTTo, Hall KpacaBYWK, M Mucc Jlas-
KoM, ma emre Yapans BapHu, mpomiocep, BMecTe
¢ :KeHoi. MBI yexanu IOYTH CPasy Ke, a OCTAJb-
Hble BepHyTCcA Ha «I'omepuke».

— M=ue oueHb IIOHPABUJIOCH Ballle IIPeACTaBJIe-
Hue. S e3gui mo cBeTy, ABe HeleJ U Hasal OUyTHI-
ca B JIoHZOHE — TaK XOTEJIOCh Uero-Hudyab aMmepu-
KaHCKOI'0, U TYT KaK pa3 BEI.

YacoMm moa:;ke OBeJIMHA 3aTyIAHYyJa B KyPUTEJIb-
HBIH caJIOH ¥ OOHAPY/KWJIA UX TaM.

— YTo0 3TO BHI 37€Cch IpaueTech? — TpeboBa-
TeJLHO CIpocHUJia OHa. — A KTO OyIeT cMeAThCS
MouM HITyukaMm? OTa O0aHga IIyJepoB BHU3Y?

daau MO3HAKOMMUJI ee ¢ Muctepom Jl:Kopmxem
Ai#iB3oM. IBesMHA yBHUIEJa CUMOATHUUYHOTO, XOPO-
110 CJIOKEHHOT'0 YeJIOBeKa C BOJIEBBIM, GECIIOKOIi-
HBIM JuiloM. ToHKMe MOPIIMHKN B YrOJKax IVas
TOBOPWJIXM O CTPEeMJIEHUUW HAaBA3aTh MUPY CBOU
npaBwya urpbl. xopmx A¥B3, cO CBOeil CTOpPO-
HBI, VBUJEJ AOBOJHLHO MAJE€HBKYIO TEMHOBOJIOCYIO
IeBYIIKY OBAAIlATH IIECTU JeT, TOPAIIYI0 dHTY3U-
asMoOM, KOTOPBI HeJIb3d OBLIO Ha3BaTh MHAUE KakK
npodeccroHaabHBIM. Ilo-gApyromy roBops, OH He
OBbLI JIIOOUTETBCKUM — TAaKUM, KaKOH MOYKHO HC-
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shade of expression, every casual gesture, into a
thing of such moment that she seemed to have
no real self of her own. Her mouth was made of
two small intersecting cherries pointing off into a
bright smile; she had enormous, dark brown eyes.
She was not beautiful but it took her only about
ten seconds to persuade people that she was. Her
body was lovely with little concealed muscles of
iron. She was in black now and overdressed — she
was always very chic and a little overdressed.

“I’ve been admiring you ever since you hurled
yourself at me yesterday afternoon,” he said.

“I had to make you some way or other, didn’t
I1? What’s a girl going to with herself on a boat —
fish?”

They sat down.

“Have you been in England long?” George
asked.

“About five years — I go bigger over there.” In
its serious moments her voice had the ghost of a
British accent. “I’m not really very good at any-
thing — I sing a little, dance a little, down a little,
so the English think they’re getting a bargain. In
New York they want specialists.”
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TPATUTh LIEJIMKOM HA KOT0-TO OJHOTO WU JaKe
Ha rpymnny Jooneii. BpemeHaMu OH oBJazeBasl €0
cTonb Oe3pasiesibHO, ITpeoOpaskad KasKIbIA OTTe-
HOK BBIPDAKEHWA, KAMKIBIN CIyUYalHBINA KeCT, YTO
Kasajoch, OyATO V Hee BOBCe HeT COOCTBEHHOI WH-
IuBuAyaabHocT. Ee poT GBLI CII0MKEH U3 ABYX He-
0O0JIBIINX BUIIEHOK — Pasjyuaschb, OHU IIOPOKIA-
JU 00BOPOKUTENBLHYIO YIBIOKY, — a TeMHO-Kapue
rmasa OblIm orpomMHBI. He Takas y:K Kpacasuiia
B OOIIETIPUHATOM CMBICJIE, OHA 34 CUNTAHbIE CEKYH-
IBI MOTJIa yOeIUTh OKPYsKaIomuX B oopaTHOoM. B ee
IIPeJIeCTHOM (PUTypKe TauJIKUCh MajeHbKUe Kejes-
Hble MBI, Ceiiuac oHa ObLIa B UePHOM U, IOXKA-
Jy#, HEMHOTO UYepecuyp HapAJHOM IJIaThe — OHa
BCerJa ofieBajiach MIMKAPHO U HEMHOI'O Uepecuyp.
— §1 Bocxmmaroch BaMu € Te€X CaMbBIX IIOP, KaK
BBI OpoCcUJINChH Ha MEeHs Buepa JHEeM, — CKasaJj OH.
— Hago ke OBLIO KaK-TO Bac 3aWHTPUTOBATD.
Yro ellie mesaTh OeBYIIKe B MOPe — VIAUTDL PbIOYy?

OHu cemnu.

— Jloaro BBI OPOOBLIN B AHIMIIHK? — CIIPOCHJI
J:KOpmK.

— OKo0JI0 IATH JIeT — Ha MeHS TaM CIPOC. —
B cepbesHbie MUHYTBI B €€ T0JIOCE IIPOCKATIb3bI-
BaJla TeHb OPHUTAHCKOIO akKijeHTa. — BooOIe-To
s He yMel0 KaK CJe[yeT AeJiaTh UTO-HUOYIb OMHO:
HEeMHOJKKO II0}0, HEMHOXKKO TaHIYI0, HEMHOKKO
KPUBJIAIOCH, TAK UTO AHIVIMYAHE CUUTAIOT MEH:

261



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

It was apparent that she would have preferred
an equivalent popularity in New York.

Barney, Mrs Barney and Barlotto came into the
bar.

“Ahal!” Barlotto cried when George Ives was in-
troduced. “She won’t believe he’s not the Prince.”
He put his hand on George’s knee. “Miss Lovejoy
was looking for the Prince the first day when she
heard he was on board. We told her it was you.”

Evelyn was weary of Barlotto, weary of all of
them, except Eddie O’Sullivan, though she was too
tactful to have shown it when they were working
together. She looked around. Save for two Rus-
sian priests playing chess their party was alone
in the smoking-room — there were only thirty
first-class passengers, with accommodations for
two hundred. Again she wondered what sort of
an America she was going back to. Suddenly the
room depressed her — it was too big, too empty
to fill and she felt the necessity of creating some
responsive joy and gaiety around her.

K

“Let’s go down to my salon,” she suggested,
pouring all her enthusiasm into her voice, mak-
ing them a free and thrilling promise. “We’ll play
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BBITOZHBIM IpuobpererueM. B Hoio-Vlopke HYKHBI
CIIeI[MAJIHCTEI.

BrL10 sicHO, uTO OHa mpexAmousia ObI TAKYIO JKe
momyaapHocTs B Heio-Mopke.

B xomuary Bomiu Bapuu, muccuc Bapau u Bap-
JIOTTO.

— Ara! — BockaukHyn BapJsoTTo, Korma uM
npexacraBuau I:xopmkxa AiiB3a. — A oHa He Be-
puia, uto BbI He HpuHI[. — OH MOJIOKWI PYKY Ha
KOJIEHO CBOEMY HOBOMY 3Hakomomy: — Mucc Jlas-
I:KOM MCKaJia IIPUHIIA C TOT'O CAMOTO0 JHS, KaK YCJIbI-
XaJja, uTo OH Ha 6opTy. MBI ckasayu eil, YTO 9TO BbI.

9BenuHa ycTaja oT BapioTTo, ycraja OT Bcex
HuX, Kpome Iaau O’CajiuBaHa, OSHAKO eii xBa-
TaJI0O TAKTa He IMOKa3hIBAThL DTOT0, KOTIa OHH pabo-
ragu BMecte. OHa orisgmenachk. Kpome umx Komma-
HUU U IBYX PYCCKUX CBAINIEHHUKOB 3a ITaXMAaTHOM
IOCKOM, B KypUTEJILHOM CAJOHE HHUKOI'O He OBLIO:
TePBBLIM KJIACCOM eXajJu BCero TPUIIATH IIAaCCaKU-
POB, XOTSA B HEM BIIOJHE MOIVIM ObI Pa3MECTUTBLCS
IBe coTHM. M BHOBB OHA 3aAyMaJjach O TOM, Kakas
Awmepuka ee :xaeT. Bapyr komHarTa crajga yraetaTb
ee — OHa OblLJIa CJUIITKOM BeJUKA, CIAUIIKOM ITy-
cTa, — W OJBeJMHA OIIYTHJA HACTOATEIbHYIO IIO-
TPeOHOCTHL CO3JaTh BOKPYI HEMHOTO OT3bIBUMBOM
CyeThl U BeceJsbs.

— TloiimeMTe KO MHe B CAJIOH, — CKasaJia OHa,
BJIOJKWB B T'OJIOC BeChb CBO# IIBLI, TaK UTO B HEM
TIPO3BEHEJIO0 CBOOOAHOE, BOJHYIOIee obelaHme. —
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the phonograph and send for the handsome doctor
and the chief engineer and get them in a game of
stud. I’ll be the decoy.”

As they went downstairs she knew she was do-
ing this for the new man. She wanted to play to
him, show him what a good time she could give
people. With the phonograph wailing “You’re
driving me crazy” she began building up a legend.
She was a “gun moll” and the whole trip had been
a frame to get Mr Ives into the hands of the mob.
Her throaty mimicry flicked here and there from
one to the other; two ship’s officers coming in
were caught up in it and without knowing much
English still understood the verve and magic of
the impromptu performance. She was Anne Pen-
nington, Helen Morgan, the effeminate waiter
who came in for an order, she was everyone there
in turn, and all in pace with the ceaseless music.

Later George Ives invited them all to dine with
him in the upstairs restaurant that night. And as
the party broke up and Evelyn’s eyes sought his
approval he asked her to walk with him before din-
ner.

The deck was still damp, still canvassed in
against the persistent of rain. The lights were a
dim and murky yellow and blankets tumbled awry
on empty deck chairs.
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BraiounMm ¢oxorpad, mosoBeM CYZOBOTO Bpada
¥ CTapIIero MexXaHuWKa U 3aCTaBUM UX UTPATh B IO~
Kep. S Oyny mpuMaHKOM.

Korma omm cmyckanmch Ha HUKHIOIO Maayoy,
OHAa y:Ke 3Hajla, UTO 3aTeBaeT BCe JTO Pagu HO-
BuuKa. Eil XoTes0Ch CHITPATh AJIs HEro, IoKas3aTh,
Kakyl paJocTh OHa yMeeT mapuTh Jmogam. Ilox
npuyuTanua ¢poHorpada — Ha HeM 3aBeJiu IIeceH-
Ky «TBI cBOOMIIb MeHA C yMa» — OHA Jlajla BOJIO
daurasun. OmHa Obljaa raHICTEpIIel, «MapyXou»,
a BCce IIyTeIlleCcTBUE CIY:KUJIO0 eTNHCTBeHHOH ITeJIn:
3aMaHUTH Mucrtepa A¥Bsa B jansl madun. C HAUT-
PaHHOUM XPUIIOTIIOH OHA oOpaImagach To K OTHOMY,
TO K JIPYyroMy; ABYX HEMIIEB M3 9KHIaKa CyIHa
TOK€ BOBJIEKJU B IIPOUCXOJsINEe, WM OHU, ILJIOXO
OOHWMAaA AHIJIMHACKWIL, TeM He MeHee YJIOBUJIU
JKMBOCTh U O0asHMe 9TOT0 MMIITPOBU3UPOBAHHOIO
cuekrakasa. OHa Opia JuH Ilemnumurron, XeJjeH
Moprau, :xKeMaHHBIM O(PUIIMAHTOM, ABUBIINMCAH,
4TOOBI IPUHATH 3aKa3, — BCEMU UMHU IO OUepeau,
¥ BCe 3TO B TaKT HeIlIpeKpallaioIeiicsa My3bIKe.

ITosxe Moxopask AB3 MpPUTIACUJ BCEX IOYIKUI-
HATh C HIM CerofHs BeuepOoM B pPecTopaie HaBepXxy.
A Korma Hapon pasollescsA U Iiia3da OBeJUHbBI o0pa-
TIJINCh K HEMY, MUINa OZOOpeHM!sA, OH CIIPOCUJI, He
XOUeT JI1 OHA MPOTYJIATHCA C HUM IIepel Y:KUHOM.

Ha manyGe Oblio ele chIpo, WM ImapycuHa IIO-
IpeXKHeMY 3allUiaga UX OT HaJ0eIJINBOM MOPOCH.
Tyckio Mepllaay KeJThble JIAMIIOUKM, Ha IIYCTBIX
IIe3JIOHTaX BaJISJINCh OPOIIEHHBIE Ofesia.

265



®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

“You were a treat,” he said. “You’re like —
Mickey Mouse.”

She took his arm and bent double over it with
laughter.

“I like being Mickey Mouse. Look — there’s
where I stood and stared you every time you
walked around. Why didn’t you come around the
fourth time?”

“I was embarrassed so I went up to the boat
deck.”

As they turned at the bow there was a great
opening of doors and a flooding out of people who
rushed to the rail.

“They must have had a poor supper,” Evelyn
said. “No — look!”

It was the Europa — a moving island of light. It
grew larger minute by minute, swelled into a har-
monious fairyland with music from its deck and
searchlights playing on its own length. Through
field-glasses they could discern figures lining the
rail and Evelyn spun out the personal history of
a man who was pressing his own pants in a cabin.
Charmed they watched its sure matchless speed.

“Oh, Daddy, buy me that!” Evelyn cried, and
then something suddenly broke inside her — the
sight of beauty, the reaction to her late excite-
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— 300pOoBO Y Bac IOJyYaeTcs, — TIOXBAJIUJI
oH. — BwI moxoku Ha... Ha Mukku-Mayca.

OHa cxBaTuUJia ero 3a PyKy ¥ IIOBUCJIA Ha Heil,
CKOPUMBIINCEH OT CMeXa.

— Mmue umpasutca ObITb Murxku-Maycowm. Ilo-
caylnaliTe — MMEHHO 37leCh A CTOsAJIa U CMOTpeJa
Ha Bac, KOTZa BBI IPOXOoauan MuMo. IlouemMy BEI He
cleyiaii YeTBepPThIH KPyr?

— BbI MeHA CMYTUJIU, U A MOTHSJICS Ha IILIIO-
TMOYHYIO IaIyoy.

Korma omm mobpeauw mo HOCOBOM HacTH, BAPYT
pPasoM pacmaxHyJ0Ch MHOKECTBO OBepeil U JIoau
PUHYJINCH U3 HUX K GopTam.

— Hasepnoe, UM gaau 4uTO-HMOYAL HE TO Ha
VoKUH, — cKasaja IBeauHa. — Her... riagure!

Jro 6n11a « EBpomas — maByunii OCTPOB CBeTA.
Ona cramoBMJIach OOJIBIIE C KAXKAON MUHYTOH, HA
rIa3ax IIpeBpalllasch B 3aMAHUYMBYIO BOJIIIEOHYIO
CTpaHy: Ha majyoe OrpOMHOTO CyIHA UTPajia My3bI-
Ka, JIYYU IPOKEKTOPOB CKOJIL3UJIU IO er0 COOCTBEH-
HBIM OopTaM. B OMHOKJIb MOKHO OBIIO Pa3INYUTD
(UTrypKU, BEICTPOUBIINECS BAOJE IOPYYHEH, 11 OBe-
JUHA MUTOM COUMHUJIA 3a0aBHYIO MCTOPUIO O UEJIO-
BeKe, KOTOPBIN caM TIaauT cebe B KaioTe OPIOKH.
3auapoBaHHbIE, OH CMOTPEJIU, KaK CTPEMUTEJIbHO
OBIKETCA BIepel ObICTPOXOMHEBIN JIaTHED.

— Oi1, mamouka, Kynu! — BOCKJIUKHYJIA JBeJIN-
Ha, U TYT YTO-TO V Hee BHYTPU 00OPBAJIOCH: BEJIU-
KOJIETHOEe 3pejiuilie ¥ peaklus Ha HeJaBHee BO3-
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ment choked her up and she thought vividly of her
father. Without a word she went inside.

Two days later she stood with George Ives on
the deck while the gaunt scaffolding of Coney Is-
land slid by.

“What was Barlotto saying to you just now?”
she demanded.

George laughed.

“He was saying just about what Barney said
this afternoon, only he was more excited about it.”

She groaned.

“He said that you played with everybody —
and that I was foolish if I thought this little boat
flirtation meant anything — everybody had been
through being in love with you and nothing ever
came of it.”

“He wasn’t in love with me,” she protested. “He
got fresh in a dance we had together and I called
him for it.”

“Barney was wrought up too — said he felt like
a father to you.”

“They make me tired,” she exclaimed. “Now they
think they’re in love with me just because——”

“Because they see I am.”

“Because they think I’'m interested in you.
None of them were so eager until two days ago.
So long as I make them laugh it’s all right but
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Oy:KIeHUe HAJOKWJINCEH APYT HA APYTa, V JeBYIIKA
mepexBaTUIO AyX, U efi CHOBa JKUBO BCIIOMHUJICS
orell. Be3 equHOTrO cI0Ba OHA yIILJIa BHUA.

IIBa nHa cuycTsa oHU ¢ Jxxopa:xeM AMB30M CTO-
AMW Ha many0e, a MUMO IJIBLIM THUTAHTCKUE, He-
yRJII0KUe coopy:keHud Konu-Aitnenna.

— Yro Tebe ceituac cxkasan BapsoTrTo? — cmpo-
cuJja OHA.

I:xopI»x paccMesics:

— OH IOBTOPUJ TO, UTO A Y3Ke CJBINIAJ CETOTHS
ot BapHu, TOIBKO ¢ GOJIbIIE HACTOMYNBOCTHIO.

OnHa mcmycTujaa CTOH.

— OH cKasaJji, UTO Thl BCEM MOPOYMUIIE T'OJIOBY ...
¥ YTO C MOeM CTOPOHBI OyZeT OUueHb IIYyIIO CUUTATH
ATOT JIETKU# paupT Ha KopabJiie YeM-TO CePbe3HBIM:
BCe OHU IIO0 ouepenu ObIIM B TeOsS BIIOOJIEHBI, U U3
STOTO HU Pa3y HUYEro He BBIILIO.

— OH He ObLT B MeHs BJIIO0OJIEH, — BO3pasuJja
oHa. — IIpocTo mo3BoJIMI cebe JMITHEE, KOTAA MBI
TaHIIeBaJ BMeCTe, U A ero ocaauia.

— BapHu ToKe HEMHOKKO BOJHOBAJICA: CKas3aJ,
YTO THI MY KaK J0Yb.

— Onu MHe HamoeJan, — BbImajamjia oma. — Te-
mepb UM KayKeTcs, YTO OHU MEeHs JI00AT TOJILKO IO0-
TOMY, UTO...

— Iloromy uTO BUAAT, KaK BJIIOOJIEH .

— IloTomMy uTO 1, 10 MX MHEHHIO, 3aNHTEPECO-
Bajlach ToOoI. [[Ba mMHA Hasal HUKTO M3 HUX U He
nyman 6ecrmokouThes. Iloka s ux cMernry, Bce B II0O-
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the minute I have any impulse of my own they all
bustle up and think they’re being so protective.
I suppose Eddie O’Sullivan will be next.”

“It was my fault telling them we found we lived
only a few miles from each other in Maryland.”

“No, it’s just that I’'m the only decent-looking
girl on an eight-day boat, and the boys are begin-
ning to squabble among themselves. Once they’re
in New York they’ll forget I’m alive.”

Still later they were together when the city
burst thunderously upon them in the early dusk —
the high white range of lower New York swoop-
ing down like a strand of a bridge, rising again
into uptown New York, hallowed with diadems of
foamy light, suspended from the stars.

“I don’t know what’s the matter with me,” Eve-
lyn sobbed. “I cry so much lately. Maybe I’ve been
handling a parrot.”

The German band started to play on deck but
the sweeping majesty of the city made the inarch
trivial and tinkling; after a moment it died away.

“Oh, God! It’s so beautiful,” she whispered bro-
kenly.

If he had not been going south with her the
affair would probably have ended an hour later
in the customs shed. And as they rode south to
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pAIKe, HO CTOUT MHE 3aX0TeTh Uero-HuOyab CBOETO,
Kak OHU TYT K€ HAaUMHAIOT BOJHOBATHLCA U IPOSAB-
aaTth 3abory. HaBepuoe, anu O’CannuBan Oymer
CJIEIYIOINM.

— 3pd g TMOAeNUJCA ¢ HUMU HAIUM OTKPBITU-
eM, CKasaJl, uTO Hallu goma B MspuieHze pasie-
JISIeT BCero HeCKOJbKO MUJIb.

— Jla HeT, MPOCTO A E€JWHCTBEHHAA OeBYIIKAa
¢ MIPUJINYHOI BHEIIHOCTHIO B BOCBMUIHEBHOM peii-
ce, A0JIOKO pasmopa B My:KcKoit komnanuu. B Hero-
Mopke HUKTO M3 HUX 060 MHe U He BCIIOMHMT.

OHu OBLIN eIlle BMecTe, KOrja Ha HUX B PAHHUX
cyMepKax HAABUHYJCA TOPOJ — BBICOKas Oeias
rpaga io:xkHOoro Hrelo-Mopka, c6eraomas BHUS,
TOYHO IIPOJIET I'MTAHTCKOT'O MOCTa, ¥ CHOBA B3MBbI-
Balolllasd K BePIIMHAM B I[eHTPe, YBeHUaHHBIM JUa-
JIeMaM!’ IeHUCTOTO CBETAa IOl POCCHITTLIO 3BE3/I.

— He moiimy, 4TO co MHOI TaKoe, — BCXJIHII-
HyJa dBeauHa. — IlociiemHee BpeMs A Bce IIady
u 1avy. Kak 6yaTo Tparnueckyio poJib PereTupyio.

Ha many6e saurpan HeMenKuii OpPKeCTPHK, HO
TOJ CeHbI0 BeJIMUYECTBEHHOTO r'opoja Mapll IIoKa-
3aJICsI KaKMM-TO KaJIKUM OpeHuUaHmeM; uepes He-
CKOJIbKO MUHYT MY3bIKa CMOJIKJIA.

— O 6o:xe! 910 Tak mpexpacuo... — Ee roJoc co-
pBaJIcA Ha IIeIoT.

Ecau ObI oH He exaJi ¢ Hell Ha 0T, UX POMAaH, Ha-
BepHOe, 3aKOHUYMJICA ObI YaCOM IT03:Ke, Ha TaMOXKHe.
W nma cinenyrmomuii 1eHb, KOTJla OHU HAIPAaBJIAJIUCH
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Washington next day he receded for the moment
and her father came nearer. He was just a nice
American who attracted her physically — a lit-
tle necking behind a lifeboat in the darkness. At
the iron grating in the Washington station where
their ways divided she kissed him good-bye and
for the time forgot him altogether as her train
shambled down into the low-forested clayland of
southern Maryland. Screening her eyes with her
hands Evelyn looked out upon the dark infrequent
villages and the scattered farm lights. Rock-
town was a shrunken little station and there was
her brother with a neighbour’s Ford — she was
ashamed that her luggage was so good against the
exploded upholstery. She saw a star she knew and
heard Negro laughter from out of the night; the
breeze was cool but in it there was some smell she
recognized — she was home.

At the service next day in the Rocktown church-
yard, the sense that she was on a stage, that she
was being watched, froze Evelyn’s grief — then it
was over and the country doctor lay among a hun-
dred Lovejoys and Dorseys and Crawshaws. It was
very friendly leaving him there with all his rela-
tions around him. Then as they turned from the
graveside her eyes fell on George Ives who stood a
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B BammurToH, ee HOBBLIII APYr BpPeMEHHO OTCTY-
OWJ Ha 3aHUU IJIaH, a Ha IepeHNN BBIJBUHYJICS
orer. Jxopax AiiB3 OB IPOCTO MUJIBIN aMepuKa-
Hell, TPUBJIEeKATEeIbHbIN M1 Hee QU3NUECKU: C Ta-
KUM IPUSITHO HEMHOTO IMMOHEKHUYATH B TEMHOTE 3a
cIacaTeJibHON ILIIONKOM, HO M TOJLKO. ¥ JKejes-
HOM pelieTKHW Ha BaIllMHTTOHCKOM BOK3aJje, IIe UX
OyTH PaCcXOAMJINCh, OHA IIOIleJ0Bajia ero Ha IIpo-
l[aHye ¥ COBCEM He BCIOMMHAJIA O HEM, IIOKa ee
moe3n Talluicd K TIINHUCTBIM, MOPOCIINM HUSKU-
MU TIepejiecKaMu paBHUHAM I0:KHOTo Mapuiensma.
IIpukpeIBIINCE JASOHAMM, OBeJHHA IIPOBOXKAJIA
B3TJIAOM TOTPY:KEHHBLIe BO ThMY PeIKIUe IIoceJ-
KU U pa3bpocaHHble TaAM U CAM OTOHBKW OTUHOKUX
depm. Ha masenbkoM moJsycTanke PokTayHa ee
BCTPETUJI OpaT C coceIcKUM «(QOopaOM»: BCA OOUB-
Ka B MamuHe 00Je3ja, TaK YTO JBeJIMHE CTAJI0 He-
JIOBKO 3a CBOU J0OpoTHBIEe ueMomaubl. OHa yBHUIEIa
3HAKOMYIO 3Be3[y, 13 IIOJyMpaKa JoHeccs cMeX He-
Tpa, BMECTe C IPOXJIAAHLIM BEeTEPKOM K Hel ImpuJie-
TeJ cJa0bIli Y3HABAeMbIl 3allax — oHa ObLjiIa JoMa.

YTpomMm, BO BpeMs 3ayIIOKOHHOM cIy:KO0bI Ha PoK-
TayHCKOM KJIAAOUINEe, IJBeJWHE MeIajio OIlylie-
HMe, UTO OHA HAa CIleHe, YTO HAa Hee CMOTPSAT, U 9TO
OPUTIYIINJIO ee Ilevasib; IMOTOM BCe KOHUMJIOCH,
¥ CeJBbCKUI Bpau o0peJs CBoe MeCTO CPeU JeCATKOB
JlaBmkoeB, [lopcu u Kpotoy. 3aech, B OKpy:KeHUU
MHOTOUYMCJIEeHHBIX POACTBEHHUKOB, €r0 MOXKHO ObI-
JIO OCTABUTh C YMCTOMH coBecThI0. IloToM, KOTma oHHI
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little apart with his hat in his hand. Outside the
gate he spoke to her.

“You’ll excuse my coming. I had to see that you
were all right.”

“Can’t you take me away somewhere now?” she
asked impulsively. “I can’t stand much of this.
I want to go to New York tonight.”

His face fell.

“So soon?”

“I’ve got to be learning a lot of new dance rou-
tines and freshening up my stuff. You get sort of
stale abroad.”

He called for her that afternoon, crisp and shin-
ing as his coupe. As they started off she noticed
that the men in the gasoline stations seemed to
know him with liking and respect. He fitted into
the quickening spring landscape, into a legend-
ary Maryland of graciousness and gallantry. He
had not the range of a European; he gave her lit-
tle of that constant reassurance as to her attrac-
tiveness — there were whole half-hours when he
seemed scarcely aware of her at all.

They stopped once more at the churchyard —
she brought a great armful of flowers to leave as
a last offering on her father’s grave. Leaving him
at the gate she went in.
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OTOIILIX OT MOTHUJBI, OBeJMHA HATKHYJaCh B3TJIA-
mom Ha J[;ropm:ka AiiB3a; OH CTOSAJ YYTh IOOHAJb,
Iep:Ka B pYKe ILIANY. ¥ BOPOT OH 3ar0OBOPII C Helt:

— W3BuHU, uyTO IpuIIes He3BaHbIM. MHe HYXK-
HO OBLIO yOeAUTHLCS, UTO y TeOs BCe HOPMAJIbHO.

— Tloxkanyiicrta, 3abepu MeHS OTCIOZA ITOCKO-
pee, — cKasaJjia OHA, TOAJABIITNCH BHE3AITHOMY UM-
nyJabcy. — §1 He MOTy HOJITO 5TO BBIHOCUTh. XO0UY
cerogHs :xe moexatb B Hoio-Mopk.

VYV Hero BBLITAHYJIOCH JIUIIO.

— Taxk ckopo?

— MHe HYKHO BBIYUYMTL MHOT'O HOBBIX TaHIIEB
U OOHOBUTL pelepTyap. 3a rpamuileii Kak-To OT-
CTaelllb OT KU3HU.

OH 3aexaJ 3a Hell OJIMKe K BeUuepy, CBeKUU 1 Y-
CTBIM, KaK ero MaJleHbKui aBromoomib. Korna onn
OTIIPABJSAINCH, OHA 3aMETIJIa, UTO PAbOOTHUKK Ha
0eH30KO0JOHKEe OTKJIMNKAIOTCA Ha ero IMpochObI ¢ T'o-
TOBHOCTBIO 1 yBasKeHUeM. [IpuATHO OBLLIO BUIETH
STOTO UejioBeKa Ha (poHe IpolOy:xgaroleiicss BeceH-
Hell IPUPOJbI, eT0 U3bICKAHHAS BEXKJIUBOCTDH HATIO-
MHUHAJa O CJaBHOM IpolraoM Mbspuiaeuga. B Hem
He OBLIIO €BPOIeiiCKOIl IIMPOThI, OH He CTAPAJICS TO
¥ JeJI0 HATIOMUHATh €fi 0 ee MPUBJIEKATETbHOCTH;
TIOPO# OH CJIOBHO BOBCe 3a0BLIBAJI O ee CYIIecTBOBA-
HUY ¥ MOJYAJ UyTh JU He IO IoJJaca.

OHU ellle pa3 OCTAHOBUJINCH Yy KJIAAOHUINA: OHA
B3sJIa ¢ co0Oil OXaIllKy IIBETOB, UTOOLI B 3HAK IIO-
cJeIHero IIPOIaHUs MOJOKUTL MX HA OTIOBCKYIO
moruay. OH KIajJ ee B MallliHe, OKOJIO BOPOT.
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The flowers scattered on the brown unsettled
earth. She had no more ties here now and she did
not know whether she would come back any more.
She knelt down. All these dead, she knew them
all, their weather-beaten faces with hard blue
flashing eyes, their spare violent bodies, their
souls made of new earth in the long forest-heavy
darkness of the seventeenth century. Minute by
minute the spell grew on her until it was hard to
struggle back to the old world where she had dined
with kings and princes, where her name in letters
two feet high challenged the curiosity of the night
A line of William McFee’s surged through her:

O staunch old heart that toiled so long for me
I waste my years sailing along the sea.

The words released her — she broke suddenly
and sat back on her heels, crying.

How long she was staying she didn’t know; the
flowers had grown invisible when a voice called
her name from the churchyard and she got up and
wiped her eyes.

“I’m coming.” And then, “Good-bye then Fa-
ther, all my fathers.”

George helped her into the car and wrapped
a robe around her. Then he took a long drink of
country rye from his flask.
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IIBeTHI pacchimasuch IO PHIXJION, HE yCIIeBIIEH
ocecTb 3emye. Temeps ee 00JbIle HUYTO 3LECH HE
yIep:KUBaJIO, U OHA He 3Hajla, BepHETCA JU cIoja
eme Korma-HMOynb. OHa omycTmiaach Ha KOJEHHU.
Bce aTu MepTBEnBI BOKPYT — OHA 3HAJIa UX BCEX,
3HajJa WX IOOUTHIe HEIMOTOJ0H JIHIA C TBEPABIM
B3IVISAIOM APKUX CUHUX IVIa3, UX KPeIKue XyaoIa-
BBIE TeJIa, UX OYIIN, COTBOPEHHbIE N3 HOBOU IVIMHBI
IIOJl CEeHbIO Jieca B JOJTOM r'ycToil ThbMe ceMHAanIa-
TOrO crosieTusa. MuUHyTa 3a MUHYTOIH Yaphl POCJIH,
¥ BOT yiKe CTajJI0 TPYAHO BHIPBATHCA 00PATHO B TOT
MUp, T/ie OHA Y:KHHAJA C KOPOJAMHU U IPUHIIAMU,
TIe ee WMMs, BHIBeJeHHOE apIIMHHBIMH OyKBamu,
0pocaso BBI3OB TAWMHCTBY HOUYM. Eil BCIIOMHUJINCH
cTpouku Yuiabama Maxkgu:

O mpyr Mo#l IpelaHHbI, THI TOJIOBY CJIOMKWII,
ITokynma a BIycTyio Mope 60pO3IMII.

IToTom cioBa yiim — ¥ OHa BHe3amHO OYATO
HAJAJIOMUJIACH W IIOHUKJA, TOPLKO ILIava.

CKOJIBKO IIPOTEKJIO BpeMeHUu, OHa He 3Haja.
IIBeT®I y:xe cTaau HEBUAMMBIMU, KOTHA €€ OKJIUK-
HYJIU C3a0H II0 MMEHH; TOTA OHA IIOAHSAJIAaCh U BbI-
TepJia CJae3Hl.

— Upy! — U mocine: — Hy uTo ke, mpolaii,
OTeIl... BCE OTIIHI.

I:Kopa:k ycaauy ee B MalllMHy ¥ HAKUHYJI el Ha
IJeun TemJIbIi maailr. IloToMm caesai 60JIbIION TJI0-
TOK U3 (PJIATH C MECTHBIM P;KaHBIM BUCKH.
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“Kiss me before we start,” he said suddenly.
She put up her face towards him.

“No, really kiss me.”

“Not now.”

“Don’t you like me?”

“I don’t feel like it, and my face is dirty.”

“As if that mattered.”

His persistence annoyed her.

“Let’s go on,” she said.

He put the car into gear.

“Sing me a song.”

“Not now, I don’t feel like it.”

He drove fast for half an hour — then he
stopped under thick sheltering trees.

“Time for another drink. Don’t you think you
better have one — it’s getting cold.”

“You know I don’t drink. You have one.”

“If you don’t mind.”

When he had swallowed he turned towards her
again.

“I think you might kiss me now.”

Again she kissed him obediently but he was not
satisfied.

“I mean really,” he repeated. “Don’t hold away
like that. You know I’m in love with you and you
say you like me.”

“Of course I do,” she said impatiently, “but
there are times and times. This isn’t one of them.
Let’s go on.”

K
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— TIlomenyii MeHs, ¥ TOeeM, — BIAPYT CKA3aJI OH.

OHa moYTH KOCHYyJach ry0aMu ero MIeKH.

— Her, mo-macroamemy. Ilonenyii.

— He cetiuac.

— §1 Tebe He HpaBIIOCH?

— Mue ceituac He XOUeTCs, U JIUIO ¥ MEeHA I'PA3-
Hoe.

— Kaxkas pasawuria.

Ero macToitunBOCTE BhI3BAJIA Y HEE AOCANLY.

— Iloexanu, — ckasaJjia OHA.

OH 3aBeJs MOTOD.

— Crmo#t MHe 4TO-HUOYAb.

— IlotomMm, cefiuac MHe He XOoueTcH.

Yepes mosuaca OBICTPOIL €3bI OH OCTAHOBILI Ma-
IIUHY T0J GOJBIINMY PA3BECUCTHIMU AEPEBbAMMU.

— Ilopa eme BeImuTh. A THI He Oyzaemnis? XoJo-
Iaer.

— TsI Benb 3HaeIb, YTO g He Ibio. Ilei cam.

— Ecau He Bo3parkaenb.

CrenaB IIOTOK, OH CHOBA IIOBEPHYJICS K He.

— Mosker OBITH, TEePhb ThI MEHA IOI[eIyellhb?
OHa IIOKOPHO IIOIlejIoOBajia ero, HO OH He ObLI
YIOBJIETBOPEH.

— d mpocua mo-HacToAlMEMY, — TOBTOPHMJI
ou. — He Tak octropo:xkHo. ThI :Ke 3Haelb, KakK
BJIIOOJIEH, ¥ TOBOPHUIIIL, UTO 51 TeOe HPaBIIOChH.

— KoHeuHO, — HeTepmeJuBO OTKJINKHYJIACH
oHa. — Ho ceifiuac HemoaxogsAaiee BpeMs. IloTom

Kak-Hubyas. Hy moexasu!
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“But I thought you liked me.”

“I won’t if you act this way.”

“You don’t like me then.”

“Oh don’t be absurd,” she broke out, “of course
I like you, but I want to get to Washington.”

“We’ve got lots of time.” And then as she didn’t
answer, “Kiss me once before we start.”

She grew angry. If she had liked him less she
could have laughed him out of this mood. But
there was no laughter in her — only an increas-
ing distaste for the situation.

“Well,” he said with a sigh, “this car is very
stubborn. It refuses to start until you kiss me.”
He put his hand on hers but she drew hers away.

“Now look here.” Her temper mounted into
her cheeks, her forehead. “If there was anything
you could do to spoil everything it was just this.
I thought people only acted like this in cartoons.
It’s so utterly crude and”—she searched for a
word—“and American. You only forgot to call me
»baby“.”

“Oh.” After a minute he started the engine and
then the car. The lights of Washington were a red
blur against the sky. “Evelyn,” he said present-
ly. “I can’t think of anything more natural than
wanting to kiss you, I——”
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— Ho a gyman, a Tebe HPaBJIIOCH.

— Ecuu Gy neib Tak ce0sA BeCTH, PA30HPABUIIIBCS.

— 3HAUYUT, U He HPABUJICSA HUKOTZA.

— Ox, He BaJIgil fypaka, — BbIPBaJoOCh y Hee. —
KomeuHo, Tbl MHe HPABUIILCA, HO A XOUY MOIACTh
B Bamuurromn.

— ¥ mac yiima BpemeHu. — M morom, He I0-
JKJABIINUCH OoTBeTa: — llomesryil XoTh pa3ok, U I0-
eeM.

Omna paccepamiach. Byab oH He Tak el cuMIia-
THUYeH, OHa mepeBejsa ObI Bce B MyTKy. Ho B Heil

He OBLIO cMexa — TOJIbKO YCHJIMBaIoIeecsa HeIo-
BOJIBCTBO.
— Buagums g1, — €O B3J0XOM CKasaJ OH, —

MO#I aBTOMOOMJIb OueHb ympaAM. OH He TPOHEeTCs
¢ MecTa, IIOKa ThI MeHs He moreayellnb. — OH XoTes
B3ATH ee 3a PYKY, HO OHA OTIPAHYJIA.

— Hy BoTr uto. — OHa mouYyBCTBOBAaJIa, KaK ee
ek 1 Jaxke JoO TeILIeloT OoT THeBa. — KEciu ThI
IeHCTBUTEJIBHO XOTeJ BCEe HCIIOPTUTH, IIO-MOEMY,
910 Tebe yaamochk. Sl mymajia, Takoe ObIBAeT TOJBKO
B KOMMKcax. ITO Tak rpy0bo H... — OHA IIOMCKaja
CJI0BO, — TaK mo-aMepuKaHCKU. ThI ObI ellle Ha3BaJ
MeHs CBOeH JeBOUYKOI.

— Ox. — Yepes MUHYTY OH 3aBeJI JBUTATEJb, II0-
TOM MalllMHA TPOHYyJach. Ha mebe BIlepeau BUCEIO
KpacHoe 3apeBo BaiiuHrrona. — 9BeJnHa, — BCKO-
pe ckasaj oH. — [l MeHs HeT HuUero 0ojee ecre-
CTBEHHOT0, UeM ;KeJIaHUe II0IeJI0BaTh Te0sA, U ...
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“Oh, it was so clumsy,” she interrupted. “Half
a pint of corn whisky and then telling me you
wouldn’t start the car unless I kissed you. I’m not
used to that sort of thing. I’ve always had men
treat me with the greatest delicacy. Men have
been challenged to duels for staring at me in a ca-
sino — and then you, that I liked so much, try a
thing like that. I can’t stand it——" And again
she repeated, bitterly “It’s so American.”

“Well, I haven’t any sense of guilt about it but
I’m sorry I upset you.”

“Don’t you see?” she demanded. “If I’d wanted
to kiss you I’d have managed to let you know.”

“I’m terribly sorry,” he repeated.

They had dinner in the station buffet. He left
her at the door of her pullman car.

“Good-bye,” she said, but coolly now, “Thank
you for an awfully interesting trip. And call me
up when you come to New York.”

“Isn’t this silly,” he protested. “You’re not
even going to kiss me good-bye.”

She didn’t want to at all now and she hesitated
before leaning forward lightly from the step. But
this time he drew back.

“Never mind,” he said. “I understand how you
feel. I’ll see you when I come to New York.”
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— 970 6BLIO Tak OecilepeMOHHO, — IIpepBaja
ero oHa. — Breinuts IIOJIIIMHTHI BICKH, & IIOTOM 3a-
SIBUTh, UTO ThI HUKYA He II0e/elllb, I0KA s TeOsa He
norenyio. SI He OPpUBBIKJIA K TaKUM Bemam. My:x-
YKHBI BCerga o0palajanch CO MHOI MCKJIIOUNTEb-
HO JenukKaTHO. HeKOTOpBhIX BBISLIBAJIM HA IY9Jb
TOJIBKO 3a TO, UTO OHU IIOCMOTPEJN Ha MeHS B Ka-

3WHO, — ¥ BAPYT ThI BHIKUIBIBAEIIb TAKOE, & BEIb
Tl MHE IIO-HacToAlleMy HpaBuJjcsa. Hamo ke ObI-
J0... — V1 0oHa BHOBB C TOpPeYbI0 TOBTOPWJIA: — ITO

Tak mO-aMepPUKAHCKMU.

— YTo0 K, 1 He UYyBCTBYIO 3a co00Oii BHUHBI, HO
MHe KaJib, UTO 5 Te6s OTOPUMII.

— Heyxenu THI He MOHUMAeEINb? — BO3MYTH-
Jack oHa. — Ecim ObI MHe 3aX0TeJI0Ch I[eJIOBAThCA,
4 ObI majia Tebe 3HATD.

— MHe oueHb KaJib, — IIOBTOPMJI OH.

OHU moy:KHMHAJIU B IPUBOK3aIbHOM Oydere. On
paccraJics ¢ Hell y IBepu BaroHa.

— Jlo cBupaHusA, — CKasaja OHa, HO YiKe C IIPo-
xjganieii. — Cmoacubo 3a MHTEPECHYI0 MOe3IKy.
W zarnanu Ko MHe, Korma Oynellb B HBIO'PIOPKG.

— Hy u rmyno, — orosBajca oH. — ThI gake He
XOUellb MOIeJIOBATh MEHS Ha MPOIIaHue.

Eif coBceM sTOro He X0TeyioCh, M OHA IIOMEIJIN-
Jia, HO TIOTOM BCe JKe UyTh HAKJIOHUJIACh K HEMY CO
cryneHbKu. Ho B 9TOT pas OH OTIPAHYJ CaM.

— Hwnuero, — ckasai ou. — §I moummaro, KaKoBO
Tebe ceiiuac. YBUAMMCS, KOTIA IPUENy B Hsio-Mopk.
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He took off his hat, bowed politely and walked
away. Feeling very alone and lost Evelyn went on
into the car. That was for meeting people on boats,
she thought, but she kept on feeling strangely
alone.

She climbed a network of steel, concrete and
glass, walked under a high echoing dome and came
out into New York. She was part of it even before
she reached her hotel. When she saw mail waiting
for her and flowers around her suite, she was sure
she wanted to live and work here with this great
current of excitement flowing through her from
dawn to dusk.

Within two days she was putting in several
hours a morning Umbering up neglected muscles,
an hour of new soft-shoe stuff with Joe Crusoe,
and making a tour of the city to look at every en-
tertainer who had something new.

Also she was weighing the prospects for her
next engagement. In the background was the
chance of going to London as a co-featured player
in a Gershwin show then playing New York. Yet
there was an air of repetition about it. New York
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OH CHAJ ULIANY, BEKJINBO MOKJIOHMJICS U 3allia-
raj npoub. YyBcTByA cebs OUeHb OJMHOKOM U IIOTe-
pAHHOI, DBeJMHA BOILIAa B BaroH. Bor ouu, Kopa-
OesbHBIE 3HAKOMCTBA, IogyMaJjia oHa. VI Bce-Taku
OI[yIlIeHVe OUHOYECTBA IOUEMY-TO He IIPOXOIUJIIO.

OHa MOIHSIACH [0 JIECTHUIIE CPEeAU CTAIU, CTEK-
Ja um 0eTOHa, IpoIIaraja MOJ BBICOKHMM TI'yJIKHUM
KymosoM u Beimuia B Heio-Mopk. Oma crana ero
YacThio, ellle He yCIIeB Ao0paThes IO CBOeH I'OCTH-
HUIBI. YBUJEB NOKHUIAIOIIMECS ee IMHMCbMAa U IiBe-
ThI B HOMEpPE, OHA IIOHAJIA, KAK CUJIBLHO el XO0UueTcs
JKUTH U paboTaTh 3IeCh, B MOI'yUeM IIOTOKe PamoCT-
HOT'O BOJIHEHUS, He OTIIYCKAIOIIero AYIIY ¢ paccBe-
Ta U IO 3aKaTa.

Yepes ABa JHA BCe BOIILJIO B IPUBBIYHYIO KOJIEIO:
II0 yTPaM HECKOJbKO YaCOB Pa3sMHHKM, UTOOBI Bep-
HYTb I‘I/IGKOCTB OTBBIKIIMM OT Harpys3kKu MbINIITaM,
yac Ha pa3dydyuBaHWe MOJHBIX TAHIEB C UeUETOUHM-
koM ko Kpyso, a moToM myTellecTBHE IO TOPOAY
¥ 3HAKOMCTBO CO BCEMM HOBHUHKAMHU 3CTPAMILI, IIO-
SIBUBLINMMUCS 334 BPeMsA ee OTCYTCTBHUA.

IMymaJia oHA M O CBOUX IIEPCIEKTHBAaX, 00 oue-
penHoM aHra)kemenre. Ha sagHeM IiaHe Masgdmia
BO3MOXKHOCTb OTIPaBUTHCA B JIOHIOH B KauecTBe
YYACTHHUILI M'ePIIBUHOBCKOIO 110y, KOTOPOE 3aTeM
cobupaauchk npusestu ooparuo. Ho Auriusa eii ma-
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excited her and she wanted to get something here.
This was difficult — she had little following in
America, show business was in a bad way — af-
ter a while her agent brought her several offers
for shows that were going into rehearsal this fall.
Meanwhile she was getting a little in debt and it
was convenient that there were almost always men
to take her to dinner and the theatre.

March blew past. Evelyn learned new steps and
performed in half a dozen benefits; the season was
waning. She dickered with the usual young im-
presarios who wanted to “build something around
her”, but who seemed never to have the money,
the theatre and the material at one and the same
time. A week before she must decide about the
English offer she heard from George Ives.

She heard directly, in the form of a telegram
announcing his arrival, and indirectly in the form
of a comment from her lawyer when she mentioned
the fact. He whistled.

“Woman, have you snared George Ives? You
don’t need any more jobs. A lot of girls have worn
out their shoes chasing him.”

“Why, what’s his claim to fame?”
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ckyunia. Ee npusnekan Heio-Mopk, u oHa xorena
HAUTHU 4TO-HUOYIb 3eCh. ITO OKA3aJ0Ch TPYIHO:
B AMepuKe y Hee ObBLIO MeHbIIe TOKJIOHHUKOB, Ja
¥ BCA WHAYCTPUS Pas3BIeUEHUI IIepexKuBajia He
ayuimue BpemeHa. HaKomHel ee areHT pasgoObLI
HECKOJILKO IPEIJIOKeHN Ha POJU B CHEKTaAKIAX,
KOTOpPbIE MOJIKHBI OLLIM CTABUTHCSA JTOM OCEHBIO.
Tem BpeMeHeM OHa ycIieJsa cJIerKa 3aJIe3Th B IOJI-
ru; cjaBa OoTy, UTO IOUTH BCerla HAXOIUJIUCH
MYKUMHBI, JKeJalollue MIPUIIACUTL ee Ha YiKHUH
U B Tearp.

Mapt nmpomuajicsa He3aMeTHO. IBeJIMHA OOHOBU-
Jla CBOI TaHIleBAJBLHBIN pelepTyap U BBICTYIIMIA
B HECKOJIbKUX OeHe(ducax; ce30H Imes Ha yObLIb.
Kak o6bruHo, OHa TOpropajach C MOJOABIMHU MM-
IIpecapuo, KOTOPbIE€ XOTEJIHN «COOPYAUTH C HEll uTo-
HUOYAb», HO KOTOPBIM IIOUEMY-TO BCErna He XBaTa-
Jo gubo meHer, JubO Tearpa, JuUOO cieHapusa. 3a
HeJIeJII0 IO TOr0, KaK HYKHO OBLLIO IPUHATEL pellle-
HMe OTHOCUTEJIBHO MMOEe3IKM B AHIVINIO, OHA IIOJIY-
ynjaa usBectue ot Jxopaka AiiBsa.

ITo M3BecTHe MMeEJO BUJ TeJerpaMMbI, BO3Be-
LIAOIIeil 0 ero HpuOLITUN; KOTLa OHA YIIOMSIHYJIA
00 5TOM B IPHUCYTCTBUU CBOETO aJBOKATAa, TOT IIPU-
CBUCTHYJI.

— JKenmuna, Hey:Keau Ha TBOM KPIOYOK MOTIAJ-
cs cam [xxopmx Aiiea? Torma Tebe 6osblile He HYMX-
Ha pabota. MHOTHE JeBUITBI CTEPJIN CBOU KAOJIYUKU
IO caMOM MOOIIBLI, 6eras 3a HUM IIO IIATAM.

— U uem Ke OH Tax XOpOII?
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“He’s rich as Croesus — he’s the smartest
young lawyer in the South, and they’re trying to
run him now for governor of his state. In his spare
time he’s one of the best polo players in America.”

Evelyn whistled.

“This is news,” she said.

She was startled. Her feelings about him sud-
denly changed — everything he had done began to
assume significance. It impressed her that while
she had told him all about her public self he had
hinted nothing of this. Now she remembered him
talking aside with some ship reporters at the dock.

He came on a soft poignant day, gentle and spir-
ited. She was engaged for lunch but he picked her
up at the Ritz afterwards and they drove in Cen-
tral Park. When she saw in a new revelation his
pleasant eyes and his mouth that told how hard he
was on himself, her heart swung towards him —
she told him she was sorry about that night.

“I didn’t object to what you did but to the way
you did it,” she said. “It’s all forgotten. Let’s be
happy.”

“It all happened so suddenly,” he said. “It was
disconcerting to look up suddenly on a boat and
see the girl you’ve always wanted.”
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— Borar kax Kpes3, — cambIil IIpeycIrieBaronui
mosogoi ropuct Ha IOre, u cefiuac ero BEIABUHYIN
Ha BbIOOpaxX B ryOepHATOPHI ITaTa. A B cBOOOIHOE
BpeMs OH OAWH U3 JYUIINX UTPOKOB B IIOJIO BO BCeil
Awmepuxke.

Temepb mIpUCBUCTHYJIA JBEJIWHA.

— Hy u vy, — ckasaJia oHa.

HogocTs noTpscia ee. Bapyr ee uyBcTBa 110 OT-
HOIIIEHUIO K HEMY M3MEHUJINCh: BCE €r0 IOCTYIIKU
HEOKUIAaHHO MOKAa3aJNCh UCIIOJHEHHBIMU CMbBICTIA.
Ha 9Benuny mpousBesio BIieyaTIeHHE TO, YTO OH,
BBI3BHAB BCE BO3MOMKHOE O ee IIOJIOJKeHUU B oblie-
CTBe, HUUEro He cKasaJl eil o cBoeM. ToJIbKO ceiiuac
OHA BCIIOMHIJA, UTO B IIOPTY OH IIE€PEeMOJIBUJICS
CJIOBEUKOM C KaKMMMU-TO PEIOPTEPaAMMU.

OH mpuexaJs B IOTOKHUIi, ITO-BeCEHHEMY Tpora-
TeJbHBIU [eHb, YUTUBBLIN U DHePruUUYHBIA. Y Hee
Obl1a HasHaueHa BCTpeua 3a JaHueM, HO IIOTOM OH
3abpaJs ee u3 «Pura» u npuse3 B lleHTpasbHBINA
napk. Korga ona yBupmesia B HOBOM CBETE €T'0 CJIaB-
HbIe Ila3a ¥ MajeHbKMe CKJAIKM B yrojJkKax pra,
TOBOPJAIIIIE O TOM, KaK TpeboBaTeJeH OH K caMOMy
cebe, ee Ayllla pBaHyJach K HEMy — OHa cKasaJja,
YTO JKajleeT O CBOEM IIOBeJeHUH B TOT BeUep.

— §1 me Bo3paskasia IPOTUB TOTO, UTO THI JeJaJ,

TOJIBKO IPOTUB cmocoba, — cKasaja oHa. — Bce
3abpITO. JlaBaii OygeM CUaCTIWBEI.

— Bce mpou3011110 CAUNIKOM BHE3AaMIHO, — CKa-
3anm oH. — $§I coBcem pacrepssics, KOTma MOMHSI

rIa3a TaM, Ha 00pTy, U YBHUIEJ HeBYILIKY, KOTOPYIO
HWCKAaJI BCIO JKU3Hb.
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“It was nice, wasn’t it?”

“I thought that anything so like a casual flower
needn’t be respected. But that was all the more
reason for treating it gently.”

“What nice words,” she teased him. “If you
keep on I’m going to throw myself under the
wheels of the cab.”

Oh, she liked him. They dined together and
went to a play and in the taxi going back to her
hotel she looked up at him and waited.

“Would you consider marrying me?”

“Yes, I’d consider marrying you.”

“Of course if you married me we’d live in New
York.”

“Call me Mickey Mouse,” she said suddenly.

“Why?”

“I don’t know — it was fun when you called me
Mickey Mouse.”

The taxi stopped at her hotel.

“Won’t you come in and talk for a while?” she
asked.

Her bodice was stretched tight across her heart.

“Mother’s here in New York with me and
I promised I’d go and see her for a while.”

“Oh.”

“Will you dine with us tomorrow night?”

“All right.”
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— PasBe TBI He obpamoBasica?

— § mymamn, TO, YTO Tak IOXOXKe Ha CaydaiiHO
HaleHHbIN I[BETOK, HE 3aCJy:KHWBaeT yBaKeHWUAd.
Ho Bce mao6opoT: TeMm 00Jiblile OLIJIO IPUYMH 00pa-
maThcsa ¢ ToOOI GepeskHOo.

— OueHb MUJI0, — 3acMesasach oHa. — Ecau
OyzeIb IPOMOJIKATH B TOM Ke Ayxe, s OpoIrych
IIOJ KoJjieca TaKCH.

Ax kak oH eii HpaBuicsa! OHU NOY;KUHAJIU BMe-
cTe, TIONLIX B TeaTp, a B TAKCHU, II0 JOpore o0paTHO
B TOCTUHUITY, OHA ITIOCMOTpeJIa Ha Hero B OKUJaHUH.

— Ilogymaertb 0 ToM, UYTOOBI BEIATH 34 MEHS 3a-
MYK?

— Jlagao, mogymaro.

— Pasywmeercs, ecau Thl 3a MeHA BBIHIEIb, MBI
6yznem :xuTh B Helo-Mopxke.

— Hagzosu mena Mukku-Maycom, — BAPYT CKa-
3ajia oHa.

— 3auem?

— He 3Hato... Y?KacHo OBLJIO CMEIIHO, KOTZIa ThI
"Ha3Baa meHda Mukku-Maycowm.

Takcu OCTaHOBUJIOCH Y IBepPeil TOCTUHUIIEI.

— TeI He 3aiigemb? — copocuyaa oHa. — Ilo-
GoJitTayiu OBI eIre.

Ee rpyau 65110 TecHO B nude.

— Mosa marb mpuexaia co MHO# B Heio-Mopk.
51 obeman mpuiiTu, YTOOBI OHA He CKydYaJia.

— A-a.

— Iloy:xkmHaemsb co MHOI 3aBTpa?

— Koneuno.
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She hurried in and up to her room and put on
the phonograph.

“Oh, gosh, he’s going to respect me,” she
thought. “He doesn’t know anything about me, he
doesn’t know anything about women. He wants to
make a goddess out of me and I want to be Mickey
Mouse.” She went to the mirror swaying softly be-
fore it: “Lady play your mandolin Lady let that
tune begin.”

At her agent’s next morning she ran into Eddie
O’Sullivan.

“Are you married yet?” he demanded. “Or did
you ever see him again?”

“Eddie, I don’t know what to do. I think I’m in
love with him but we’re always out of step with
each other.”

“Take him in hand.”

“That’s just what I don’t want to do. I want to
be taken in hand myself.”

“Well, you’re twenty-six — you’re in love with
him. Why don’t you marry him? It’s a bad sea-
son.”

“He’s so American,” she answered.

“You’ve lived abroad so long that you don’t
know what you want.”

“It’s a man’s place to make me certain.”

It was in a mood of revolt against what she felt
was to be an inspection that she made a midnight
rendezvous for afterwards to go to Chaplin’s film
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OHa mocIremnnia HaBepx, K cede B HOMep, 1 BKJIIO-
ynja poHorpad.

«O rocmonu, oH cobupaeTca MeHsS yBaXKaTb, —
noxymajia oHa. — OH Huuyero o060 MHe He 3HAET,
HHUUYero He 3HaeT o XeHiuHax. OH XoueTr chesaThb
13 MeHs 60TUHIO, a I Xouy O06ITh Mukku-Maycom» .
OHa mofoILIa K 3epKay 1 BCTaja mepel HUM, UyTh
packaumBasich M3 CTOPOHBLI B cTOpoHy: «Ceromms
HaIM uMeHuHbI, CII0eM o[ 3ByKM MAaHIOJUHBI» .

VYTpoMm y cBoero arelTa OHa CTOJKHYJIACH C DAAU
O’CajliiBaHOM.

— ThI ellle He 3aMy:KeM? — IIOMHTEPEeCcOBaJICs
oH. — Wi BooO1ie ero 0osbire He Bugena?

— § He 3maro, uTO AenaTh, daau. Ilo-moemy, s
B Hero BJIIOOJIeHA, HO y HAC BCe KaK-TO He B Jaj.

— Tak nmpubepu ero K pyxKam.

— VIMeHHO 9TOTO A U He Xouy. X0uy, UTOOBI Me-
HA caMy IIpubpaju K pyKaM.

— Yo K, Tebe yiKe ABaALIATh WIECTh, U ThI €TI0
gobums. [Touemy 6b1 He BhIfiTH 3amy:x? [a u ce-
30H ILJIOXOH.

— OH amepuKaHeI[ [0 MO3ra KOCTeil, — IIoKa-
JIOBaJIach OHA.

— TsI Tak goaro xuja 3a rpaHuIlell, 4YToO Tellepb
caMa He 3HAEIIb, Yer0 XOUelh.

— Bor nycTh My:KunmHa MHE U O0'bSACHUT.

Ona moragbpIBajiach, UTO € MPeICTOAT CMOTPUHEI;
B MATEKHOM HACTPOEHWM, BHIBBAHHOM STHM IIpel-
YyBCTBUEM, OHA JOTOBOPUJIACH HOUTU B MOJHOYL Ha
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with two other men—*“because I frightened him
in Maryland and he’ll only leave me politely at my
door”. She pulled all her dresses out of her ward-
robe and defiantly chose a startling gown from
Vionnet; when George called for her at seven she
summoned him up to her suite and displayed it,
half hoping he would protest.

“Wouldn’t you rather I’d go as a convent girl?”

“Don’t change anything. I worship you.”

But she didn’t want to be worshipped.

It was still light outside and she liked being
next to him in the car. She felt fresh and young
under the fresh young silk — she would be glad to
ride with him for ever, if only she were sure they
were going somewhere.

...The suite at the Plaza dosed around them;
lamps were lighted in the salon.

“We’re really almost neighbours in Maryland,”
said Mrs Ives. “Your name’s familiar in St Charles
county and there’s a fine old house called Lovejoy
Hall. Why don’t you buy it and restore it?”

“There’s no money in the family,” said Evelyn
bluntly. “I’m the only hope, and actresses never
save.”

When the other guest arrived Evelyn started.
Of all shades of her past — Colonel Cary. She
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YAIJIMHCKUYN PUIbM C ABYMSA APYTUMU 3HAKOMBIMMU:
«... IOTOMY 4YTO s Hamyrajia ero B MapuieHzae, U OH
TOJILKO BEKJIMBO PACIIPOIIIAETCS CO MHOMH Y IBepei».
Brrramus u3 rapmepoba Bce CBOM ILIAThSA, OHA pe-
IIUTEJIHLHO BRIOPAIa caMoe BbI3bIBalollee, OT « BboH-
He»; B CEMb 4acoB, Korma I[:Kopm:x 3ales 3a Hel,
OHAa IIpUIJIacuja ero B HOMEp U IIoKas3ajia CBOM Ha-
pAn, BrTaiiHe HalescCh, UTO OH CTAHET BO3PAKATh.

— MoerT, Tl IIpefnoues Obl, YTOOBI s BBITJISA-
Iejia KaK MOHAIIKA?

— He "ago Huuero MeHATh. I 60TrOTBOPIO TEO.

Ho ona He xoTesna, 4T0OBI €e GOTOTBOPUJIH.

Ha yniie eliie He cTeMHeJI0, U € OBIJIO IPUATHO
CUAeTh PAIOM C HUM B MallnuHe. B cBexxeM, MOJIO-
IOM IIIeJIKy OHA UYBCTBOBaJia cebs cBexKeil 1 MOJIO-
0 — OHa C PaJOCThIO exaJjia ObI C HIM BEUHO, €CJII
OBbI TOJIBKO 3HAJIA, UTO BIEPEIN MX UTO-TO JKIET.

...AmaprameHTsl «Il1a3bI» COMKHYJIHCH BOKPYT
HUX; B TOCTHHOM ropejix JIOCTPHI.

— B Mbpuaenge Mbl M BIPaBAy IOYTH cOCe-
Iu, — ckasaja muccuc AiiBs. — B okpyre CeHT-
Yapian3 XOpOIIO 3HAOT Bally (QaMUINI0 — TaMm
€CTh IIPEKPACHBIN CTapblil TOM, KOTOPBIN Ha3bIBA-
erca JlaBmxoii-Xosa. Bel He gymanu KynuTh ero
U OTPEMOHTUPOBATEL?

— Ham pox obGenHes, — cMeJO OTBETUJIA OJBe-
auHa. — §I UX efWHCTBEeHHAs HAHeXIa, HO aKTPU-
ChI He YMEIOT KOIIUTh AeHbI'U.

Korma sBuica mpyroii rocts, OBeJWHA B3APOT-
myaa. W3 Bcex TeHell IpoULIOro... Hy HaIO XKe,
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wanted to laugh, or else hide — for an instant she
wondered if this had been calculated. But she saw
in his surprise that it was impossible.

“Delighted to see you again,” he said simply.

As they sat down at table Mrs Ives remarked:

“Miss Lovejoy is from our part of Maryland.”

“I see,” Colonel Cary looked at Evelyn with the
equivalent of a wink.

His expression annoyed her and she flushed.
Evidently he knew nothing about her success on
the stage, remembered only an episode of six years
ago. When champagne was served she let a waiter
fill her glass lest Colonel Cary think that she was
playing an unsophisticated role.

“I thought you were a teetotaller,” George ob-
served.

“I am. This is about the third drink I ever had
in my life.”

The wine seemed to clarify matters; it made
her see the necessity of anticipating whatever the
Colonel might afterwards tell the Ives. Her glass
was filled again. A little later Colonel Cary gave an
opportunity when he asked:

“What have you been doing all these years?”

“I’m on the stage.” She turned to Mrs Ives.
“Colonel Cary and I met in my most difficult days.”

“Yes?”
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nonkoBHUK Kapu! Eit 3axoTenoch niu sacMeAThC,
niu cupAararbesa. Ha MraoBeHue y Hee maske MeJb-
KHYJIa MBICIIb, V3K He IIOJCTPOEHO JU BCe 3TO, — HO
IO ero YAWBJIEHUIO OHA MOHAJA, YTO HUKAKOT0 I1jIa-
Ha OBITH He MOTJIO.

— Pap BuzeTs Bac cHOBa, — IIPOCTO CKAa3aJI OH.

Kornma onu cesu 3a cTos, Mmuccuc AB3 3aMeTHIA:

— Mucc JIaBmkoit 3 Haiux KpaeB B MapuieHe.

— Ilousaruo. — IlonkoBHUK Kapu B3TIAHYJI Ha
IBeJINHY U HEYKJIOMKe IOMBITANICA el MOAMUTHYTh.

Ot mocanasl oHA 3aamaach pymsumnem. OueBuIHO,
OH He 3HAJ HUYEero O ee ycliexe Ha CIlieHe, IIOMHILI
TOJIBKO SIIM30[ IecTUJeTHelH nasHocTu. Korma mo-
Jayu NIaMIIaHCKOe, OHA IT03BOJIMJIA CJIyre HamoJ-
HUTH ee 00KaJI, YTOOBI IOJKOBHUK HE PEIInJI, OyATO
oHaA M300pakaeT HEeMCKYITeHHOCTD.

— § aymaui, ThI BOBce He Oepelllb B POT CIHPT-
HOT0, — 00poHUT J[;KODIK.

— Taxk u ects. Kaxkercsa, aTo Moii TpeTuii 60Kaa
3a BCIO KI3Hb.

IToxo:xe, BUHO IPOSCHUIIO CUTYAIINIO; Oarogaps
eMy OHa 0CO3HAajJa HeoO0XOAMMOCTL OIepPeqUTh IOJI-
KOBHUKA, KOTOPBIH MOT' IIOTOM BCe paccKa3aThb AIiB-
3aM 1mo-cBoeMy. Ee OOKajJ HamOJHWJIN BHOBb. UyThb
mo3:ke TMOJKOBHUK Kapu moMor eif HauaTh, CIIPOCHUB:

— YeMm BBI 3aHUMAJINCh BCE STU T'OJIBI?

— HWrpamna ua ciiene. — OHa IIOBepPHYJIACh K MIC-
cuc A#B3: — M5l ¢ IOJKOBHUKOM HMO3HAKOMIJINCE,
Korja y MeHs ObLIa caMas TPYAHAas II0J0ca.

— Hey:xenu?
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The Colonel’s face reddened but Evelyn contin-
ued steadily.

“For two months I was what used to be called
a ,,party girl“.”

“A party girl?” repeated Mrs Ives puzzled.

“It’s a New York phenomenon,” said George.

Evelyn smiled at the Colonel.

“It used to amuse me.”

“Yes, very amusing,” he said.

“Another girl and I had just left school and de-
cided to go on the stage. We waited around agen-
cies and offices for months and there were liter-
ally days when we didn’t have enough to eat.”

“How terrible,” said Mrs Ives.

“Then somebody told us about ,,party girls“.
Businessmen with clients from out of town some-
times wanted to give them a big time — singing
and dancing and champagne, all that sort of thing,
make them feel like regular fellows seeing New
York. So they’d hire a room in a restaurant and
invite a dozen party girls. All it required was to
have a good evening dress and to sit next to some
middle-aged man for two hours and laugh at his
jokes and maybe kiss him good night. Sometimes
you’d find a fifty-dollar bill in your napkin when
you sat down at table. It sounds terrible, doesn’t
it — but it was salvation to us in that awful three
months.”
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JInio y moJKOBHMKA IIOKPacHeNI0, HO JBeJUHA
YIPSAMO IPOIOJIKAJIA:

— IIBa Mecs1a A Obljia TaK Ha3bLIBAEMOM IEBYIII-
KOM IJI1 BeUePUHOK.

— JleBymrkoil njsa BeuepUHOK? — 03aJauyeHHO
TOBTOpPUJIA Muccuc ANB3.

— Ectb Takoe HBIO-HIOPKCKOe m3o0peTeHme, —
ckasay [[Kopmx.

IBeJVHA YIBIOHYJIACh ITOJKOBHUKY.

— 9TO MeHdA 3a0aBJAo.

— Ia, 65110 Becesio, — IOATBEPANJI OH.

— Mp&1 ¢ mopyro# TOJABKO UTO 3aKOHUUJIN IIIKO-
Jy ¥ pelluJn MONHTM B akTpuchkl. He onquH Mecsary
00MBaJM MOPOTU PA3HBIX areHTCTB M KOHTOP; ObI-
BaJIM OHU, KOTJa HaM OYKBaJbHO HEUYero ObLIO €CTh.

— Kaxkoii y:xac, — OTKJIUKHYJach Muccuc A#Bs.

— IToToM KTO-TO paccKasay HaM O JeBYIIKAaX IJI
BeUepUHOK. VHorma mpeanpuHuMAaTeIsIM XO0TeJ0Ch
pasBiieyb KJINEHTOB M3 APYTUX TOPOJOB — IIE€HWUE,
TaHI[bI, ITAMIIAHCKOE M BCe TaKoe, — UTOOBI Te II0-
uyyBcrBoBaK ceba B Huio-Mopke ceoumu. Torma onn
CHUMAJIH 3aJ1 B pecTopaHe W IPUIVIAIIAIN TIOMKUHY
JIeBYIIEeK UIA BeueprHOK. Bce, uTo oT Hac TpebGoBa-
JIOCh, — BTO HAJIETH XOPOIIlee BeUepHee IIaThe U IIPO-
CHUETH IBa Yaca PAAOM C KaKUM-HUOYIb MOKMJIBIM
MYKUMHOMN, CMEATHCA ero ITyTKaM W, MOKET OBITh,
TIOIIeJIOBATh ero Ha COH rpaxyiuii. Horma, caadach
3a CTOJI, MBI HAXOAMIU Y ce0a B caadeTke OaHKHOTY
B IATHIECAT AOJLJIAPOB. 3BYUHUT Y:KacHO, HO B Te TPHU
KOIIIMapHBIX MeCcsAIla 9TO OBLIO JJIA HAC CIIaceHUEeM.
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A silence had fallen, short as far as seconds
go but so heavy that Evelyn felt it on her shoul-
ders. She knew that the silence was coming from
some deep place in Mrs Ives’s heart, that Mrs Ives
was ashamed for her and felt that what she had
done in the struggle for survival was unworthy
of the dignity of woman. In those same seconds
she sensed the Colonel chuckling maliciously be-
hind his bland moustache, felt the wrinkles beside
George’s eyes straining.

“It must be terribly hard to get started on the
stage,” said Mrs Ives. “Tell me — have you acted
mostly in England?”

“Yes.”

What had she said? Only the truth and the
whole truth in spite of the old man leering there.
She drank off her glass of champagne.

George spoke quickly, under the Colonel’s roar
of conversation:

“Isn’t that a lot of champagne if you’re not
used to it?”

She saw him suddenly as a man dominated by his
mother; her frank little reminiscence had shocked
him. Things were different for a girl on her own
and at least he should see that it was wiser than
that Colonel Cary might launch dark implications
thereafter. But she refused further champagne.
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B komHaTe moBucsIa TUIINHA — HeOJTasd, eciu
CUUTATh HA CEKYHIbI, HO TaKas THEeTYINAasd, YTO JBe-
JIMHA OIIYIaJa ee TAMKEeCTh Ha cBoux miedax. OHa
3HAJIA, YTO UCTOUYHUK STOM TUIINHBI KPOETCH I'le-TO
B IyOMHE Aymm mMuccuc A#B3, 4YTo Muccuc AWB3
CTBIIHO 3a Hee M UYTO OHA CUMUTaeT MoJ0OHOro poaa
60pu0y 3a BRIKMBAHNE He JOCTOHMHOI IIOPALOUHON
JKeHIUHBI. B Te ’Ke ceKyHIbl OHa MOYyBCTBOBAJA,
KaK I'yObl ITIOJKOBHMKA MO BEKJIMBBIMU yCAMU HC-
KPMBUJINCHL B JIETKOU 3JIOBEIlllell yCMeIlKe, YJIOBU-
Ja, Kak HapATJINCh, MOPIIUHKN y Tyas JKopa:xa.

— Hagepnoe, 5T0 ObIJIO HEMBICIUMO TPYAHO —

Ha4yaTh CIleHUYECKYI0O Kapbepy, — IIpepBaJjia MOJ-
yauue muccuc Ai3. — CKaKuTe... BbI B OCHOBHOM
BbICTynaIu B AHDINM?

— Ha.

Yro oua Takoro ckasasua? ToabKo mpaBay — BCIO
IpaBay, U IIYCTh 9TOT CTAPUK YXMBLISIETCA CKOJIbKO
yroguo. OHa mommiaa OOKaJ OO SHA.

ITonkoBHUK 3arymes CHOBa, obOpallasch K MUC-
cuc A#iB3; BOCIIOJIb30BABIINCEH 3TUM, I[JKOPIK ObI-
CTPO U TUXO IPOTOBOPII:

— He MHOTO JU OymeT CTOJBKO IITaMIIaHCKOTO,
ecJii Thl K HEMY He IPUBHIKJIA?

OHa BAPYT YBUEJA B HEM UeJOBeKa, IIOKOPHOTO
CBOeIl BJIACTHOW MaTepu; ee MaJIeHbKAas OTKPOBEH-
HOCTBH IIIOKHpPOBaJsia ero. s OeBYIIKH, KOTopas
BBIHY:KJIEHA KUTH caMa 110 cebe, Bce BBITVISIAUT UHa-
Ye, 1 OH, IO KpaliHell Mepe, HOJI’KeH ObIJI IMOHSATH,
YTO eil CJIeOBAJIO OIEPEeIUTH IOJKOBHUKA C €ero
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After dinner she sat with George at the piano.

“I suppose I shouldn’t have said that at din-
ner,” she whispered.

“Nonsense! Mother knows everything’s changed
nowadays.”

“She didn’t like it,” Evelyn insisted. “And as
for that old boy that looks like a Peter Arno car-
toon!”

Try as she might Evelyn couldn’t shake off the
impression that some slight had been put upon
her. She was accustomed only to having approval
gad admiration around her.

“If you had to choose again would you choose

the stage?” Mrs Ives asked.
“It’s a nice life,” Evelyn said emphatically.
“If T had daughters with talent I’d choose it for
them. I certainly wouldn’t want them to be soci-
ety girls.”

“But we can’t all have talent,” said Colonel
Cary.

“Of course most people have the craziest preju-
dices about the stage,” pursued Evelyn.

“Not so much nowadays,” said Mrs Ives. “So
many nice girls go on the stage.”
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BO3MOKHBIMU COMHUTEJBLHBIMH HamMekamu. Ho ot
ouepemHOM MOPIMY NMTaMIAHCKOTO OHA OTKA3aJjach.

ITocne y:xuna ouu ¢ I[iKopmxeM ceau 3a opre-
TIHUAaHO.

— HasepHoe, He HaZ0 MHe ObLIO I'OBOPHUTH 5TO
3a CTOJIOM, — IIPOIIIeITajla OHA.

— Yenyxa! Mama 3HaeT, UTO HBIHYE BCe TIIO-
Apyromy.

— Omna 6bLyIa HEeLOBOJIbHA, — CTOSJA HA CBOEM
IdBenuHa. — A srtor crapukan! IIpamo o:xupiIas
kapukarypa Ilutepa ApHo!

Kak 9BesinHa Hu cTapaJach, OHa He Moryia usba-
BUTHCS OT BIIEUATICHUS, UTO K Hell OTHOCATCS UyTh
npeHeOpe:kuTeNbHO. J[0 cuX TOp el Bcerma mocTa-
BaJIUChH JIUIIb KOMIIJIUMEHTHI 1 BOCXUIIIEHUE.

— Ecau 6B BaM IIPUIILIOCH BHIOMPATH ellle pas,
BbI OIISATh BBIOpaJIu OBI CIIeHY? — CIIPOCIUJIa MUCCHC
AiiBs.

— Mue HpaBUTCA MOSA KM3Hb, — C yIapeHUeM
ckazaja 9BenuHa. — Eciu ObI y MeHs ObLIN JOUepU
U y HUX O0HAPY:KUJICA TAJAHT, S IIOCOBETOBAJIA ObI
UM TO 2Ke caMoe. MHe omrpefieJIeHHO He X0TeJI0Ch ObI,
YTOOBI OHU CTaJIM ITPOCTO CBETCKUMHU IEeBYIITKAMMU.

— Ho Benp TasaHT ecTh He Y BCeX, — BO3PAa3MUJI
TIOJIKOBHUK.

— KoHeuHo, co CIIeHOI CBA3aHbI caMble HEBEPO-
SITHBIE TIPeJpacCyAKu, — YIOPCTBOBaJia JOBeJIUHA.

— B mamm gHM uX ropasao MeHbIlIe, — cKasaja
muccuc AiiB3. — CTOJBKO MUJIBIX IEBYIIEK HUIYT
B aKTPUCHI.
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“Girls of position,” added Colonel Cary.

“They don’t usually last very long,” said Eve-
lyn. “Every time some debutante decides to dazzle
the world there’s another flop due on Broadway.
But the thing that makes me maddest is the way
people condescend. I remember one season on the
road — all the small-town social leaders inviting
you to parties and then whispering and snicker-
ing in the corner. Snickering at Gladys Knowles!”
Evelyn’s voice rang with indignation: “When Gla-
dys goes to Europe she dines with the most promi-
nent people in every country, the people who don’t
know these backwoods social leaders exist——"

“Does she dine with their wives too?” asked
Colonel Cary.

“With their wives too.” She glanced sharply at
Mrs Ives. “Let me tell you that girls on the stage
don’t feel a bit inferior, and the really fashionable
people don’t think of patronizing them.”

The silence was there again heavier and deeper,
but this time excited by her own words Evelyn was
unconscious of it.

“Oh, it’s American women,” she said. “The less
they have to offer the more they pick on the ones
that have.”
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— JleBylIeK c TOJOKeHHeM, — J00aBUJI IIOJI-
KOBHUK.

— OOBIYHO OHM JOJITO He IIPOAEPKUBAIOTCA, —
ckasaJsia IBesnHa. — CTOUT MHe yCJabIIaTh 00 oue-
penHoil mebloTaHTKe, KOTOpas AyMaeT OCJIEIUTh
MUp, KaK A y:Ke 3HaIO: CKOpO Ha BpomaBee omATh
oymer mpoBaJi. Ho GoJbllle Bcero MeHS pasapa-
JKaeT JYeJIoBeueCKasl CHUCXOAUTEILHOCTb. IIOMHIO
OIHO TacTPOJIbHOE TYPHE... BCe 9TH MECTEUKOBEIE
MOJIUTHUYECKNE JUAePhl IPUrIalIaoT Tebd Ha Beue-
PHUHKH, a IIOTOM WIENYYTCA U XUXUKAIOT II0 yIJIaM.
Xuxukate Hag Imeguc Hoysnc! — Tosoc OBeanHBI
3a3BeHeJ oT HeromoBaHusa: — Korma Iisguc mpu-
es:xaet B EBpony, oHa oGemaer ¢ caMbIMU 3HAMEHU-
TLIMU JIOAbMHM BO BCE€X CTPaHAaX, C JIOALMH, KOTO-
pbIe Jaske He IIOL03PEBAIOT O CYIIECTBOBAHUU dTUX
SKAJIKUX IIPOBUHIIHAJIOR...

— Ona obemaerT m ¢ UX JKeHaMMU? — CIPOCHUJI
TOJIKOBHUK Kapu.

— Jlla, u ¢ xeHamu. — OHA OCTPO BIIVIAHYyJA
Ha Mmuccuc AnB3. — Ilo3BosbTe cKasaTh BaM, UTO
IEeBYIIKKU CO CIIeHBI OTHIOAL HE CUMTAIOT cebsa BTO-
POCOPTHBIMU, U HACTOAIME aPUCTOKPATHI HUKOTIA
He MPOSABIAIOT CHUCXOIUTEJIbHOCTH II0 OTHOIIEHUIO
K HHUM.

BHOBB HacTynmmiaa THUIINHA, elle 0oJiee TAKKAT
u rIyboKas, HO Ha ceii pa3 OBeJiMHA, B3BOJIHOBaH-
Has COOCTBEHHBIMU CJIOBAMIU, 3TOT'0 HE 3aMEeTUIA.

— Tak y:X ycTpoeHBI aMepuKaHKKU, — CKasaja
oHa. — YeMm MeHbIIIe Y HUX CBOUX TOCTOMHCTB, TE€M
OXOTHEe OHU KPUTUKYIOT T€X, V KOI'0 OHU €CTh.
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She drew a deep breath, she felt that the room
was stifling.

“I’m afraid I must go now,” she said.

“I’1l take you,” said George.

They were all standing. She shook hands. She
liked George’s mother, who after all had made no
attempt to patronize her.

“It’s been very nice,” said Mrs Ives.
“I hope we’ll meet soon. Good night.”

With George in a taxi she gave the address of a
theatre on Broadway.

“T have a date,” she confessed.

“I see.”

“Nothing very important.”

She glanced at him, and put her hand on his.
Why didn’t he ask her to break the date? But he
only said:

“He better go over Forty-fifth Street.”

Ah, well, maybe she’d better go back to Eng-
land — and be Mickey Mouse. He didn’t know any-
thing about women, anything about love, and to
her that was the unforgivable sin. But why in a
certain set of his face under the street lamps did
he remind her of her father?

“Won’t you come to the picture?” she suggested.

“I’m feeling a little tired — I’m turning in.”

“Will you phone me tomorrow?”

“Certainly.”
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OHa B3I0XHYJIA IIOJHOM I'PYAbIO; €l ObLIO0 AYIITHO.

— Borocs, MHe mopa uATH, — cKasaJia OHa.

— 1 mpoBoiky, — ckazaJ J[;KOpIK.

Bce Oblim mHa Horax. IlociemoBanm mpoIab-
Hble pyKomoskaTusi. Eif moHpasusiack Math JKop-
I:Ka: B KOHIIEe KOHIIOB, OHA He MbITAJIACh IPOABIATD
CHUCXOIUTETbHOCTD.

— BbLI0 OYeHb MPUATHO, — CKasajla MUCCUC
AfiBs.

— Hagerocs, MBI ckopo BcTperuMcsa. IoOpoit
HOYMH.

Ces c [I:xopa:KeM B TaKCH, OHa HasBaJia Modepy
agpec KMHOTeaTpa Ha Bpojsee.

— V¥V MeHd TaM BCTpeua, — IPHU3HAJACh OHA.

— Ilonaruo.

— Hwuuero BasxkHOTO.

Ona rnanyJa Ha [[JKopa:Ka U KOCHYJIach ero py-
Ku. ITouemMy OH He MOTTPOCUT OTMEHUTH 3Ty BCTpE-
yy? Ho oH cKasas TOJBKO:

— Jlyumre moexaTh 1o COpPOK IATOM.

Yro 3K, MOKeT ObITh, €l 1 IpaBAa CTOUT BePHYTh-
cAa B AHriuio... u 0biTh Mukku-Maycom. O Huue-
ro He 3HAJ O 'KeHIIMHAX, HUJYero He 3HaJI O JIO0BH,
a Ui Hee 9TO OBLIO HETPOCTUTEIbHBIM IrpexoM. Ho
oYeMy BAPYT UePTHI €r0 3aCTHIBIIETO JIUIA B CBETE
BeuepHUX (oHapeil TaKk HAIIOMHUJIU el OTIIOBCKUE?

— A TBI He X0UeIllb B KHUHO? — IIPeAJIOKIIa OHAa.

— $1 memHOTO yCTa... IOUAY JOMOIA.

— Ilo3Bonuis 3asTpa?

— O06asaTeabHO.
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She hesitated. Something was wrong and she
hated to leave him. He helped her out of the taxi
and paid it.

“Come with us?” she asked almost anxiously.
“Listen, if you like——"

“I’m going to walk for a while!”

She caught sight of the men waiting for her
and waved to them.

“George, is anything the matter?” she said.

“Of course not.”

He had never seemed so attractive, so desirable
to her. As her friends came up, two actors, look-
ing like very little fish beside him, he took off his
hat and said:

“Good night, I hope you enjoy the picture.”
“George——"

— and a curious thing happened. Now for the
first time she realized that her father was dead,
that she was alone. She had thought of herself as
being self-reliant, making more in some seasons
than his practice brought him in five years. But
he had always been behind her somewhere, his love
had always been behind her — She had never been
a waif, she had always had a place to go.

And now she was alone, alone in the swirling
indifferent crowd. Did she expect to love this man,
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Ona momemauiaa. YTo-To OBIIO HEJIATHO, M OHA
6oamack paccraBaThed ¢ HUM. OH IIOMOT €il BBIATHU
M3 TaKCH W PacCIIaTUJICS C 1o epoMm.

— Iloiimem ¢ HaMu, — CKasaJjia OHAa IIOUTH C Tpe-
Boroii. — Ilocaymaii, ecau XoUellb...

— § xouy mporyaarbcs!

Ona 3aMeTua IpuATeseii, KOTOpPbIe KIAJU ee
y 3IaHUs, ¥ IIoMaxajia M.

— J»xopa:k, uTO-HUOYIbL He Tak? — CcIOpocuia
OHA.

— Bce B mopsanke.

OH HUKOTZA ellle He KasaJicad el TaKUM IIPUTI-
raTeJbHBIM, TAKUM JKeJaHHBIM. Korma mogoniim; ee
IPYy3bs, IBOE aKTEPOB, — PAJAOM C HUM OHU BBITJIA-
IeJ IPOCTOBATHIMU, UYTH JIX He II0J03PUTEIbHBI-
MU, — OH CHSJI ILJIANY W CKasa:

— JloOpoii HOUM, HaJeCh, KapTHHA BaM IIO-
HPaBUTCS.

— KopmK...

..MI TyT cayumaoch crpaHHoe. ToJabKO ceifuac
OHAa BIIEPBBIE 0CO3HAJIa, UTO €e OTell yMep, UTO OHa
ocrajack ogHa. OHa cumMTasia, YTO MOXKET cama cebs
obecreunTh: BeIb 3a MHOM Ce30H OHAa 3apabaThiBa-
Jla CTOJIBKO, CKOJIBKO er0 MpaKTHUKa He IMPUHOCHUJIA
¥ 3a IATh JeT. Ho oH Bcerza Kak-To He3aMeTHO ee
HOAIep:KUBaJI, ero Jio00OBL Bcerma IIoMorajia ei...
OHA HHUKOTJAa He YyBCTBOBajJa cebs IIepeKaTH-IIo-
JeM, y Hee Bcerga ObLT POIHOM YTOJIOK.

U BoT oHa ocTasach ofHA — OAHA B 9TOM TOJIKOT-
He, cpelu PaBHOAYIITHOI TOJMLI. UTO Ke, OHA AyMa-
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who offered her so much, with the naive roman-
tics of eighteen. He loved her — he loved her more
than any one in the world loved her. She wasn’t
ever going to be a great star, she knew that, and
she had reached the time when a girl had to look
out for herself.

“Why, look,” she said, “I’ve got to go. Wait —
or don’t wait.”

Catching up her long gown she sped up Broad-
way. The crowd was enormous as theatre after
theatre eddied out to the sidewalks. She sought
for his silk hat as for a standard, but now there
were many silk hats. She peered frantically into
groups and crowds as she ran. An insolent voice
called after her and again she shuddered with a
sense of being unprotected. Reaching the cor-
ner she peered hopelessly into the tangled mass
of the block ahead. But he had probably turned
off Broadway so she darted left down the dimmer
alley of Forty-eighth Street. Then she saw him,
walking briskly, like a man leaving something be-
hind — and overtook him at Sixth Avenue.

“George,” she cried.

He turned; his face looking at her was hard and
miserable.

“George, I didn’t want to go to that picture,
I wanted you to make me not go. Why didn’t you
ask me not to go?”
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Jia TIOJIIOOUTH STOTO YeJ0BeKa, KOTOPBIH obelas e
TaK MHOTO, C HAMBHBIM POMAHTH3MOM BOCEMHAJIIIA-
TriierHen? OH 00U ee — JIIOOWII CUJIbHEe, YeM KTO
0bI TO HU OBLTO B 9ToM Mupe. OHa 3Haja, YTO el Hu-
KOI'Zla He CTATh BEJIUKOUM aKTPUCOIl, 1 IOHNMAJA, YTO
B ee BoapacTe JIeBYIIIKe ITopa m03ab0TUThCS O cebe.

— IlocaymatiTe, — ckasana ona. — MHe HaJ0
uatu. Ilogoxanre MeHd... LN HET, He HATO.

ITomo6paB mOJIBI CBOETO AJIWMHHOTO IJIATHA, OHA
mycTuJach o BpoaBeio 3a HUM BIOTOHKY. V3 Bcex
TeaTPOB BAJOM BaJIMJIU 3PUTEJIU, WM MPOCIEKT OBLI
3anpy:keH HapomoMm. OHaA HajJeAJlach 3aMETUTD IU-
auagp :Kopmaika, HO Temepb BOKPYT OBLIO MHOTO
nuauHapoB. Ha Oery oHa OTUadHHO 0O3upajach,
3aryIsAbIBajIa B UysKue Juna. Efl KpUKHYJIU BCJIen
YTO-TO OCKOPOWTEJbHOE, U OHA COAPOTHYJAaCh,
BHOBb IIOYYBCTBOBAB CBOIO He3alUIIEHHOCTb. Ha
TIepeKpecTKe OHa CO CTPaxoM IIOCMOTpesia BIIe-
pea: Bechb CJENVIONIMII KBapTaJ KHUIIMEJ JIIOIAbBMMU.
Ho I:xopm:x, HaBepHOe, MOKMHYJ BpoaBeit, u oHa
MeTHyJIach HaJieBO, IO MoayTeMHoii COpOK BOCH-
Moii yaurne. I TyT oHa yBuUAesia ero — OH IIaras
OBICTPO, KaK YeJOBEK, KOTOPBLIN XOUeT YUTO-TO 3a-
O0bITh, — u HarHaJsa Ha [llecToit aBeHIO.

— I:xopmx! — OKJMKHYJIA OHA.

OH o0epHYJICS; €T0 JUIO OBLIO KECTKUM U He-
CUACTHBIM.

— §1 He xoTesa maTH HaA 9TOT puabM, [[FKOPIK,
s1 XOTeJia, YTOOBI THI IIOMMPOCHUJ MEHA He XOIUTb.
ITouemy THI MeHA He IOTPOCUJI?
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®paHeuc CkoTT duumxepanbg

“I didn’t care whether you went or not.”

“Didn’t you?” she cried. “Don’t you care for me
any more?”

“Do you want me to call you a cab?”

“No, I want to be with you.”

“I’m going home.”

“I’ll walk with you. What is it, George? What
have I done?”

They crossed Sixth Avenue and the street be-
came darker.

“What is it, George? Please tell me. If I did
something wrong at your mother’s why didn’t you
stop me?”

He stopped suddenly.

“You were our guest,” he said.

“What did I do?”

“There’s no use going into it.” He signalled a
passing taxi. “It’s quite obvious that we look at
things differently. I was going to write you to-
morrow but since you ask me it’s just as well to
end it today.”

“But why, George?” She wailed. “What did
I1do?”

“You went out of your way to make a preposter-
ous attack on an old gentlewoman who had given
you nothing but courtesy and consideration.”

“Oh, George, I didn’t, I didn’t... I’ll go to her
and apologize. I’ll go tonight.”
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Cama no cebe

— Mg=e 6bLIO BCce paBHO, IOMeTe BB UJIN HET.

— Yro TBI roBopuinbk! — BCKpuUaja OHA. —
3HauuT, Tedbe Ha MeHs HAIJIeBaTh?

— Xorure, g DoiiMaw BaM Takcu?

— Her, a xouy ObITH ¢ TOOOI.

— $1 uny cnars.

— Torma a Teba mpoBoKYy. YUTO CTpPsCIOCH,
I:xopmx? B uem s BuHOBaTa?

Onu nepecexsu IllecTyio aBeHio, U yJInIla cTajaa
TeMHee.

— Yro cayumaocwh, [xopmu? Iloxasyiicra,
craxku. Eciu 4 cmesana 4To-TO He TO V TBOEH Ma-
Tepu, IIoUeMy Thl MEHsI He OCTAHOBUJI?

OH BApyT obopBaJI mIar.

— BrbI 6b11M Halle# rocTbeil, — CKasaJl OH.

— Yo a coenana?

— Her cmbIicaa aTo obey:xaaTb. — OH MaxXHYJI
npoes:xamoireMy Takcu: — CoBepIIeHHO 0UYeBHUIHO,
YTO MBI CMOTPHMM Ha Bellld Mo-pasHomy. SI cobu-
paJica HaIlucaTb BaM 3aBTPA, HO €CJIU YK Bbl MEH
CIIPOCUJIN, MOXKHO IIOKOHYUTEL C 9TUM U CErOHs.

— Ho mouemy, [I:xopm:x? — B3MOJIMIACh OHA. —
Yro s1 Takoro chenauaa?

— BbI IPUIOKNIN BCE YCUJIUA K TOMY, UTOOBI
caMbIM HeJIeIBIM 00pa3oM OOHIeTh HOMKUIYIO JKeH-
IMUHY, KOTOpPas OTHECJach K BaM CO BCEM BO3MOXK-
HBIM TAKTOM U JIF00E3HOCTBIO.

— Ax, II:xopmx, s sToro He genanal!l S moiimy
K Hell n u3BuHIOCH. Cerogusa xe moumy.
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“She wouldn’t understand. We simply look at
things in different ways.”

“Oh — h-h.” She stood aghast.

He started to say something further, but after
a glance at her he opened the taxi door.

“It’s only two blocks. You’ll excuse me if I don’t
go with you.”

She had turned and was clinging to the iron
railing of a stair.

“I’ll go in a minute,” she said. “Don’t wait.”

She wasn’t acting now. She wanted to be dead.
She was crying for her father, she told herself —
not for him but for her father.

His footsteps moved off, stopped, hesitated —
came back.

“Evelyn.”

His voice was close beside her.

“Oh, poor baby,” it said. He turned her about
gently in his arms and she clung to him.

“Oh yes,” she cried in wild relief. “Poor baby —
just your poor baby.”

She didn’t know whether this was love or not
but she knew with all her heart and soul that she
wanted to crawl into his pocket and be safe for
ever.



Cama no cebe

— Omna e noiimeT. IIpocTo MBI TO-APYTrOMY CMO-
TPUM Ha BeIllu.

— 0-0... — Ona zamepJia, mopakeHHasd.

OH xoTeJs OBLIO CKAa3aTh UTO-TO ellle, HO, TIAHYB
Ha Hee, OTKPLIJI IBEPIy TAKCHU:

— 3nech Bcero aBa KBapraia. [Ipocture, uTo He
ey Cc BaMU.

OHa oTBepHYyJIaCh U MPUCTOHUIACDH K JKeJIe3HBIM
nepuaaM KaKOM-TO JIECTHUIIHI.

— Ceiiuac, — ckasaJya ouma. — He xaure.

Ona He urpaJia. Eff u BUpAMb X0T€JI0Ch YMEPETh.
«ITO CJIe3bI IO OTIY, — CKasaJjia oHa cebe, — He 1O
HEMY, a II0 OTIY».

Eii Ob1y10 CJIBIIIIHO, KAK OH 3alllaraJ IIpoyb, OCTa-
HOBUJICA, IIOMEIIKaJ... BEDHYJICA.

— 9BeJHnHA.
Ero rosoc mposByuas c3agu, coOBCeM PAIOM.
— Ax TbI, GegHAsA IeBOYKA, — MIPOMOJIBIJI OH.

3areM JIaCKOBO Pa3BEPHYJI ee 3a IJIeUr, M OHA IPU-
HUKJA K HEMY.

— Jla, ma, — BOCKJIMKHYJIA OHA C TMTaHTCKUM
obseruenuem. — Benmas mesouxa... TBoa Oeguas
IEeBOYKA.

Ona He 3HaJA, JIOOOBB 3TO WX HET, HO BCEM CBO-
UM CepAIeM U AYIIoii YyBCTBOBAJIA OHO: UTO OOJIBbIIIe
BCEro Ha CBeTe eif XOUeTcs CIpATATbCA Y HEeTo B Kap-
MaHe U BeUHO CUAETH TaM B IIOKOE U 0€30IIaCHOCTH.
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