him of the folly of a hasty marriage it's ;iit
implication that I—or anyone else—might
believe it necessary . . . or, at least, indicated
She had not for a moment believed that
Miles and Carol, playing at love in a cottage,
had been anything but idiotic and innocent
If t h e question had been p u t to her she
would have repudiated it, with laughter
How absurd, she knew Carol too well!
Did she? What woman knows her (IAH
daughter? She thought, but it isn't possible:
Yet anything was possible, she remiiideil
herself. Carol was Adam's child. She did
not remind herself, as well, Carol is my chiiii.
Her cfuestion had been a matter of teolinique. B u t now, she stared at Miles with
horror and a curious pervasive hatred, which
had nothing to do with morals, or materiiiil
anxiety.
She said, coldly, "You do not COMVIIKC
me!"
Miles' color was normal again. H e ran Ins
hand over his head in a restless, abstracted
gesture, and his carefully brushed hair stocd,
literally, on end. H e looked very youtit;
and troubled.
It had been a damnable thing to ask, he
cause it might have been true. H e had re
membered, between question and answei,
the firelight in the cottage, and another ui
gent question. "Carol?" he had asked, ami
she had said, regarding him with her lununous eyes, her mouth vulnerable from kissing, "No, darling—"
She had been wise for them both and ii
was remembering her wisdom which had letarded his answer, which had brought the
blood to his face and accelerated his pulse.
H e said, desperately, "You must believe
me, Helen."
"Why?" she inquired. "On what basi^'
I don't know you very well. Miles I dor i
know what you were before you put on .<
uniform, nor whether a uniform has releaseii
your inhibitions. Nor, in fact, whether or ni>(
you had any to release."
H e said, after a moment, "Very well Sc
you don't know me. But you do know Carol
"As to that," she answered, "I cannot sav
I thought I did—"
She permitted her voice to trail off, as if it
had been wounded, as if it bled.
H e asked, harshly, "Do you intend tc
cross-examine Carol?"
" W h a t would you do," she inqtnred, 1
you were in my place?"
H e didn't know. H e was not Caro: ^
mother.
She said, thoughtfully, before he could
reply, "Or if you were Adam?"
H e found himself shouting, careless
whether Ole were within hearing, os Agatli.i
or even Adam himself.
"You are going to suggest—?"
She
interrupted
swiftly,
an.I saii'
smoothly, "He's her father, after all. '
Sure. P u t yourself in Adam's pUice. But
you couldn't. There was nothing pateriin'
about your feeling for Carol Hillai\
Bi i
if you and Carol were twenty odd yeais

older, if you and Carol had a daughter . . . ?
He said, "There is no reason why we
should hasten our marriage." H e saici it
flatly, without inflection.
Helen said presently, "In that case, there
is no reason, either, why you should not convince Carol that it would be wiser to wait
until after the war."
"All right," Miles said. They had made
a bargain, and he knew it. She had said
tacitly. Call off this absurd idea of marrying
at once and I'll say nothing either to Carol
or her father.
Helen smiled brilliantly. She reached out
her hand and pulled the bell cord by the
fireplace. She said, gently, "I think Ole must
have cocktails ready. Agatha should be
down by now, and Carol will surely be coming in soon. I don't know about Adam, of
course. H e seems to be tearing all over
town trying to expedite his departure. So
silly of him," she added, shrugging, "at his
age. . . ."

O

L E appeared before there was any need
for comment. T h e Martinis came with
him, and Miles drank two, in rapid succession, and with concentration of purpose. If
ever a man needed a drink . . .
H e could not remain angry with Helen
Hillary. H e was forced to take her at her
face value, and her face was precious and
treasurable. Not so long ago he had been in
love with her, after a fashion. Oh, not in
love, but near enough. She had given him
gifts which he had forgotten existed—
laughter, beauty, and that quality with a
jaded name, glamor. She had given him
gentleness, wit, and, he believed, understanding. H e could not so quickly and
readily reverse his conception of her.
Returned to a more normal mode of living, a way of life which did not include
death at any moment and from any quarter,
the clear outline of her magic had dimmed,
and the remembered excitement she had
aroused in him had become embarrassed,
had made him feel that he had been momentarily adolescent. She was not for him; and
he had known it before he fell in love with
Carol. Falling in love with Carol had been
a completely absorbing experience . . . all
emotion narrowed down to a fine, burning
point, fiercely concentrated and yet so encompassing that there was no room for anything else.
There was, moreover, no way in which he
could know that Helen was not exactly as
she seemed at this moment, precisely as she
deliberately presented herself to him—a
comprehensibly anxious mother, concerned
only with the welfare, present and future,
of her child.
A woman has, let us say, eight intimates
. . . a husband, a lover, an enemy, a child,
friends . . . and each of them sees her as a
totally or almost dissimilar person. Therefore, she is eight women. Also, she is a ninth
woman, the woman she herself sees . . . and
knows, in part, or whole. Miles saw Helen
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HOW WOULD YOU PRONOUNCE IT?—No. 12
Each sentence below contains tour u ords commonly
aloud, then check with list on page 50.

mispronounced.

Read

1. He often used his presentation in society to exploit the Mardi Gras.
2. W e passed through the conservatory redolent oi fragrant thyme,
thence to the patio to view the sunset on the western horizon.
3. As a talisman of good luck, a fleur-de-lis was painted on the fuselage of the aeroplane.
4. The handsome intern was adept in administering digitalis intravenously.
5. He gathered around him the literati, the intelligentsia, the cognoscenti and the illuminati of his kingdom.
6. We ordered porgy saute garnished with lyonnaise potatoes and
croutons.
7. The Senegalese of Senegal must not be confused with the Singhalese of Ceylon.
8. The refugee from the pogrom was rescued by a Capuchin monk
who nursed him through an attack of poliomyelitis.
9. The samples of gold which the putative assayer essayed to assay
were found to be spurious.
10. Piled high in the cerulean blue, the cirrus and cumulus clouds
seemed to be supported by the stratus clouds along the horizon.
(Words having more than one pronirn ration are checked with seven leading dictionaries for the mosi tientr.iHy accepted usage.)
Charles H. Hall
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Hillary through his own eyes. H e had had no
knowledge of her as a jealous, an envious
woman, a woman who considered herself
frustrated, or wronged, or slightedi H e had
no yardstick by which to m e a s u r ^ h e r save
that of his personal experience of ber.
H e set down his glass. H e said, "Helen, if
you would listen to m e — "
"Oh hush," she said and smiled for the
first time. "We will say no more about it."
She put her hand on his arm, decided t h a t
was a mistake, and withdrew it, b u t not too
hastily.
T h e y heard Agatha on the stairs. H e r entrance was a diversion which both welcomed.
She came in and greeted them, asked anxiously, "Has Carol returned y e t ? " and shook
her head when they said, no, she had not.
She took her tomato juice from the tray Ole
offered and said, "She'll be terribly upset,
poor child."
T h e conversation became general. Miles
nursed his third cocktail and tried not to
think . . . what would he say to her, how
account for his reversal of opinion? Hell, he
didn't know. H e kept listening for her, with
his heart, and when, finally, the door opened
and she came in, his heart turned over.
She looked as if she had been witnessing
an execution. She was very pale, her linen
suit was crumpled, the broad-brimmed hat
she carried in her hand as crushed as if she
had sat on it. She tossed it, and her handbag, to a chair, and Miles saw that the shadows under her eyes were dark and the eyes
themselves faintly reddened. She had forgotten to replenish her lipstick, a smudge of
dust was on one cheek. She looked plainer
than he had ever seen her and he had never
loved her as much.
Her tired regard surveyed them. She said,
"Hello, everybody," and her small face was
briefly illuminated as she looked at Miles.
H e had risen, and now took her hands in his,
and was kissing her before t h e m all, not
caring. H e said, "You poor kid."
Carol sat down, in the nearest chair. She
said, "I could do with a drink . . . if there's
time. I'll have to wash u p — "
"Of course, there's time," said Helen,
promptly, and Ole, looking as concerned as
his features permitted, passed the cocktail
tray. Carol's hand shook slightly as she lifted
the glass to her lips. And Helen said sympathetically, "It was pretty bad, wasn't it?"
"It was horrible," said Carol briefly. She
looked at Miles and smiled, "Have you been
waiting long, darling?" she asked, quite as
if they were alone.
H e was sanity, in a world which was insane. She thought, if she lived for a thousand years, she would not forget that crazy,
paper-white girl in the narrow bed, in the
hot, smothering room. "Why wouldn't they
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let me die?" she had kept asking. "There
isn't any use going on. Not for m e , there
isn't . . ."
A hasty marriage; a few weeks of happiness. Over now. She had told Carol about it
this afternoon. Long incoherent sentences;
silences; tears. B u t the picture emerged,
clear.
Just another girl with a job which paid
thirty a week, living with her sister and
brother-in-law and their two noisy kids in a
flat too small for them. Never caring much
about working, because she wanted, most of
all, her own man and her own home. A place
of her own, in which she was free to sing and
laugh, to breathe and love. Marking time
until then; doing her job as well as she
could but not making it a goal. Carol, listening, had thought that, after all, the authentically ambitious woman is a sport of
nature. This girl was almost any girl. Circumstances alter environment, heredity . . .
but basically most girls are alike . . . t h e y
are marking time.
This one was twenty. She had worked
since she left school, at seventeen. T h e n she
had met the boy she'd married. They'd had
a week end for a honeymoon and they'd lived
in his parents' old brownstone house until it
was time for him to go. . . . When he was
through with his primary and basic training
and shifted to an advanced school, she'd expected to join him. A cadet wife, like so
many others. She'd find a place to live,
wherever he was, and she'd work in a store
or some place until he graduated. After
that, they could be together again for a little
while.
But he had not finished his basic. Instead,
his basic had finished him. Still she had
tried to join him. God knows she had tried.

C

AROL put out her hand to Miles. She
thought, I'll tell him, tonight. We can
be married as soon as we have had the tests
taken and can get the license.
She set down her glass and rose. "I'll be
gone only a minute," she said.
During that minute, Adam came in. H e
looked heat-wilted but he was very happy.
Things had gone well, all day. H e had seen
Dudley, he reported, stretching his long legs,
and accepting a drink, and everything was in
order. It wouldn't be long now. H e raised
his glass to Miles. H e said, "Two heroes in
the family, perhaps," and then glanced at
Helen with mock apology. "I was forgetting,"
he said courteously, "two heroes and one
heroine."
B u t such luck as hers never ran his way.
H e wouldn't be torpedoed or if he were he'd
never live to lecture about it. Any plane
in which he flew would carry him safely to
his destination. T h e bombs would not fall

iT^
"Private Humbert was in Iceland, where he didn't see a tree for fourteen months"
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A Busman's Holiday
The Busman, so the story goes, is the fellow who usually goes for a bus ride on
his day off. Fortunately tor America's hard working war plants, shipyards and
military bases, this story today holds more truth than fiction.
In 1940, before the war, coach lines carried around four billion passengers. War
workers and miHtary tra\ elers swelled this figure to the staggering total of nine
billion in 1943. This means that, on the average, each of America's 73,310 coaches
is carrying more than 122,000 passengers per year . . . more than 330 per day. This
remarkable record was accomplished with the addition of very little new equipment.
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T'S the feeling you have when you get up in the morning—
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It's keeping your car in condition, realizing the nation must
be kept rolling—and that your wheels are part of all the wheels.
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motor oil. It's giving that oil a brand name like Quaker State.
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to none in the field.
It's asking you to /ry Quaker State — in
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in the best way possible. And, of course, it's
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if you feel so inclined. That's freedomAmerican style! Quaker State Oil Refining
Corporation, Oil City, Pennsylvania.
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too near nor the shells. His personal adventures had ended with the last war, he
thought, the cocktail glass smooth and round
in his hand. . . . Since then, or, since Europe
after the war, perhaps, his adventures had all
been vicarious and well compensated. H e
looked at Helen. What a fool she must think
him, giving up the book, giving up the comfort he had become accustomed to, giving up
ease and flattery. . . .
And what else?
This was not his house, although he underwrote half of the expenses. This was not
his wife and had not been for many years.
And although this was his daughter coming
back into the room, her little face clean, and
her lipstick valiant, she did not belong to
him. She belonged to herself, and, if to
anyone else, to the boy sitting there silent,
abstracted, frowning a little, his hair badly
in need of brushing and his uniform looking
a little weary around the edges.
Which was as it should be.
But there was one person who belonged
to him, as much as any adult can belong to
another. She had said so this afternoon,
when they had made their plans. Adam
looked at Carol and was grateful to her.
For there was no longer the slightest need
of pretense. Carol had her own life to live
and his would not concern her. As for Helen's
old threat, "If you insist upon a divorce I'll
name Jenny Davis!" that no longer mattered.
Jenny was not now concerned with a career.
At the close of the play she would tour the
camps and when the need for camp entertainment was over, she would retire from the
stage. She had said today, "And I don't care
what she does or says, Adam. . . ."
Before he left be would tell Helen of
that.
Ole announced dinner. Carol put her hand
on Miles' arm. She said, wanly, "I never
felt less like eating but I suppose we have
to make the gesture."
F T E R dinner, Agatha went to her room,
A
Adam to his study and Helen upstairs to
make some calls on her private wire. She
reached Dudley Lennox at his home and
talked to him for some time. When she was
finished she replaced the telephone gently in
its cradle. She called Cresson, to brush her
hair, cream her face, and run, after a time, an
expertly temperatured tub. After that she
would read in bed.
Carol and Miles were alone in the living
room. She sat beside him on the great couch
patterned with spring blossoms and impossible birds and leaned her head against his
shoulder. She said, "I'm so tired."
"I'll go soon," he told her, gently.
"No, stay, Miles. I've changed my mind
. . . let's be married as soon as possible.
Perhaps it could be arranged before Father
goes overseas? . . ."
Did it always happen this way . . . t h e
saying of the right words at the wrong time?
H e cleared his throat, and Carol drew away
a little and looked at him. She asked,
quickly, "What's the matter?"
"Nothing," he said. "Nothing. Only—"
"Only what?" she repeated,
a little
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sharply. "Don't you want it—^I thought—
you said . . ."
H e said instantly, "More than anything in
the world. But I've been thinking. Ever since
I was at the cottage, Carol. You were right,
darling. It's best to wait."
She misinterpreted that, because she
wished to, because it was imperative that
she read a meaning into his words which
would not possibly disturb her. She said,
"Miles, your orders have come through!"
"No, dear," he said, "they haven't, yet."
"But you think . . . you've heard something?"
H e shook his head, but she went on, as if
speaking made it so, "You think they'll come
too soon for arrangements here. AH right, I
can follow you and we can be married there,
wherever it is. . . . Is that what you mean?"
H e put his arm about her and held her.
H e said, "Carol, it isn't fair to you. Ever
since I knew about Pete . . . well, it's made
me look at things differently. I can't put you
through it. And 1 suppose," he added, "I've
no right to ask you to wait. But I am going
to ask you . . . "
"To wait?" she said incredulously. "You
mean, until after the war?"
"That's it," he said.
She was silent a moment. T h e n she said,
"But I don't understand . . ."
H e said, "I'll try to explain. Down there—
at the cottage, everything seemed pretty
clear cut and simple. Almost as if there
were no war. We were in love, the thing to
do was to get married. Then . . . Oh, good
Lord," he said, "I sat up all night that night
talking to Pete's wife. . . . And today, you—
well, you saw what can happen."
She said scornfully, "Do you think that
would change me? Do you think I'd be
afraid? I would be, yes, every minute of the
day, for you. But not for myself because
we would have had something, Miles—-we
would have belonged."
H e said, "Darling . . . it was you who
wanted to wait. Remember?"
"Just so that you'd be sure . . ." She
broke off, drew away from him. She said,
"That's it. You aren't sure. You never have
been, except for that—that evening, in the
cottage. So, it was just one of those
things
"
"Carol—"
But she would not let him draw her close
again. She repeated, "That's it. Well, thanks
for letting me down gently." She got to her
feet. She said, "Okay, Miles . . . "
H e rose and stood looking down at her.
H e wanted to shake her until her teeth rattled. H e did not touch her. H e said, "You're
making a mistake."
"You mean, I almost made a mistake.
You almost made one, too," she said with
bitterness, "but you woke up in time. Your
leave's over, you're back at work, and you'll
be going away soon. No entanglements, no
complications, you've decided. That's best,
isn't it?" Her voice rose a little. She said,
"Down there at the cottage—you wanted to
sleep with me, didn't you? And I wouldn't.
Because I thought we had the rest of our
lives, long or short. I thought, we'd be mar-

Helen picked up a sponge. She said, "Not
ried. I thought, let's not risk spoiling it. So
because I wouldn't sleep with you, you said, very much. . . . He said something vague
'We'll be married at once.' But I was a dope. about postponing it until after the war. It
I wanted you to be very sure. I was sure seemed a sensible measure to me, and I
enough, for myself. But I couldn't be for agreed."
us both—"
"You didn't, by any chance, suggest it?"
Helen shrugged and the scented foam rip"Shut up," he ordered. "You don't know
what you are saying!" His face was whtte, pled. "I?" she asked. "My dear child, why
and there was a whiter line around his mouth. should I? Where would it get me? You are
He put out his hands and took her by the both of age, you can do as you please. I've
shoulders. Now he shook her hard. When told you I didn't approve. That's as far as I
he released her, she stumbled and would can go. If you and Miles want to be marhave fallen if he had not reached out to ried, you can be, tomorrow or next day or
steady her. He said, "You're a little fool. whenever it is convenient. I can't stop you.
I'm in love with you. I want to marry you." It would hardly make sense for me to try. I
She said, "All right then. We'll get the did try, as far as you were concerned. I didn't,
with Miles. Opposition usually urges young
license, I'll have my blood test—"
men on. Give me credit for knowing that
He said, "No," heavily.
"It's either that," she said, "or goodby " much. The last thing I would do, in the circumstances, would be to try to persuade
"Carol—"
But she had turned away, she was walking a soldier whose time is short that he should
out of the room. He heard her heels sound spend it in other ways than looking for a
clergyman."
on the polished floor of the hall. He went out
It was very convincing, all the more so
and stood at the foot of the stairs. She was
halfway up when she turned and looked down because you would expect Helen's mind to
work that way. Carol had seen it work that
at him. She said, "Make up your mind."
She went on upstairs, steadily. On her way a great many times. Besides, she thought
mother's landing she paused and waited. Miles had been in the house only a few minShe heard a door slam. The door slammed utes before her arrival. Cocktails had been
fetched at once, he was drinking his when
hard. There was no further sound.
she entered. There would not have been time
AROL went into her mother's room. Helen for an important discussion.
She rose. She said, "Well, it's too bad you
was in the tub. She called, "Is that you,
didn't try a little opposition—from my angle,
Carol? Come in. . . ."
The bathroom was very large. There were that is."
Helen asked, casually, "You've decided
mirrors and a black and white and green
decor. It was very becoming. Helen lay to wait for the duration?"
back in the tub, her red-gold head against
"He's decided," said Carol. "I haven't. I'm
a rubber pillow. The tray in front of her not going to wait. We just won't be married,
held jars, bottles, a magazine. The water that's all."
foamed with fragrance. You could see her
She went out of the room. Helen adslender body through it, as through a veil. justed the pillow more comfortably under
It was as straight and fine as a child's, the her head. She thought, well, that's that.
skin rosy, the contours preserved.
Miles would go away. Carol would evenCarol sat down on a low chair by the tub. tually marry Dudley Lennox. Her life would
follow a pleasant and ordered pattern,
Helen said, "Miles has gone?"
"Yes." She looked at her mother. She asked, quilted with material prosperity. Dudley
was a selfish man. He was not, Helen
"Did you talk to him before I came in?"
"Well, naturally," Helen answered, in mild thought, especially fond of children. Carol
was very young. Dudley would not make
astonishment, "he was here for a few min
utes. . . . We didn't just sit and look at each Helen Hillary a grandmother for some years,
yet. Which, while a trivial consideration, was
other, darling!"
"Did you say anything about—our mar- in the nature of a bonus.
riage?"
(To fee concluded next week)

W H I T t S H I R T . . .Sonforiz*d tuslrevf broadclolh. Pa»efl(«<* collar
t1ay$ parado'trim without
•torch
»t.6J

C

They're all wearing

How lucky for you to find nationolly famous TruVal Shirts,
Sportswear and Pajamas still available — in the some quality — at the same prices! It will give you more pleasure
than ever to present Dad with these excellent, long-wearing
TruVals; and he will be happier than ever to receive them.
For these Shirts, Sportswear and Pajamas are as practical
as they are handsome! Choose from an abundance of
fresh new colors, new patterns and fashionable fabrics.

*|53
I
&$I.9S
• FORORESS
ML SHIRTS
(WHITES SIICHTIY HIGHER)

At one d*partm«iit stor* and wlectad men's
•hops in your town—TruVal Manufacturers,
Inc., 261 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.

COLLIER'S

"She simply will not loam that complete indifference is the only way to attract them"
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Chicken-Wire Chemistry
Continued irom page 21
chemical plants could be located anywhere.
He would liquefy the gas at Gulf port
fields, pump it into seagoing barges, and tow
it up the coast to the industrial East Since
gas in the insulated barges wouldn't be under pressure, it would boil at a slow, steady
rate. Gas that boiled off would furnish fuel
for the tug that towed the barges. Delivered
to industrial users, this gas would cost much
less than manufactured gas.
If the idea seems bizarre, note one fact;
Cleveland is already using such a system to
solve a pipe-line problem. Gas is liquefied
in summer and stared to meet peak winter
demand. This engineering feat saved the
city several million dollars that a new pipe
line would have cost.
If we build a giant new chemical industry
on natural gas, aren't we apt to exhaust our
supply in short order? Not likely. We have
a known reserve of about 100 trillion cubic

feet and a likely reserve about as large. With
current consumption running at 3 trillion
cubic feet a year, this indicates a 66-year
supply. In actual tonnage, we have considerably more natural gas than we have petroleum.
Chemistry would make only a tiny dent in
this vast bubble. A single gusher well would
provide all the wood alcohol we use, and
wood alcohol is one of the most vital of all
solvents. If all the butane currently available
were converted into butadiene for synthetic
iubber, we should have five times as much
rubber as we are using at a wartime peak.
So there is little fear that an expanded
chemical industry will quickly consume our
precious reserve of gas. On the contrary,
chemistry will show us how to derive the
greatest benefit from a glamorous raw material.
THE
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Bettered by Everything
Science Now can Give

Hear Goodyear's Two Great Radio Shows —
WALTER PIDOEON in "The Star and the Story"—CBS—Sunday evenings
"HOOK 'n' LADDER FOLLIES"—NBC—Saturday mornings
See local paper for time and station
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HE chief ingredic nt of Goodyear quality has
never been rubber or cotton — year in and
year out it is brains.
That is why, when natural rubber was plentiful
and available to all, (ioodyear tires were outstanding in their excellence.
T h a t is why, when national emergency made
"reclaim" war tires a necessity, Goodyear tires
were the best to be had.
And that is why, now that synthetic rubber tires
for civilian use are being built in quantity,
Goodyears are hailed as "the finest
example of the art."
A l l of this traces back to the emphasis
Goodyear has traditionally placed on
research to advance the usefulness and
value of its products.

"The Goodyear Research Laboratory is dedicated to
unlocking the vast storehouse of nature, to the enlargement of life thereby, and so to the service of man. We
have come far in this world, far enough to know there
are great other worlds of knowledge yet to explore.
We have only begun to learn; the best is yet to come. "

r e s e a r c h l a b o r a t o r y for its purpose in the
world.
In the sinewy spring and durable strength of
the Goodyear synthetic rubber tires you see
pictured here, are reflected the concrete benefits
of the technical knowledge and authority that
brought them forth.
Bettered by every advantage that m o d e r n
science now can give, they are representative of
that standard which for years has made "more
people ride on Goodyear tires than on any other
kind."
Another reason for choosing Goodyears
17/%8IO YEARS OF EXPERIENCE
GOOO>*YEAR
TIRES

N o w this partnership with science has
been made immense I > more fruitful
during the past year, with the establishment by Goodyear of the finest

— AT YOUSl SERVICE
N e x t to q u a l i t y , c o m p e t e n t s e r v i c e
counts most in getting full performance from t i r e s . G o o d y e a r d e a l e r s
comprise the largest, most efficient,
v e t e r a n t i r e s e r v i c e g r o u p in the
world. 419 of them have represented
Goodyear for 25 years or more, 1,269
for 20 years or more, 2,594 for 15 years
or more, 4,268 for 10 years or more,
12,073 for 10 years or le^s — a total of
177,810 years of experience to serve
you in conserving the tires so essential to keeping America mobile.
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FOR SOME
WE LOVED
BY OWEN CAMERON
ILLUSTRATED

T

At the gate I said to Ellen, "You're
so foolish you're sweet. But maybe
that's one of the reasons I love you
—because Fm the same kind of fool"

H E R E are thousands of those little
frame houses in Portuguese Valley,
nailed together like boxes, without
studding or bracing. This one was white,
with a picket fence around it, and Ellen
in the front yard. She was spading the
garden. The baby boy, a brown goat and
a red cat watched her, while a dozen hens
squabbled over the worms she uncovered.
When I opened the gate, she turned,
brushing the hair away from her eyes
with the back of her hand. She cried my
name and ran to meet me—she was always so quick. She hugged me and
rubbed her palm on her overalls, and we
gravely shook hands. My mouth hurt
from grinning. It was better than coming home had ever been.
"I brought some beer," I said.
Her hair was tied at her neck with a bit
of ribbon. You wondered why more
women didn't wear their hair like that.
We went inside the house. She sat
where she could watch the man-child.
"This is a nice place," I said.
"It's a wonderful place for waiting."
She drank her beer like a little girl playing grownup, lifting the glass with both
hands, staring at me over the rim. "I
didn't write when I heard about Anne.
I thought you'd come before this."
"It wasn't so bad," I said. But it had
been pretty bad. My wife had died suddenly, and though our affection had been
no more than dutiful, we had lived together comfortably. "What do you hear
from your lord and master?"
"Bob is still in England." She looked
out of the window. A little boy was on
hands and knees. The goat had her head
down, and the boy butted the goat.
We talked about small and unimportant things, and I looked at her—at the
tiny cleft in her chin, at her light and
lovely hair, at the Alice-in-Wonderland
seriousness of her eyes. It was like coming out of a dark house where I had lain
ill, to sit in the warm sunlight.
"Don't you think it is a lovely place to
wait?" Ellen asked. "It's so quiet. We'll
be just like this when he comes home."
"Ellen—don't build on it too much."
She smiled. "You'll see."
I went out to the tiny kitchen for another bottle of beer. She came with me.
She patted my arm and said, "Poor
Joe! I'm sorry—^but I'm glad you came."
She looked up, small and solemn, and
it was natural and easy to put my arms
around her. I kissed her, a thing I had not
done since her husband went off to war.
"Because it wouldn't be right," I said,
finishing the thought aloud. "But you
knew how I felt, Ellen. I never made any
secret of it, did I? But because I never
tried to hide it, because I talked about it
and told them I was crazy about you, they
thought it was a gag. Your Bob and my
wife thought it was a joke, didn't they?
But you knew it was no joke."
"You're such a decent guy, Joe. I always envied Anne."
"I always envied Bob. Maybe we
should have traded."
"No," she said seriously. "That wasn't
what I meant."
She moved. I let her go. I followed her
into the front room. We stood at the window, looking out at the boy and the goat.
"That's me," I said. "Very decent, very
honorable. Do you know that was the
first time I ever kissed you, unless Bob
or Anne was looking on? 'I could not
love thee half so much . . .' That was me.
I was married, you were married, and
Bob was my partner. Stuffy, isn't it?"
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"That's swell," Ellen said. "We're both
swell."
"Wait," I said. "Here's the best part:
Yesterday I was sorting through Anne's
belongings, and t found some letters. Not
very grammatical, but really hot. She
had been in love with the man for a long
time, and it was a very practical and
passionate affair. Well, that paid me off!"
"Oh, Joe!" "
"It's all right. And now we come to the
moral."
"A moral?"
It was ridiculous that anyone so small
and lovely should be so extremely serious, and I smiled. She did not.
"As applied to you. You shouldn't hide
away out here. There is more to living
than just sitting around waiting for a
husband to come home."
She shook her head. "If I took a job
I'd have to leave Bobby with a neighbor.
I want to have him for myself. Growing
up isn't easy. I want to help."
"I didn't mean that. I meant it's wrong,
this business of waiting for Bob, like a
hermit in a hole. Suppose— Well, it's
war. Something could happen."
"He'll come back," she said quietly.
"All right, but he may be changed. He
may be an entirely different man. Then
what about these years? He might even
find another girl."
"Oh, no. I know just how it will be,
Joe. Because it isn't me—it's for him."
"The war is bound to change him. Does
he write? What does he say?"
"He writes once a month. He. hates to
write. But what good are letters?"
"See—he may have changed already,
and you wouldn't know. You can't live
like this, like a nun. Don't you see, Ellen? You may be building on something
that isn't there, that's rotten, and it may
let you down and hurt you."
TpLLEN rubbed her temple with the
^-^ back of her hand. "Poor Joe. You
got an awful bump, didn't you?"
"It woke me up. I came out to wake
you up."
She shook her head. "I'm sorry about
Anne. But it's not like that. I'm just
waiting here. I'm something solid and
secure for Bob to hold on to, no matter
what happens. I send him pictures of little Bobby and the goat. I tell him all
the little things we do. I don't tell him
how lonely I am. But I tell him I'm
waiting. And if I wait hard enough and
want him hard enough, won't that pull
him back? Don't you think it will?"
"Maybe it will, Ellen." It wasn't what
I had planned to say.
I picked up my hat and said I had to
leave. Ttold her I'd come back tomorrow.
At the gate I said, "You're so foolish
you're sweet. Maybe that's one of the
reasons I love you—^because I'm the same
kind of fool."
"You're the wisest, decentest person I
know," she said indignantly. She kissed
me again, over the gate, and when she
pulled away, she was blushing. "I won't
tell Bob about that one," she said.
I knew, and she knew, that I would not
come again. I was wise enough for that.
I walked away from the only thing I ever
had wanted very badly, and when I was
out of sight, I stopped and took out of my
pocket the letters I had found in Anne's
room—letters that only a fool like Anne
would have saved, and only a fool like
Bob would have written.
And only a fool like me would have
burned them.
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