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its road of 1ife. A month and more o0ld. Perhaps not any more oﬂ"the “X-‘Un-

Y

known, but of the Known and the Knowing. Has it gained knowleage? The be-
ginning of the Mother knowled,ge, the Womb Intelligenosl |

- Cynthia's was & ecomplex mind, and the complexity deepened when her
mind worked at 8 furiens rate. It was in a ‘furious state of aa'tivity ‘nowW,

Exams - enother X - are at hand. And that Thing. Eurious‘ Furious activity
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, '.Bhis, that and the other thin,_, What shape and quality that other thing!
’ It ean be the peaee and bluenesiof it sky aabf, eventide*.- And ‘she stretqhed‘ ;

out her hand and grabbed &, chunk of it. At 1east tonight she would. have
’ffsbk-p - ;; ‘s%&e B

rest and peace from her tdrming thoughts. She'd go  the affair. Bridge and

. dance. Danceg She 11 danes and danee until... Who XKnows?

ﬁnch was the -fury and complexity of her mind'; " oL
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They wers thrawing pillows about in the N h dorm, ani an oceasional ..
‘bnoket of uater on some unsuspectlng victim if he happenad. 1n 2the right
time, and when the pressure was at its height. The vietim-wonld smile

.and maybe appreciate the cooling effect of ths noicl water, for he had

" been under the same pressure. That same yvietim had the frll schedule of
the others, namely, exams and preperation for exams, getting the right
ndtes at hind, sorting out others, looking over some of {the previous exams

on the same subject, taking notes from various gources, angd orowd them ine
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e 10 commit to memory, amd you flineh before the mountain‘and”eudgel your

~%the ﬁpper olassmen have an uncanny knowledge (eall it -intuition) as to
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40 }(his head, ox: put thembfcr future ref\renees. The eold bucket cooled

off ‘che fover in his brains. It cooled his body in the same process. The
elothes are & Iittle wet, dut what of it. The radiators are ho_t. It feels
good to walk around in your trunks (you are justifieé;‘ and you are some-
what of a hera. All é.oors are -open to you; and all noteé from generations
yast, on any subject whaLsoever, are spread out for your inspection. Just

be kind enough to ask for them. Ah, but even so there are t00 maziy things
poor bra.in:.. But don't yom worry, the soothsayers and the wiss 0ld men of

the most 11k313', perhaps unlikely, questions to come up, and advise you

accordingly. There 18 Just the glightest suspicion in your mind that you

may have embarked on ths wrong eourss, or jumped on the wrong dark horsa,

that you may\be & scapegoat of their frayed nerves the ‘bu'b‘g the foolj th&u
i they are taking advanf;ag-e of your o'ulllbility, that it's all horsepla.v,

. havexn away
but you are nelpless beoause you frittered the mom:hs in folly,thinking

o e

._‘you had the sub:}ect well in ha.nd.. It seemed 80 easy when the Semester “‘nad.

fist statted., The prof with humor was even belittgling his own course, \*” -
3 |

Al

telling you how little effort, and how littlessd n.,;éabrains it required to
master it. But he 18 a cunning one. Was he gpreading a het -out for you,

while he -1yin° 1n a.mbnsh ~ would Jjump mou Li-0% 8% the most imoppertune

pors .
(to him the mnstm&wx ‘timeB with his mest diseoncerting quizzesi 4h,

yes the serpsnt-like fangs of his tests! That should have been waraning

D«A

7
- enough. Bubthégl haven't, and now you are.‘at their mercy. And they are all
gathered around: you pweping youn full with knowledge. Your head is split-
ting, but the merry-go-round goes on. They have to have their outlet, a.nd‘r“
heappened
- A along at the right time. And maybs they are rehearsing for themselves
&t the same time. And maybe they ars really doing a job of merscy after

the ummersiful dunkinz. | Ctee
George hadn't escapsd the mood of the campus, (Himself}under mild
\
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pressure, he had gotten a high-pressure snow ball. right smack .on his ‘mouth.
lltstung and stunned him for a moment, but he smiled. He understood, and was
glad to be part of the. general uppeaval and eruption of tempers.‘The )
assailtfnt was nowhere in sight, maybe it was a stray one. ‘

It had been snowing' most. of the afternoon, but the: flakes were~dry,‘
light and feathery, and that was fortunate for George. A wet hard ball
- might have left its mark on his face - blue and ‘swollen lips, perhaps — not.
an aspect to relish at a social that night. A social affair at this time
of year was oul of season and preposterous in the eyes of George and others
on the campus, but to the good people.of Wheelport it was otherwise. ‘To
them it was the zenith of the social season. Charity affairs, many. of them,
and this was one of them. It was to be d1v1ded in two parts, the first, halﬁf

for bridge, the second to be given over to the dance. In between the halves -

“ah, the rub! he, George, was to deliver a short talk. Any talk. mrs Berelyf

as was to be expected, was the ‘chairman of the shipdig. She had put the in-
vitation to him. She had chosen thée proper moment for the request, when
George was under tne stimulating:ﬁaflﬁgiiof a good roast beef, and the Be-
fuddling vapors of good (“1mported“ ¥r. Berely reported) wine. It seemed
they were celebrating another killing by the host,'rettipg:another tHousand.
And though Mrs. Berely suspected that a good part of it would go for the
maintenance“or the store which was a losing proposition, she was neverthe-
les: w1ii;r;, even happy, to spend part of the ‘winnings on a good- spread
It'1l go into that hell- hole anyway, as Mrs. Berely had- expressed herself.
George had noted the look of adoration and yearniné in Betty's face, saw%
the tiny 1rrepressible muscles on #rs. Berely's £ace run together and :
marshal themselves - when hgagodded his consent - into an expression of
gratification and.content. And later into gracious’ appr601ation. Mr. Berely

Just grinne@.p&}s redoubtable wifel! She dominates him, why not Georgei

|

|
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Hext mc:»mrl.‘\:xQ when the blood/,eooled off from the effeets of the

wine and roas,t. he was for cancelling his venture into the £ield of pub-
. ¥ ’ .
lic fspeaking,:f* seeming at this clear hour in the morning to be tiresome and

adventurous) but how conld he forget his hostess and her roasts it s oRE N

- e e ——

AT and above all Betty's admiring nostalgic eyes!
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- IT"ne evening of the affair had arriVad’ . There was to be an examina-
'tiox'a. in philosophy next morning, and his mind was studded with the bril-
lia.nts from Spimza Loeke and Kant. Espe cially Kant. It seemed t0 Lim

- that Kant had gathered his ideas from a void, and that they led to a void,
&nd what was worse - his mind was a voild. As o:Ej this moment he couldn's.
po;& an 1dea.‘ about this whole business of philosophy worth mentioning. Well,

et SodE 4678 an 1deal! Why not talk on Xant at this’ “frolig. They

,‘ wouldn't know what he was talking about anyway, bent as they would be 1:0 R
goaon with the second ‘half of tﬁe”pr?fg?am ”“dsizrrf‘mg. m«:@a ‘a spdét he was ~
put in between bridge end danclng. If .evexr there was & het spot - even hell
haénothing on it. Well, let there be hell, It would de him good to talk
on Kant, to flsgellate his brain over nothing. For he knows less what's

%

. Kantism than Kant himself ever knew. Gocid, he'1l talk, Just telk. No for- |

1

" . mal preparation, just talk what comes to mind, And on Xant. He a.sSum@Ethat ‘
his brain eeXls had absorbed something of Kant 's observations on the umi- |

verse, let them exude their honey when the time came . He'll put on plemty

1

of pressure. What funl He‘ had forgotten about that -8N0W f)all ‘he -had recsiv--

ed in the gathering dusk in his teeth., That memento that still let itself »
be felt &n his Iips, Sligntly swollen and discolored. He went tgfﬁ?atﬂoom

and a.pplied; more ¢0ld towelling., Still an hour or more. By that time the

thing might disappear, or leave a.mark ofly he would be conscious of. As

he felt &round his mouth with the tip of his tongue he became aware of

@& 8light numbness both at the tip of the tongué and on the upper 1lip, Jjust

about the center of it. An impediment in speech! It struck him funny, and
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he laughed out loud. Maybe hé'll lisp. He always likedthe sound of. lispers.

He pronounced & few words with an "s" in them, and he wag satisfiaed that he

affected that desiredpeaix‘fe?%’e ‘11 stammer too. That's for sure. At least

at the beginning of his talk. Would.hehzzestage-frighﬁz He didn't think

go3 well, not much anyway. He'd be thinéing what to say, and thinking

guite hard.fAnd that(é enoégh for anybody. One emotion at a times Con~- . - -

cent ration. DT A - L e .Jﬁ‘xx{iw” .
Now, 8 quicz'shower and hs'd be ready. Ah, where is that clean under- |

shirt? He had 1ntended to wash 1t in the morning, o?jihe latest in the af-

ternoon so 1t would be dry by now, But ‘he had forgotten, %<y Well, the radi-

ators are hot. Washing it now might 4dry on them on;tiﬁe, ' L
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" _ Jenkims, the student-Minister, came into the shower room.
"That you, George, under Noah's flood”" : “ . Lo
"Ever take & shower, damned Enge...3" Eeorge gurgled and choked. o
QAlmost cnozed, Should have kept a dry mouth. " o )q; .
' "And not demn the English." ' e wp‘“ﬁﬁ o iﬁi‘
"I am too polite you know. And always answer. And say the things I
shouldn't But you know I only curse you,” )
4 “All rizht then, keep a dry tonoue - for the time being...;ﬂbw what
is 1t I see on the radiator. It 1s white, and has the -semblance of some
unaargarment gteaming, It's anshirt' Now,don 't tell na; :eorge, keéﬁ a

dry tongue. I don't want yo;:ﬁo drown. Yes it's a shirt. Now don't tell

ms. But -what would a shlrméﬁfh a radiator, and a wet one at .thatg -The
answer 19 obvious - to dry it. The owner, naving*no clean shirt, and be~
ing in a hurry to go somewhers, and being desirous to wear a ¢lean shirt,
hagd obviously washed 1t Just recently, and now he is in a hnrry to have it
dried. Isn't 1t so” '

"A;l right, go to blazes, Jenks. You are very clever." Coming out
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of the shower, drying himself, "You know, Jenk, I never quite reallzed
what a brilliant brain sits under that red _dome of yours. Veryébtute.
ﬁhat you.see there is a shirt, and it's mine. And I am g01ng out And 1
didn't have - a clean shirt, and I Washed and now I amn drying 1t "

- Jenkins's frecsled ‘wizened little face contracted into hlS famlllar
urinkling, good—hnmored smile. He was -very ‘fond .of George, one. of his ‘

bk

ery few close comtacts at school. f} i ’ ‘.
"Nbﬁ, I came to talk Shakespeare forﬂtomorrow's exam,'but'you,...f

Well, you have teo take it tomorrow”ﬂ IR g’ N ’
“Yes, and philosophy,! George said. | ‘ o
‘"So why'not study 1nstead of g01ng out.” >
Promise.™ SR e - o o . -
‘For once bneak 1t Anyway you don't. go out in thls small-sized ‘

-bllzzard, after a.hot shower, and 'in a wet .shirt." He took 1t from the ¥ ..

R
B X

‘ radiator and SW1sh£d it about. nSeill quite damp.
c “Let's have it." George- snafched it from Jenkins and. put lt on. ‘He
hopped and rushed about. "Dry quicker this way." Pausey "Have an idea,~.

* Jenk. Why not come aioné. We'li find plenty of time to‘talk'Shakespeare.
" on the: way, and there. While they prattle, we'll talk- Shakespeare -to -
each other. What-say9"
" ."Imagine, my: Shakespeare, and I have to sit at your feet'! How come?" :
nJust stupid,™ and he slapped his friend on the back. "Now begin

talking while I dress. And keep it up." ;

A1l the way to Bonslow where the affair took.place, through the.hike
over the span of narrow bridge over the Kennebeck, the two friends-talked

Shakespeare. The snow had eased, but the grey sky sent down a raw
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ohill instead that crept through George's'dampfshirt and caused his skin

to goose-pimple. %X, George ran a bit\stampe&his feot and recited Shakes-

péarf’ana'got a bin_bf;warmth after a while, and his teeth stopped chat-

Pd

tering. . - _ g ) ‘ X
There was welcome light and heat in the hall.

sadg, -~

Mrs. Bersly exteﬂded a"Welcpme hand: "Glad you could ceome; as they

g

say: "bstter late_phénvnevef?". Her full r&und‘faoe dimpled at the cheek
) bonss: and har black eyes fl%ghea such warmth that it g&¥e one an'acute -
Bénsétion of content‘ahd well-being t0o remain in her embracing presence.
:"Your friend?" 8nse smiled‘her iNaTmR éﬁile ugf Jemkins, before George had
" had time to introduce nim. Jenkins stood rooted 1n his admiration of thi§
lafge‘héésome woman, who had so much charﬁ and oompo;gre.* |
‘ “Oﬁr hostess, Hrs. Berely, Jenks; Jenkins“is a elassmateé.” ) ;
' Jenﬁins took Mrs. Berely's extended. nand bowedaslightly: "A more ‘
gracious hostess I never met.“ ) : ,““&: -
"Flatterer,™ she laughed éasily." | )

ﬁNo~ he means. 1t , "Georgse sald, and then prankishly, “you’knbw or.

. don't you he is nnrlish and sort of slow on the take up. Wait'll he

-~

knaws you better.®” = -
cnastlﬂe‘n ’ ‘
"1 ought vo .;&t you for this,” she bantered, "but since I dspend on
éo = . .

4 Gy :wﬁ'&f

you té.leoturgqué; I shall forego the plsasure,” She turned and faced
her playing public{- and the card tables. "One more round of'bridge. You'll
take my hani, Ur. Sheraton. I had to take &our place until you camé sinae
I had a hand reserved for you. I have things to attegnd. And-fou,mr. Jen-
kins you can take & hand too. 1 shall withdraw. ona 6£‘my assistant-hostes-
888. Would you playd"

"With pleasure."

- »

Mra, Bérst ook them to a table whers her daughfér_Betty was one of

- the four,;“’ﬂr and nodding to one of'the ladies who rose immediately,

|1




ghe Baid: "These o'entlemen Mr. Sheraton ~and Yr. Jenzcins Will vake mfne and
uiss Jablon‘s places.” To Jenains ’“"My dauohter Behy.,,r, a.nd. iiss Gardner.
choose your own partners.t! To Miss "Jablon: "You and I have business.

‘You'}l pardon us if we leave pronto,." And. she smiled and left with the

young lady.

»
5 uE e FTRL? ',:< - " s, w >
? ~ o< - '*?, " *

Jenkins, $o the table 4n general MI am a notriously bad bridge-play-
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er." _"s 7
. "Ymu' partner will make up for you," Be&ty reassured. him "she 3«;5
i . Q-:: AN . - ”

‘18 & noteriouely shreéwed player. oy DT “" T o
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Hig pretty partner gave him -2 nod .and a smile. She was brunette
. plquant an vivacious, with dark smiling eyes. Her smile warmed nis ‘ehilled .
minister's heart, and for the first time perhasps sinee he -gould remember,
he felt equal to the oceasion, of entertaining a strange young lady. She

i made him feel &t ease that quick.« -Bne deait the ‘first hand, and as Jeqmgiggg

put out his hand to take his ‘odrds nig’ :f.’inoers or ma.ybe it wik ore f Rger;
touched her hand . Involum:arily thn nand. snapped baek a8 if it had béem

ahocﬁedt by anWJ% electric charge The Thrill and sensation of 1t! s&éms

- }xe had been a confirmed bachelor sinf'e his childhood. Somehow the fem%}:%cies

e P e

a.s ami had never entéred his lifa. nsnecially since his ord.aingznent.
And ‘nowy: He saw his wizened young face in ’che mirrer of his mind and .
talked to 1t tnnsly. "Yes, sir, you of the frecklsd old visage, the bacne-
lorhood for yon. Yas sir the wizard of your own tight little isle, 1like
your country. That shrunk and shrinking old pachydernm of yours is quitesafe

from that little Cherub's #ell "kn'ov.;m barbs. On with the game." And now
he smiled bBlandly though timidly, for he felt himslef safe in his "baehelor-;

hood armor. g .,_,

George enjoying the brief emcountez‘ wixmed at Betty. - hd
Betty in a whisper to George: "0, it isn't . atv 211 what you are 1:hi111‘:i.n=,fj

Your friend is made off asbestos. It fl take more than Pan's arrows, to prieck |

m,s‘ 'Jh-:'i.de.“
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"You are, only a white little mouse, »:George .said, a.nd he took ﬁer | .
ha.nd. “Someday I‘ll... I'll..." She looked up to him in confiision-ahd
blushed to the roots of her hair. ' ‘ -y i
| S : o ' '
Mrs. Berely stood on the small pla.{:form quite.alone. A large, -lone: fi- :
gure, she stood there while they were removing the card..fables. She was not
a. lost .»';t‘iggr_ef. ¥rs. Berely neve; Jost herself. anywhere on any occas:Lon,_ she
knew ‘how and: wheref,'-ﬂ for instance,-to put a.nd ‘hold her hands, or at exactly |
what angle to poise-her heac 5 or-how much of.- a.— smile to -put on her :f‘ace. She _\j
never lost‘. herselfl In brief she -always was- .her competent and. - efflcent 5
self, sure of herself in an 1noffens1ve way. Shexnever was aggressn.ve s:2Ven |
if she appeared to be, irr accompllshlng her obJectlve, or compelllng. ‘

. She asked
‘Now the center of the floor was cleared‘/everybody Lo take seats 2

mostly on: the sides near the walls. ' . ?

11 have sometmng-umzsrzai "o gumounce £o you," *She s**ald. "Her voice.
was resonan‘f: and round and full like her.fdce. "I know you! ll be as thrilled ™
as I am. I wish t‘o;._ present George. Sheraton,of Bocly, to gJive us @ brief . o

z " E
R - 3

talk before the dance.m L : T i

3 .
% - 4

There was the. usual: applause and the not so usual; the latter came
from the students of Bocly who had come on a spree and were gemuinely sur- e
prised to figgoiiglgre. They gave the college cheer, three rah-rahs, _ending
-with: Speech, speech, speechl! .

. It was a rousing welcome, and the audience turned to the .section where. *
it came from and had a good laugh. There were others who felt anxious for

George, and their applause was one of encouragement. Long" sustained and —

subdued. Among them were Cynthia and Foster; and a little fellow with
everted eyelids, showing red underneath, and offering tear-like mois-
ture. He had had George's help in physics which he had flunked once

and now was taking the ‘course again - with the sadness of misgiving.




George £e;t embarrassment, and a hot flush in his ﬂi‘face as he walked.
the short emptly space.to the stage. First the clapping and then the 'si-
lence annoyed him. But aft—er the firs;t few steps there was a.determined
calm on his face.

] Bx\;t as he eyed the audience his heart sank. Mostly they .were blank - -
f;ces looking up to him. Perhaps they were annoyed, impatient faces, an-
xious to go on with the business of the evening, fun, instead of listening"
to speeches. And he had .chosen ta talk Kant} Imbecile. His glance fell

on 'Jenkins’ s sitting between Belty and the brunette who was his bnigge—'

" partner. He would talk.- to him. Then.‘.. then he discovered the keen face:

;af Cynthia.‘ Cynthia herel! He had not reckoned on hef being here. Why
wasnt!t he told° By whom" Certainly it wasn't Mrs. Berely's affalr. She

had plenty on her hands, without think;ing of trivials... Foster? Buk he
had seen very little of hlm ..And that was-true of Cynthia. Séews. as 1if
'shé~ were trying to keep qut:, u_gif‘his way . Always he saw A;he:‘c. either in class-
room oOr Chapelivnev.efigq,éhe o ,; And thegx 4% .was .a nod, we a brief hello,
the fgce exp;'essionless. Like a“ma‘sk.) He was sure there was *’s?gixe%hinﬁé..y.
something very wrong. She was avoiding him. Ax;d he himself hadn't pressed

3

the matter. _The matter of his returned love for her. As if he had ever
stopped lqviﬁg her. He was sure of that now. It was a shameful interlude
when he gave her up to Foster. DilXStante —- damnable! What was he think-
- ing - the ‘fool? It's like giving up I;.ife itself. Was he come too late to
this realization? There was something for;oodlng in the thought. Itts the
old story, that he never should h.av’e. anything... anything that should make
for happiness in his life. Now he was sure that she was lost teo him. Of;
course, 1t was a busy time for her as well as { _ himself. January‘,is*" a
difficult month, especially for a freshman. And ;1e had other things. ¥Fri-
ting, and making a living. And exams, and, and... But still... Her face "
was serious, her libs compressed. Ther?i was a look of gr'iininness in her

oyes, and a quality of staring, fixed constantly on him. There was wonder
mingled with surprise in her eyesj anxiety and surprise! Foster's presence

)
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at hef;- side was b}aﬁd@ and innocuous, as. if he weren't there at all. No
communication paséed between the two. L

He began his dissertation. He tried to make the involved théory simple
and platable, bat he kmew he was talking over their heads. Too late to em-
bark on another Train of thg‘ght Even the anecdotes which were to be, the
-oases. in the arid desert of~ his long diatribe - to break the monotony -
escaped him. He: was. badgered by his. own instahility, heckling himself. He
paused, he hesitated, he stammered and slurred words. Then his eyes I;eve:c-
ted back to.where Jenkins 'sat, and he observed Betty eagerly. She hadn!t
swerved her eyes once from him, and there was such enthusiasm in her pale
face. He took I for adolescént admiration of a sub’iect' which was obtuse
and c.sbv:lously‘ above her tmderstanding.. Torly @ven’ SOees it wWas like a cool
breeze on his fewered. bro'wt But the next.moment he was amazed to. -see the
light of intelligence in her ;ayes that told hinr, tilat, her youthful aglle.
mind was taking hold and absorbing the theory. S

But above &11 it was 'I:o Cynthia that his..attention was directed; He
was communicatimg onLv with her. She was the peak, the ‘top of the mounta.:!.n, h
the tower on Magmum Hill after the school conflagration, that morm.ng when
the sky was a‘dﬁ‘initef blue. Isn't that the word she had used?:No, no.
sgdefinitive® was the.word. ind how admirable it was, &nd. what depth lay
behind it. What a different Cynthia now! What happened in New York? If
it's you, Fostexr, I SWEaT... ! 1 “ .

Suddenly he wé.s 'a't» t a‘of gﬁ% He felt deflated. Weakness came
over him like a wave, persplration broke into tiny rills over his forehead,
causing & blink In his eyes. But it was over, that's the main thing There
was release. He f;l% ::Ln his chest, for the pressure there was gone and he
could breathe guite freely. '
The people are a bll;r. Only one face. Where is the face? But of ;ourse,
" there was the bulk of his hostess. Like the wall of Jericho he couldn't |

by-pass her. She fawned, flattered and fussed, and effusively praised his




{

piece. You are a lliar, he $aid.toihimselfy.you:didn!t take.'in-one-single |
word. And she flushed and smﬂednbenm”é:fy as if she-ha'd, divined his thought’s_.

A}

.- The dance 1is en, and- the echoes of his words of a monent. before are
dashed against the whifling couples. Or maybe they are floating between
them and mingling with them.: Nothing is ever lost. One never knows. A
word, a seed, a gerrf- of thought may lie dormant ever so long suddenly to
awake with the ,ﬂovg of life, to sprout ,to spread and cover- the earth.

el
4

"h et Hark, hark the breeze. the -breeze has a voice as well as fragrance.
: "May I have the danee -with you"“ a. voice brea.thed into his esar. It
was a soft melody. . f > S

Embrace .me,breeze, gnd sing' the song of spring in my heart] ‘

The spring of all springs — my.lovel.

Jenkins was on the floor with his bridgeqpartner, and George wondered
at the neatness and dispatch with which he executed his s‘beps. His f:ace
exuded peace and contentment, rend the deep lines Werelalmost non-existent.
He we-s' perpetually smiling and coolng into her ear. . A new Jenkins. With
an increesed tempo they whirled out -of sight. o

' Compared 'to him I am a drudging turtle, George f.hought.

He -stole a glance at his partner and realized all at once that he
wesn't ‘doing so badly himself. Their dance wasn't fancy, but quite toler-
able, and, it seemed to him, it had coherence and rhythm. She had her
hand firm in h:i.s, .and one arm tightening around his shoulder. With the
gentlest of pressure - it could only be sensed bt not felt — she guided
his .steps like a true and experienced pilot. ‘\

"L hope I am not too clumsy," he said.

“Yoq are doing well enough,® she sald seftly;, "if you did"betf;er‘

I'd be loathe to dance with you.m"
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She- Jooked - up to him 2 bit coquettishly. She wondered at. heérself...

" her woebegone self Bu'b still the light smirk on her face lingered, and
her eyes dilated as with magic charm.

. He marvelXed at her.

He clenched her hamd :I.n his. His. left arm tightened a ln.ttle more
about her waist. How clase their faces, ’ thelr-.gfllps,l- Her lips were parted
in a melaného]:y' of breatllessness. Her eyelids f.‘_l.uttered and. c‘lo&ed‘,*‘andh
a deep sigh was wrenched Trom her breast with énguished pain. Her eyes,

' opened as her ecolor came %ack to her face. She smiled that charming smile:
!Sorry, sl:.ght indisposifion.n

. Then Foster came ®o claim her.

. % The dance went on Ets inerry way.

- ¢ On with the dance. T Cote

4
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The twin-sisters tmisted their sinuous way. A fat. couple .danced
belly to. belly, ,‘baérely gliding on the floor: often caughi:. and  jostled 5
' $n the human whirlpool %o the chagrin of the female partner. The male
was nor';?:ha‘llant." He didntt gax;e. ﬁe had a ‘db to perform, a paﬁtomine
which was only a,,.corrupti;m, or a perversion ‘of the true dance s and he
enjoyed the mere show af his dumpy legs and stubby feet. O, ,he could slide
all right. Then the msle of a married couple in their fiftles, who.

had taken upon himself the more fanc:.ful and increased tempo of the step}
W hir } ed b (r ' i
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i every-files v, He wouid show thééeAyoﬁngétersitﬁat he could beat
them at_thelr own gsme. He was furious im the handling of his partner.

He stepped forward and backward and sié%ays it seemed all at the«game*ﬁime.
And she the poor thiné‘had.to keep up with him. ©O, the fury, conceit and
deeoption of middle agel His wife looked up into his flushed face aﬁ&*. |
&puffing iipé "your blood pressure my &ear wateh your blood pressure

And he: "The nell with the blood pressure. 1 feel just fine.“ An for

i the recklessness and hopelessness of middle age. She: "Let nie tell you a
secret. Your eyes are starting from their sockets. Keep it np and they 11
| have to dreg you out. Why are men such fools o _ '

] There was a tall man, with a giraffe-like neek. He looked ever the
iheads of éll the other dancers and fouﬁd nis superioxlfdvantage pleasing.
*‘Ee eould meet his partmer's eye only when sﬁef%wﬂachea ner neck and looked
up vertiselly to the eeiling. -Se-small wasmshe‘wﬂe shcphq@eded about tné”ns
“_tiny female wiﬁﬁrfingers of his left hand wound gkdﬁnd the wrist of her
right hand, It was iike a parade to*him, a game, %ike.piaying an instyu-
ment; 8o responsive was sheape the sl;ghtest pregénre, and so sensitive
wasg her wrist to the slightest 1é§endo of his versatilefand persuasive

3

‘ .$ingers.

Click, click; tiek, tick, tock:; Crash' Unresting, rus¥hing thoughts
can have the light ticking qualities of a clock or the ro&aring crash
of-ﬁéz thunder clap. But the former majbe as annoying 88 the latter.{Emiw
It is a slog continuous, torturing anguish and the more destructive of

one's physical as"well as mental equilibrium. The slow Bteady drop, drop,

drip, drip,drip of the Oriental's cunning! With Cynthia dencing in Foster's

arms she was noping for the euddenneés of the erasa that would snd all.
The bloody flood that would drown everything - even her. The suddennesS%

B9y It nust be sudden, and devastating. With no recourse. But since “the

e
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" crash hadn't shown up, and she was .and remained uncrushed, quite whole
and quite eble to amb;e about with every part of her - in the very essence
and substance of her - she was relieved that the turmoil in her head’had N
slowed and weakened to the faintest tick of the smallest and finest watch.
Sne would hesitate apd even pause in the rhythm of the step and listen.

L,Foster ;ﬂtr thougﬁﬁﬁﬁat she was Just resting. The small still voxce»was
per31stent.‘But she could ignore it and @rown it in the noise and hila-
rit?surrounding her, and ‘even appear gay. Then her breasts, the turgid
nipples, would pgsss lightly, ever so lightly and accidentally, .against
the board-like. ha@d&ess of Foster!s chest, and the voice would come roar-

back

ing ,at her/; A, Her mind would become- fertile with horror. The black,

unknown: fear of the horror! For.a week and. more now she had watched with
blank gaze.and dark despair the ever,darkening areola of her nipples,
and. the engorging tumescence of ‘her young breasts. At bedtime and on ri-
sing she had looked upon them, and they were to her like two inexorable
evil t 1?” e;emeppa;.and unremitting, growing on her very blood an?-
substance. Irrepressiblé demons, .growing, growing, sucking her’life awaye.
The play of the tant nipples against Foster'!s chest. ”he Danse,macabre'
Had, she 1ooked into the dank open grave she would have been less puzzled
than by the sense of 1ight and: frivolity surrounding her, now 'that
George's arm was no longer sustaining her. She belonged among the cold . ‘
stones3m and the dark wet earth was her portlon. Her eyes would start |
from thelr sockets, and she was ghastly with fright Fright Qf an un-—
known fatel _

One two, one two - the step to‘the‘rhytbm of the musiec. The*f&et
followed their due course. The mind was assuage& and becalmed as béfore
a storm. For a mement she lay relaxed in Foster!s arms, only her feet moving.

One two, one two, one three, three, one, one———— ‘ (

The 'fhing swirled in circles. A mad- Dervish dance. A.carcusing of the

By, .
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ovil thipg that'e growing within her. ﬁghe' Thing growing in her -~ in the
@ecret (omes sacred, nowpolluted) depths of her body. She was(skighitly)
,dazbeedn,ixiftdshe :must denge one She must torture her body. More effort,
more\exnaustion and she would throw out -that thing from her insides. Yes,
every step must be & strenuous step. The ‘battle of the ‘@emon! It's he or :
ahe. Dange a:f.’ter dance, the battle must go on 1:0 the finish., A suadening. <«
tightening of her msmee and a searing pain. Aha, the demon is lq\sening
his e¢laws and is tearikg {pe,,;‘, fl,ésh_ in revenge. He is being exorcised. Pain,
pain, thé Joy of pain! Was mtixere—' ever & pain of greater Joy? What exqui-
site sensuality. Pain of the menses multiplied a hundred. fold. The blessing.
The pain has passed. likm & tidal wave, but left her dry. Wihere is the ‘
bloody tidel m.one aga:m she. is on the deserted arid island. The bdattle,
.1t must go on. And she ci::cles rouna and round, and she steps high and

Jerring, and she is as sv:ift as the demon within her. And she exaggerates

a% >
A

the two-two, and the UHe=two, and therthres. 4And she fl‘ops= and rises,
she splits, and sha throws herself around like & wild beast. A beast at
“bay. The lagt hope. The dancers’' attention is attracted to her. Foster
whispers mto her ear: "what is it, darling‘.“ Suddenly he Is afraid. Has
8he gone md? And the wnole thing is a mad wfurl. And the pain, it's there

again. 01' is it? She swoons in his arms,. , ' - -

-

CHAPTER {;v

‘I£ At A1l You Live

If at 82ll you live in that gray ’céld February morning, If at all you
ll‘ve when you f£ind that nothing inside. you has éhanged; If at all you. live
‘after that night...f The sheme. The scandall

If. at all you live!.




