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- CHAPTER 1 -

1 September, 194?. 

Ted Cummings buttoned his shirt and adjusted his tie. He 

reached for his coat and turned to the Doctor. 

"Well, sir?" he asked quietly. 

Dr. Fenton pushed aside his stethoscope case and loaned 

forward over the desk. 

"Ted," he said, "I'll iiave to send you to hospital. It will 

just be for a while. I want them to do some tests, that's all." His 

voice sounded gentle and persuasive - too gentle and persuasive. 

Ted sat down, facing the older man. He looked white and 

drawn and his hands were gripping his knees. "I want the truth," he 

said. "It's my heart, isn't it?" 

"Well, it might be," answered Dr. Fenton slowly. "And, as 

I happen to be fond of you, I don't want to take any chances." 

Ted raised his head until his eyes were on a level with the 

Doctor's. "I never saw you look more uncomfortable," he breathed. "In 

fact, you look positively ill yourself. You've got to tell me what is 

ahead of me. For Margaret's sake. For my own sake." He paused and bit 

his lip. The very atmosphere seemed charged with emotion. "For Dick's 

sake," he concluded. 

At the last name, the Doctor rose wearily from his chair. 

In his face were etched the reflections of a thousand tragic scenes 

witnessed by him from the same chair in his thirty-two years of practice. 

But this was different. He had known and loved this boy all his life. 

Had Ted not been the best friend of Dick, his only son? Ah yes, this 

?/as indeed different. Dr. Fenton walked around to the rear of Ted's 
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chair, and gently laid his hands on the boy's shoulders. He fought to 

control the twitching muscles around his mouth. He was vaguely conscious 

of being surprised at the depth of his emotion. He had thought that his 

feelings were still benumbed by the news of his son's death. How long 

ago had that been? Ah well, no matter. He pressed his fingers more 

firmly into Ted's shoulders. 

"All right, Ted," he said heavily. "It's pretty bad. You 

have a heart condition that we call endocarditis." Ted gasped. "Then 

you've heard of it," continued Dr. Fenton. "Yes, my boy, it's serious. 

You see, I would say you had only a month to live. I doubt whether 

even rest and hospitalization can prolong your life more than a matter 

of days." 

In the reception room, the Doctor's buzzer rang. Outside, 

a bus charged angrily down the street. From somewhere else came the 

sound of a ticking clock. But in the office,there was no noise save 

the breathing and heart beats of two men. For long minutes neither moved. 

Finally the younger man stirred and Dr. Fenton dropped his hands to his 

sides. He returned to his chair behind the desk. He was once again the 

kindly but dispassionate man respected as the city's leading physician. 

"Would you like me to break the news to your Mother and Dad?" 

he asked gently. 

Ted shook his head. 

"To Margaret?" 

"She must know nothing about it," the boy muttered. "I'll 

just say the wedding will have to be postponed." 

Once again the two men were silent. Then Dr. Fenton rose to 

his feet. Perhaps he was not so dispassionate. His face was ash-gray 
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and his fingers trembled. 

"Ted," he began, "you know how I feel about this. There 

are so many things I usually say at such times, but I couldn't say thorn 

to you. I feel so helpless, so futile. I even feel that somewhere, 

somehow, Dick is looking accusingly at me. And I can do nothing -

nothing:" He was slowly making his way to the door, with Ted following 

mechanically after. "Now don't do anjrthing rash. Drop in and see me 

at the same time to-morrow. We'll be able to discuss things more calmly 

then." 

"A month:" murmured Ted. His eyes were blank, dull, covered 

over with a million pin points of pain. Suddenly they filled with tears. 

"Oh why couldn't Dick have been spared if I had to go?" he cried. "We 

had so many dreams, so many plans. Now who is going to do all those 

things for him? There will never be a son to represent either of us: 

There will never be a fruit farm that two young fellows had dreamed of 

setting up:" He leaned against the door. "And Margaret: What of her? 

And Mother and Dad? Why did I survive those months in Holland only to 

face this?" He laughed harshly. "Dead of heart trouble at 2?: It's all 

so hopeless." He straightened up and held out his hand. "Thank you for 

telling me, sir. And for all you've done. I'll be back to-morrow but 

I have a lot of thinking to do. You're sure I can count on thirty days?" 

"As sure as I can be of anything like that, Ted^" 

"Can I play tennis to-night? Margaret and I had planned on 

a couple of sets and dinner at the Club." 

"I wouldn't if I were you. You should avoid all strenuous 

excercise and get as much rest as possible." 

Ted smiled. "It couldn't make much difference, could it? 

Good-bye sir. See you to-morrow." He closed the door behind him. 
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Dr. Fenton paused with his hand on the door knob and then 

walked over to the window. Ted was sauntering along the street, head 

down, hands in his pockets, mi&t thoughts were running through his 

head, wondered the older man, what bitterness was searing his soul? 

If/hat was it all about, anyway? He remembered how shocked he had been 

when a girl of 22 had died the year before, of cancer. But this ^us 

worse. This lad with the bright smile was his greatest link with the 

memory of his son. He couldn't die. He must 

There was a tap on the door and his nurse entered. 

"Mrs. McCullagh is next. Dr. Fenton," she announced. "Shall 

I show her in?" 

"No, Miss Wilson. I can't see anyone else to-day. Say 

I've been called out on an emergency." 

For the first day in Septen&er, the air was soft and balmy. 

Along the tree lined avenues, a few leaves fluttered lazily to the ground. 

Gardens were ablaze with their late summer exhibits. Everyone seemed to 

be out of doors in an effort to soak up as much sun shine as possible 

before the cool fall weather set in. Ted felt that he had never before 

seen so many happy and smiling members crowded onto the six courts and 

the surrounding terrace of the Riverview Tennis Club. He alone seemed to 

have a care or problem in the world. Yet he knew that that was not so. 

There ¥;as Judge Miller, whose wife was dying of cancer5 George McLean, 

whose wife was suing him for divorce; Fred Hargreaves, whose leather 

goods business was supposed to be going on the rocks, and Bill Donnelly, 

Ted's closest friend since Dick's death, whose nerves had never properly 

healed from three years' bombing operations in the Air Force, and who 

had been unable to find a job that interested him. 
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Ted had wanted desperately to be alone, to prevent the 

passage of time, to avoid all contacts and, above all, to stop himself 

from thinking. But after he had left the Doctor's office he realized 

that the only way to keep his sanity was to talk to someone - anyone. 

He bumped into a young man on the street, so that he could murmur 

"excuse me." The young man only glared and said nothing. 

His hand flew to his pocket. No cigarettes. He had to 

have one immediately. He dropped in to a cigar store. Mr. Caplan, 

the oi&iier, knew him. 

"The usual?" he asked, grinning a welcome. 

"Yes," answered Ted shortly. Suddenly he wished to be alone. 

How could he have ever been anxious to talk to someone? He had so many 

problems that had to be decided forthwith. My God: How could he face 

his family: He flicked his tongue over dry lips. 

"Nice day," ventured Mr. Caplan, as he reached out for a 

package of Ted's brand. 

"Yes." 

Nothing daunted, Mr. Caplan ambled over to the cash register. 

"The World Series will be starting soon," he announced cheerfully. 

Ted was lighting a cigarette. His hands were shaking. He 

merely nodded. 

Mr. Caplan passed him his change. He shot him a penetrating 

look, but Ted did not notice. He was already on his way out the door, 

blinking uncertainly in the sunlight. He swayed, and leaned momentarily 

against the glass front of Mr. Caplan's store. He could feel two or three 

people glancing at him. When the objects around him had resumed their 

proper perspective, he squared his shoulders. Where was he going? Every

thing seemed so hazy: If only he could shut off that sunlight, he might 
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be able to think more clearly. Margaret could help him. He must 

find her. He remembered that he was to meet her someplace. Ah: The 

Tennis Club. 

He turned and walked slowly in that direction. It was 

funny, he was thinking numbly, how his life was so bound up in that 

place. It was there that he and Dick had battled three years in succes

sion for the club championship. It was there that he had had his first 

date with Margaret. On a bench at the end of the courts, Dick had 

proposed marriage to Joyce. Or was it the other way around, he wondered. 

He thought of his first meeting with Margaret. 

It was July 1942 and he and Dick had been on their last 

leave before going overseas. They walked over to the Club one after

noon and were greeted at the door by Mrs. Clarke, perennial chairman of 

the dance committee. She let out a scream when she saw them. 

"Why, boys," she boomed, "you're just like manna from 

heaven. Two men: Why, it's practically unheard of:" 

Both the boys flushed. "You see.....," Dick began. 

"I see you, and that's enough for me:" She advanced on them, 

and Ted thought of the mountain advancing on Mohammed - only this time 

there were two Mohammeds, and very embarrassed they were. "Got any 

girls?" she asked, and threw in a wicked glance for good measure. 

"Girls?" Dick repeated, taking a deep breath. "Why, you see..." 

The lady shook her head sadly and Ted was fascinated by the 

movement of her jowls. They reminded him of something. What was it? 

Something that came in six delicious flavours. But Mrs. Clarke was taking 

them into her confidence. " a sweet girl," she was saying. "My 

husband's niece, you know. V/ell, she is visiting us this month and has 
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a little friend with her. Lovely girl, too. Just between the three 

of us, I thought of you two boys inmiediately. I want to get up a party 

and come to the dance here to-night. What do you say?" The forty 

occupants of the lounge were conspicuously interesting themselves in 

some form of conversation or literature. 

Ted flushed scarlet. "Well, you see....." 

Mrs. Clarke modulated her voice, as she plunged into a 

reverie. "Now I wonder whether we should have dinner here or at the 

house. Here, I guess. Mary is getting to be such a problem if I 

bring anyone home to dinner. And maids are so hard to get no^-adays. 

Bertha went to work in munitions, Jessie married a soldier and has gone 

to live on the coast." She sighed, and the whole room seemed to heave 

with her. "Mary will probably end up as Commander of the Red Cross. 

I don't know what the world is ccaning to:" There was a pause while she 

allowed her extensive audience to absorb the wisdom of her words. "I 

have it," she suddenly decided, and a profound quiet settled over the 

lounge. "You'll gather at my house at 6.30 for sherry - oh: I forgot: 

You boys are officers in the Army now. Something a little stronger 

might be welcomed, eh?" She reached out and favoured Dick's ribs with 

a playful dig. He fell back three or four paces. "Ah well, I may be 

able to scare up a highball or two: After that we will come here for 

dinner and then Mr. Clarke and I will leave you young people to enjoy 

yourselves at the dance. I know what you officers are like on leave: 

Mr. Clarke was an officer in the last war, you know. Well, I must speak 

to the chef, so that we have something special. See you at six-thirty:" 

She beamed at the two speechless youths, the piano in the corner, the 

radio, the magazine-covered table and all the members in the lounge, 

with equal impartiality. 
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At the door of the kitchen she turned around. "I forgot 

to tell you that the girls are wonderful dancers and so pretty. Till 

six-thirty then:" ?/ith another sly look and wave of the hand she 

disappeared. 

Everyone in the room began to chatter at once and Dick and 

Ted were bathed in amused glances. 

"Heli:" growled Dick, as they tottered to a chair. 

"Oh: I don't know. Often when you think you're going to 

be bored, you have your best time. Remember the Pearson's party? I had 

to drag you there and then at four-thirty in the morning I had to drag 

you home: By the way, whatever happened to Snookie Smith?" 

"Snookie Smith: Snookie Smith: Why worry about Snookie 

Smith when we have to worry about these two tomatoes: I know one thing -

Mrs. Clarke's niece is yours:" 

"O.K.: Sight unseen, I'll take the niece. Anyhow it's 

Mr. Clarke's niece and he's not a bad old stick. Now let's get out on 

the courts and have a set. I'm getting tired of being stared at." 

With the aid of Ellen, Dick's twin sister, a scheme was de

vised so that a message would conveniently caill Dick and Ted away if the 

girls should prove too young and boring. 

"Now don't forget, Sis," cautioned Dick. "We are to be at 

the Club for dinner at seven-thirty, so at seven o'clock sharp you put in 

a call for me. I can explain to the Clarkes that Headquarters is calling 

and wants Ted and me to report down right away. But if the girls are 

interesting, I'll just pass the call off as a routine thing." Ellen 

threw her brother a glance of disdain. "Well," he said defensively, "you 

yourself said you'd caught a glimpse of the girls and that they were pretty 
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terrible. And Ted and I were forced into the thing. ?/c weren't given 

a chance to refuse." 

After he had left, Ellen turned to her mother with a broad 

wink. 

"Those two conceited young men may not know it," she 

chuckled, "but they are in for somewhat of a surprise to-night." 

And indeed they were. They arrived at the Clarke's house 

punctually at six-thirty. Both forced a smile when Mr. Clarke opened 

the door. 

"Come in, boys, come in:" he said jovially. He was a small 

man, who was physically overshadowed by his wife, although she seemed 

subservient to his every whim . At least in public. He led them to 

a cloak-rocm. "Just throw your hats in there. It's going to be a grand 

night for the dance, isn't it?" 

"Yes, sir," they chorused. Their eyes were constantly 

seeking out the drawing-roan. Suddenly Mrs. Clarke was approaching 

them. ?fith a brown velvet dinner dress trailing the floor, and with a 

feather ornament jutting out from each shoulder, she looked more enormous 

than ever. 

"Aha: There you are:" she yelled heartily, as if they had 

all been engaged in a game of hide and seek. "I want you to come in and 

meet the girls now. You lucky boys, you:" 

With one arm around each of them, and leaving Mr. Clarke to 

trail behind, she swept them forward to the treshold of the living-room. 

There she suddenly stopped. Ted's eyes widened at what he saw and Dick 

skidded down the two steps leading into the room. 

Mrs. Clarke's voice rang to the rafters, and doubtless beyond. 
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"Here they are girls," she trumpeted. "This is Lieutenant Richard 

Fenton and this tall fellow is Lieutenant Ted Cummings. And boys, 

the girl in blue is Mr. Clarke's niece, Margaret Thomas, and the one 

on the right is her friend Joyce Parsons. 

Mr. and Mrs. Clarke beamed from the entrance while the 

young people muttered shy 'How do you dos.' "Your sister has be

trayed us," hissed Ted as he and Dick advanced across the room. Dick 

nodded miserably. Mr. Clarke busied himself pouring drinks while 

Mrs. Clarke tried to smooth over the embarrassed moments of silence. 

As planned, Ted sat down near Margaret Thomas while Dick devoted 

himself to her friend. Both eagerly accepted the rye and waters that 

were preferred. 

By seven o'clock, the boys were sipping their second drinks 

and all traces of embarrassment were gone. Ted was glancing at Margaret 

with more interest than common courtesy would dictate. Dick was smiling 

cheerfully for no apparent reason and Mrs. Clarke was talking. She was 

reaching the climax of her favourite discussion - the opening of the 

second front. Having quoted the views of such authorities as Marshall 

Stalin, Ŵ inston Churchill, H.V. Kaltenborn, the Hearst press, and Iv̂ jor 

George Fielding Eliott, she was reaching her own conclusions. 

" ——and I would hate to think that one of our boys will 

be sacrificed until we are absolutely assured of success. After all, 

the Russians have no right to complain. We held the fort alone while 

they played up to Hitler and Ribbentrop." She suddenly turned to her 

husband. "Isn't that so, dear?" she asked. 

"Yes indeed," he said, a little too brightly. He sounded 

like a bit player in the five hundredth performance of the same play, 

thought Ted absently. 
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"Well then," continued Mrs. Clarke, "I think we are 

absolutely........" 

A clock struck seven and the telephone rang. Dick star

ted, and a few drops of his drink spattered on to his uniform. Ted 

was on his feet. 

"I'll answer it," he said. 

"No, dear. It's quite all right," and Mrs. Clarke left 

the room. 

"Did anybody hear the news to-night?" Margaret asked. 

"Hello? Mrs. Clarke speaking," they could all hear from 

the next room. 

"Yes. There's nothing new," said Mr. Clarke. "I'm jolly 

glad they're stepping up the air attacks. Soon they'll be sending a 

hundred planes over every night." 

Ted was still on his feet. Dick was trying to catch his 

eye. Joyce regarded them strangely. 

"Oh yes dear: How are you?" came from the other roô i. 

"Bill Donnelly arrived in England safely," ventured Mr. 

Clarke. "His mother just heard to-dayV 

Ted sat down. "Oh, did he?" he said vaguely. 

Dick rose from his chair and passed cigarettes to the girls. 

"Oh: please use mine," said Mr. Clarke. 

"Oh Ellon, no:" thundered Mrs. Clarke from the next room. 

"It can't be that important:" 

Ted and Dick exchanged quick glances. 

"What's the matter with you two?" asked Joyce. "You look 

as if you have St. Vitus Dance." 
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Dick smiled bleakly. "I'm just wondering if that's one of 

Ted's old flames on the phone. They chase him everywhere." Ted glared. 

Margaret stirred slightly and flushed. 

"What about the poor girls?" Mrs. Clarke was asking petu

lantly. "Really Ellen, I think these generals are absolutely devoid 

of feeling. If two boys can't enjoy a little leave without being called 

to Headquarters, it's a queer thing." 

The boys were scarlet. Silence settled over the living-room. 

Then Ted sprang to his feet. "Why," he cried, "Ellen must 

be calling about us:" His voice sounded strange to his own ears. 

"Does this mean the party is off?" asked Margaret. Her voice 

seemed to be void of all inflections but her bosom was heaving rapidly. 

She wore an open neck evening dress and Ted took a moment off to be 

enchanted. 

"I don't know," he said finally. 

"I'm sure something can be worked out," said Dick. 

"Well, all right, Ellon. I guess there's nothing we can do 

about it." They heard the receiver crash on to the hook and Mrs. Clarke 

was standing in the dooirway. She was trembling with rage. 

"It just isn't fair," she said, spreading her arms out before 

her. "You boys deserve a leave and we go to work and arrange such a 

lovely party and it has to be spoiled." 

"Yes," said Dick. "We heard." 

"It just i s n ' t fa ir ," thundered Mrs. Clarke. 

"Oh my:" sighed her husband. 

'*Maybe if they phoned Headquarters," suggested Joyce timidly. 

Ted's face lighted up. "A wonderful idea:" he shouted. Mar-
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garet was eyeing him rather strangely. "I'll call them and I just 

bet everything can be straightened out " ^cij). 

Yes, thought Ted, I called all right and carried on a 

fascinating conversation into a dead line. The generals were placa

ted, the girls were escorted to the club, and the course of four 

lives was changed. Now he was going to the club again and two of 

those same lives would be changed once more. But now there would be 

no hope, no happiness. 

"Goddamn it:" he muttered hoarsely, as he aimed a vicious 

kick at a small stone. 



CHAPTER 2 

2 FEBRUARY, 1945. 

The young man turned over in his bed and groaned. 

"Why is it that as soon as I get to sleep you wake me 

up?" he asked. 

"Because," answered the nurse, "it»s six-thirty and time 

for your breakfast." 

"If I were on a night shift, I might welcome breakfast 

now," murmured the young man, as he sat up and rubbed his eyes. "But 

I*m not on a night shift and I*m sleepyi" He grinned owlishly at her. 

"Unless of course you raesJi to climb in here with me,** 

"I most certainly do not want to climb in there with you -

now or any other time:" 

"Just as well. You look awful at this hoxir of the morning." 

"It*s not me, Captain, Blame it on those bleary eyes you're 

looking through," She drew herself up and attempted to look like an 

efficient nurse of the Canadian Army, But her eyes were twinl^ling. 

"Open yoTjr mouth, I want to take your temperature," 

The young officer looked shocked, "NurseI he said accusing

ly, "Have I not told you that there are certain rituals a man must 

perform before he does anything else in the morning? Hand me my gadgetI" 

"1*11 hand it to you," she said smiling sweetly, "Right 

over the head. Before you do one thing, you put this thermometer in 

your mouth," 

The thermometer was popped into his mouth. He ?dnked at 

the nurse, 

"You know, Captain," she said, "there is exactly one minute 
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in the day when I am able to get in one word with you. And that is 

when I have your mouth full of thermometer. So now relax. I have 

lots of news. First you are off the seriously wounded list. Secondly 

the bandages will be coming off your legs to-day and you will start 

walking around to-morrow. And thirdly you will be shifted out of your 

nice private room into one of the wards. No more special privileges 

for you, my fine feathered friend." She cocked her head on one side. 

"And oh yes, Captain Fenton. I just received some news this morning 

that made me deliriously happy." She reached forward and pulled the 

thermometer out of his mouth© "HuhJ" she grunted. "Normal again, 

you big fraud. What was I saying? Oh yes J Well, I have been moved. 

I*m on a draft to the continent," she paused. "The news just came through 

this morning," she concluded aimlessly* 

Dick Fenton looked serious. "OhJ I am sorry," he exclaimed. 

"You know, Nance, they say that every woman falls a little in lovo with 

her doctor. I think it's probably equally true that every patient falls 

in love with his nurse." 

Nursing Sister Marvin smiled. She iims an attractive girl in 

her early twenties. Her face was soft and unlined and her body looked 

plump and desirable beneath the austere nurse's uniform. Only her eyes 

looked hard - hard with three months' constant attention to men flown 

back from the front with every type of desperately serious and bloody 

wound possible. Now those eyes looked wistful. She discarded her flippant 

tone and reached for the patient's hand. 

"A little, eh?" she asked softly. "Scaaetimes the nurse would 

like to fall too, but with thirty patients to look after, with enemas, 

amputations, shrapnel, slop pails and hysterics, there is little room 
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for anything but the bare essentials," She laughed harshly. "When 

some of those boys have asked me to be more than a nurse or a mother 

to them, I've often longed to. No pretense. No questions asked. Just 

a few moments blessed relief from suffering and fatigue." 

Ted was stroking her hand. "Why," he said, "you're tired out. 

Aren't they going to let you have a rest before sending you off?" 

She shook her head. "I'm leaving here to-night and our draft 

should bo on the continent within the week. I'll certainly miss you. 

I have often wondered what would have happened if you had been my only 

patient." She withdrew her hand and smiled. "Then I would have had the 

tine to practice all my wiles on you:" 

"I would say you'd done well enough. But for you probably 

I wouldn't be here:" 

"That's rubbish and you know it. But I love hearing it. By 

the way, my relief is here. Nursing Sister Wilma Barnes. Confidentially, 

she's an old hag. One of those frustrated old maids with a perpetual hate 

on. Her buck teeth will scare you to death." 

"I don't scare easily. Nurse. After you, I feel as if I could 

stand up to atnyon©: And for heaven sake stop gassing like an old windbag, 

will you? Hand me that gadget: I'm a big boy, I know, but I'm also human." 

Dick was unprepared for what happened later. He had just dozed 

off after lunch when there was a tap on the door. Nursing Sister Marvin 

poked her head around the corner, 

"Are you looking beautiful?" she asked. 

"What is it now?" he countered drowsily. "Pill, hypo, rubdown? 

I assure you. Nurse, I never felt better and am in need neither of a 

sedative nor a laxative. In fact, you can take the afternoon off:" 
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The nurse went over to him. "Up you get," she ordered, as 

she fluffed out his pillows. "I have seen you in all stages of disre

pair but there's no use scaring Nursing Sister Barnes right at the start." 

"Oh:" he grunted. "So the old bat's coming in, is she?" 

"The old bat is in:" It was a soft, liquid voice. Cool water 

in the desert. Sunbeams dancing gaily on a sparkling ocean. Dick held 

his breath. He was conscious only of dark red hair, and enormous grey 

eyes looking reproachfully at him from a round pale face. 

Nancy Marvin burst out laughing. "Just my idea of a joke:" 

she said rather too brightly. "I told him that you were a frustrated 

old crab, Wilma. Wilma Barnes, meet my favourite patient. Captain Dick 

Fenton." 

"Hello," said tho girl simply. 

"Hello," said the boy in the bed. 

"And watch your language with Wilma," cautioned Nancy. "She's 

not a hardened old character like I am. She just landed in England two 

weeks ago and this is her first posting." 

"I'll make everything as easy as I can," said Dick, without 

taking his eyes from Wilma's face. Heart shape, it was. And provocative. 

Nancy wavered uncertainly. At length she seemed to make up her 

mind. "Come on," she said briskly. "This one isn't the only pebble on 

tho beach, though sometimes you'd think so. We've spoiled him to death." 

She grabbed Wilma and they loft to visit the rest of the ward. 

For several moments Dick remained motionless, his eyes riveted 

on the doorway. He looked puzzled. He reached for a pad and pen on the 

table beside his bed. 

'Dear Ted,' he wrote. 'The most extraordinary thing has just 
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happened to me. Five minutes ago a new nurse walked into my room. 

I only know that she has reddish hair and the largest pair of grey 

eyes that I've ever seen. And you kno?/, I think I'm in lovo. Me: 

Why, it's incredible::: I guess that's the sort of thing you can ex

pect when you spend five weeks flat on your back. I can hardly wait for 

her to come back again so I can have another look. Maybo tho feeling I 

had in my chest was just indigestion." 

There was a knock at the door. Dick looked up hastily. 

"Oh hollo Tom," ho said. "Come on in." He laid aside his pad 

and pen. 

"Say: Have you seen the now nurse? What a dish: The fellows 

in the ward are beside themselves." 

"Oh, they are, are they? Well, you just run out and tell 'em 

that I saw her first and hands off," 

Lieutenant Thomas Goodall looked surprised. "Wait a minute, 

did you know this babo before?" 

Dick lowered his voice. "Gosh no," he replied casually. "I've 

only seen her for two minutes. Can't you take a joke?" 

"Well, if you're interested, you'd bettor not waste too much 

time in formalities. She's like the new moon - she has all tho wolves 

howling. Or is it a full moon?" 

"Wolves don't need a moon," Dick said, "but thanks for tho tip. 

You look as if you have something on your mind." 

"Yeah. I can't got them to tell me how my stomach is coming 

along. I feel fine but thoy don't seem to want to let me out of hero. 

Isn't that just like our army? Thank God we have some smart Allies in 

this war," 
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"Uh-huh. Dick had heard this type of conversation before 

and it left him unimpressed. "Perhaps the people in their armies are 

thanking God for us," he said. 

Tom shot him a look of disdain, "Some armies are perfectly 

run," he answered vaguely, "For instance, I have been studying up on 

the Russian Army. The most wonderful comradship exists between all ranks 

there, and promotion is entirely on merit. There»s none of this darned 

kowtowing to the right people that ¥/e have here." 

"Naturally not," answered Dick, tryi.ng to keep from smiling, 

"If the rî rht people think maybe you don't like them, you*re not around 

long enough to kovjtow to anyone I" 

"It's all very well to joke," said Tom sourly, "You just 

haven't studied it," 

"Neither have you - first hand." Why is it, thought Dick l 

impatiently, that no Comiiiunist or would-be Communist ever had a sense of ' 

humour? j 
• . j 

"Now don't misunderstand me," said Tom hurriedly, as if divi- i| 
I 

ning Dick's thoughts, "I'm no damned Communist, though I think we could || 
'i 

learn a lot from them if we v/ere not too smug and self-satisfied to try. ii 

But I'm so sick of having these industrialists run everything. Now in I 

Russia —," I; 

"Tom, don't think I'm rude, but I'm awfully tired and really Ij 

we've gone over all this before, V/hy not try-to convert somebody else?" !! 

Tom rose to his feet, .He was a tall man, probably about thirty- i 

five years of age, with a heavy black moustache and an inclination towards j-

corpulence. Dic> thought him flabby - both mentally and physically. 

Right now he was smiling, rather wanly, \. 

"You're feeling better?" he asked, changing the subject abruptly,! 
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"Yes, thanks," Dick answered, "My bandages will be a tiling 

of the past by to-morrow." 

Tom sighed. His eyes were accusing, "You're lucky. I want 

to meet some friends of mine in Aldershot next Friday, but it looks as 

though I'll be out of luck. I wish I could got some definite news. 

I never knew that ulcers could be such a bore." 

"And by the way, Comrade " Dick began. 

Tom winced. "Dick, don't call m© that, even in ftin," ho snap

ped. "Do you want to give people the wrong impression?" 

Dick laughed. "I just wanted to tell you that this is my last 

day as a Capitalist. To-^norrow I am to give up this room of splendour 

and I will be herded in with the proletariat." 

Tom glared. "You're impossible," he muttered. He mustered 

another bleak smile. "See you later," he said, and left the room. 

Dick lay quietly for an hour or so, and lot his mind drift 

along in any channel it chose. He thought of his good fortune, and for 

the thousandth time silently blessed the surgeon who had refrained from 

amputating his left leg, smashed though it had been. Now, the bandages 

were to be removed, and the doctors promised him no stiffness, though 

there would bo an unseemly scar or two. But what was wrong with a scar, 

he asked himself. It would almost vanish, in time. By now, his family 

must be over worrying about him. Twelve cables they had sent in those 

first three weeks, begging to bo reassured. Yet for two weeks, his name 

had been on the dangerously wounded list and only now was it being removed 

from amongst the seriously wounded. What a strain it must have been for 

them all at home. But now he was safe and well and he was told that 

probably he would bo restricted to administrative duties in England for 
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some months. And ho was sure the war would bo over in six woeks. 

Everyone was talking that way. Ho hoped so. For everyone's sake 

he hoped so, but especially for Ted's. How much more could his nerves 

stand, even if he wore to remain uninjured? Dick shuddered involunta

rily. What right had he to be safe and sound while Ted was out there? 

Ho wasn't to think about it, the doctors had said, but what did thsy know 

of such things: Even that psychiatrist Johnny did not seem to understand. 

Dick tossod restlessly on tho bed and then reached over and turned on 

the radio. The B.B.C. offered two programmes. Ho dialed to one. It 

seemed to bo a lecture by a clippod-voicod woman on bird life somewhere. 

He quickly flipped the dial to the other station. Chamber music. God, 

ho thought, how I hate Chamber musicl He found the newly-formed American 

Forces Network. Popular records. That was more like it. It reminded him 

more of home. A new record was just starting. 'Sleepy Lagoon'. Ye Gods -

that was the number that was so popular in tho summer of '42, just before 

he and Ted had left for England. He smiled, in spite of himself, when he 

thought of that first evening at tho Tennis Club with tho Clarkes and their 

two guests, Margaret and Joyce. The music was 'Sleepy Lagoon* and he 

rememborod they v/ore playing it when he first danced with Joyce — — — , 

STA'^T "Hn:" he murmured lazily into her ear. "You danco beautifully." 

"All tho bettor to catch the men with," she replied. 

Dick decided to try another tack, so after a pause he murmured 

"Lovely orchestra'" 

Joyce sighed and snuggled close against him. Tho scent of lemon 

rinse was in his nostrils. So was her hair." Evory time ho breathed, three 

or four of thorn tickled the inside of his nose. He felt an overwhelming 

desire to snooze* 
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Ho sneezed. 

"OhJ I'm sorry," he exclaimed as he disengaged himself 

hurriedly and fumbled for a handkerchief. 

"Don't toll mo you're catching cold," she said sternly. 

Dick felt so dismayed that ho snoozed again. "Oh no'" ho 

replied hastily. "Too much smoking, I guoss'" His nose was blocked 

and his eyes felt bleary. He suddenly hated the Clarkes and this cool, 

slim young woman standing before him. Tod came dancing by with Margaret 

and took time out to slap him on tho ba.ck. Dick hated him, too. 

"Don't just stand there," said Tod. "Got mobile." 

"We'll go out for a breath of air," Joyce announced as she 

linked her arm through Dick's. Thoy sauntored out onto tho veranda, 

threading their way through tables and chairs. Dick nodded to one or two 

of tho members he know. 

"One of these tablos?" he asked Joyce. 

She shook her head and led him down the stairs. Tho moon 

drenched tho tennis courts with a soft, mysterious glow. The scent of 

roses filled the air and was wafted to and fro by a warm summer breeze. 

Even in tho middle of a large city, a hush seemed to have descended, at 

once drowsy and stimulating. It must have been on such a night that Adam 

first decided to investigate tho mysteries of life, and over sinco that 

time, on similar nights, unsuspecting and unwary males have asked the same 

question in a million ways. It was a night for the passionate and worldly 

love makings of Antony and Cleopatra, a night for the tender and heart 

rending yearnings of Romeo and Juliet. It was the perfect summer evening 

of 1942. 

Dick snoozed again. 
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He blew his nose and murmured apologies. Joyce hold firm to 

his arm. She sighed wistfully. 

"Where to?" he asked. 

"To that love seat in tho corner," she replied softly, "You 

can make lovo to mo there and no one should disturb us for a while. 

Dick dropped his handkerchief. All he could say was 'Uh?» 

Joyce smiled tenderly. The night seemed to hold hor completely 

in thrall. "Who can tell when such a magnificent opportunity will occur 

again?" she asked. "The moonlight, the roses, the faint strains of the 

orchestra, the soft summer breeze and, above all, you and mo." 

Dick found himself in front of tho lovo seat. Joyce's lips were 

close to his. He backed up one pace - and sat down. 

"But I've only known you for three hours," he protested. 

"And in a week or two you'll be gone," she said. Her voice 

became stronger, urgent. "Don't you see? This isn't just something that's 

choap and silly. It's terribly .important. It might develop into the most 

beautiful thing in our lives. Oh Dick: Lot's give it a chance:" 

Her ©yes shono. Lemon rinse, roses and the scent of a sweet but 

intoxicating perfumo enveloped him. She loaned against him and her shoulder 

strap becamo dislodged, revealing part of a soft, white broast that shone 

like alabaster in tho moonlight. Her arm reached around his nock. 

Slowly tho expression in Dick's eyes undoz*went a change. They 

were brightened by a spark of understanding, then filmed with tho thousand 

subtle shades of tenderness and desire. 

Eagerly he bent his head to hers. "You darned little fool," ho 
iTficUCS 

muttered. "You may bo right at that." ^A/D-



- 24 -

Dick smiled at the memory. A pale shaft of afternoon sun

light fell across his pillow, and ho blinked. Then more serious thoughts 

seemed to run through his mind and a shadow fell across his faco. 

There was a knock on the door. He shut off the radio. "Come 

in," ho called. 

The door opened and for a moment he thought that Joyce stood 

there. But no - this girl had reddish hair, not black, and she was two 

or three inches taller. Her anile was more dazzling and the complexion 

clearer. 

"Asleep?" asked the now nurso. 

He smiled at hor. "No: Just woolgathering. Come in and toll 

me the story of your life. I need popping up." 

Tho girl's smile wavered. "I'm afraid I have neither the time 

nor the inclination. And I doubt if it would pop you up. I only came in 

to toll you that a Captain Fred Anglin phoned. He will bo in to seo you 

to-morrow. He wanted to know how long you'd bo in, how you wero etc. etc," 

"Fred Anglin:" Dick exclaimed, in surprise. 

"I think he wants you for some job or other," Wilma said, "Ho 

was speaking to the Colonel." 

"Ho and Tod and I were together on an Infantry Course last year," 

Dick explained. "But he's in the Intolligenco Corps now and I don't know 

what he'd want with mo." 

"Well anyway, that's tho message." Wilma turned to leave. "And 

by the way, it looks as though we won't bo taking any more patients into 

tho hospital for the noxt two weeks. So, unless someone in one of tho 

wards gets much sicker, you should be able to keep your room." She reached 

tho door, "Spoiled brat:" she muttered. Then she was gone. 
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Dick reached out for the pad and pen on tho table, "Well, 

Ted, it's a few hours later, I had hoped I was only fooling when I talked 

about my new nurse before, but unfortunately, I wasn't. She's just been in 

again and my God: she's attractive. Strange though. She can't see mo 

for sour apples:: What the hell will I do now? And apparently Fred Anglin 

is around and wants me for some sort of job in tho Intelligenco Corps, He's 

coming to see me to-morrow. It should be a most interesting day for mo, 

all in all, and I can only hope that you, too, will find something cheerful 

in it. 

Take care of yourself - I'll drop you another line to-morrow 

night• 

Yours, 

Dick." 
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1 September 19A7. 

"Hullo darling' Waiting long?" 

Ted looked up quickly. What was it about this girl that 

had bound him to her, whether they were to-gether or apart, for over 

five years? It ?jas not her voice, which was often nasal, more often 

flat. Her hair was no particular colour and she was certainly too 

thin for her height, I guess it's because she's an ordinarj^ gii*lj he 

thought, and I'm an ordinary'- guy. But she did have beauty J A beautiful 

mouth fashioned for laughter and kisses, A tivinlcle in her eyes. And a 

ne-̂  born radiance. She most certainly v/as beautiful. More beautiful 

every day. But now that beauty v/as not his. He had no right to it. 

His threat contracted. He turned his head away. He could not bear 

looking at her, 

"?niy Ted I Whatever's the matter?" 

"Nothing," he said, "Have you your car?" 

"Yes, Did you forget something?" 

Ted reached for her hand. Oh GodJ he thought. Let me 

think of some easy way, "No, But it's hot, and I thought vie might go 

out along the lakeshore for dinner. Just for a change," 

"But our reservations hereJ And we were going to play tennis." 

Oh God, please, "I thought a change might be nice." Suppos

ing Dr, Fenton's wrong? After all, there has been no electro-cardiagran. 

No hospital reports. No medical consultation. 

"Ted, are you feeling well?" 

"Perfectly, dear," Doctors have made mistakes before. They 

are only human, 

"Then dcn't look at mc as if you didn't know me, and tell me 

what this is all about," 
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If I could only stop this terrible throbbing in my head'. If 

I could only thinkl "Nothing's the matter. Let's get out of here." He 

spoke more sharply than he had intended. 

Iviargaret said nothing and led the way through the lounge to the 

front entrance. A waiter called his name across the room, 

"Mr. Gujnmings'. Telephone I" 

"Thanks," he said. He walked to a corner of the room and sat 

down heavily. He lifted the receiver from the table as if it were fashion

ed of cast-iron, Margaret stood beside him. She looked puzzled. 

"Hullo? Oh'. Dr. Fenton'. Yes, fine thanks 

No. Margaret and I aren't going to p3.ay. We're going to drive out to the 

country for dinner." 

There seemed to be a pause on both ends of the line. Ted was 

tapping his' foot on the floor, 

"Sir, About our little chat to-day. Couldn't you have been 

wrong about that fellow? Perhaps a spell in hospital would do the trick?" 

There was another pause. The Doctor must have responded in the 

negative. "I see," Ted replied, "Well, don't worry, I've just seen him 

and he's not going to do anything rash. But thanks for calling, sir 

All right. Good-bye," 

He placed the receiver on the hook and turned to find Margaret 

looking st him anxiously. Her face v/as pale and her eyes seemed larger 

than he had ever noticed them, "̂ fhat is it?" she whispered, 

"Nothin.g," He grabbed her arm and piloted her through the room, 

"One of the lads from my old unit came to see me the other day and I ad

vised him to consult Dr, Fenton. I thought that he might have had ulcers 

or something. But now Dr, Fenton just phoned to tell me that the boy was 
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really seriously ill," 

"Oh: I'm so sorry," said Margaret, Nonetheless she looked 

relieved and the colour flooded back to her cheeks. Poor kid, thought 

Ted. She's happy because she thinks that someone else is dying of some

thing, and that other people are going to suffer. But here I am the one 

who is dying, and it's my people who will suffer. He tightened the grip 

on her arm. 

They were quiet as Ted steered the car out of the city into the 

darkening countryside. The air was cool and fresh, Margaret sighed con

tentedly and laid her head on his shoulder, 

"Your idea of a drive was such a good one," she murmured, as she 

snuggled closer and sighed again. "Just think, in twenty-six days I'll 

be Mrs. Ted Cummings." She reached up and ran a finger over his cheek, 

"Am I taking your mind off your driving, darling?" She laughed, "I 

wonder if I'll have the same effect on you in five or ten years?" Ted 

said nothing. His face in the gathering dusk was ashen grey but Margaret 

was too excited to notice. But when she asked him a question and received 

no answer, she stared up at him in surprise and pulled away. 

"Ted," she cried, "Draw over to the curb. Stop the car." 

"Why Margaret, is anything..,.,,..." 

"Kiss me, Ted. Kiss me and tell me everything is all right. 

For a moment I felt that something was wrong - you seemed to be somewhere 

else altogether." Tho car was at a standstill and she flung herself into 

his arms, "Oh my dearest, if the time ever came when you didn't want me, 

I think I'd die. Say that will never happen. Say you love me," 

"Oh honey," he breathed, after he had kissed her urgently on tho 

mouth, the hair, the throat, "I do love you. Maybe I don't say it often 
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enough and maybe I don't say it well, but you're my girl. You always 

will be my girl. No one else has ever meant a thing to me and no one 

ever will. You know that." 

She kissed him lightly on the chin and disengaged herself from 

his arms. "That's what I wanted to hear." She smiled at him but her eyes 

filled with tears. "I had the feeling that someone nas walking over my 

grave , but I'm all right nov/." 

They drove along for a while in silence. 

"Do you remember the night that wo met?" Margaret asked pre

sently. As it was a question that one of them asked the other about once 

a week, it required no ansxver. "We've changed so little since then. And 

we've been so lucky. I knew right from the start that I was going to marry 

you if it was the last thing I ever did. You v/ere a cooked goose, darling. 

When Joyce and I got home that night, we compared notes until morning. 

It was funny that both of us should have fallen in love on the same night. 

But our techniques wore certainly different. Of course, so were tho objects 

of our affection:" 

Margaret rambled on, reminiscing and thinking out loud while tho 

miles sped by. As they approached their destination, Ted grew desperate. 

He realized that what he had to say should be said before they wore in a 

lighted building. He wanted his face in the shadows so that Margaret might 

not notice the truth lying hidden there. The time to speak was now. He 

reached over and covered one of her hands just as she was nearing the cli

max of her tale, 

"And when you didn't even try to kiss me good-night,..,,." she 

was saying. 

"Honey, we'll have to delay our wedding two or three weeks." 
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".......••I was so insulted I could have kicked you right in 

the shins. What did you say?" 

"Now don't get upset, but we'll have to postpone our wedding 

for two or three weeks." 

"Ted Cummings: How could wo? Why should we?" 

Once more he stopped the car and turned to faco her. Sho had 

withdrawn her hand and was sitting, stiff and uncomprehending, in tho far 

corner. 

"Darling," he said as naturally as he could, "try to understand. 

The firm wants mo to go down to Philadelphia for them on a big deal. If 

I make a success of it, it will mean a big boost for mo. JIaybe I'll even 

be assisteoit sales manager." 

"But surely you've told them about the v/odding." 

"ihy, of course. I told them about it v/hen I arranged to take 

my holidays in September. But this just came up a few days ago and they've 

all been busy explaining what a great opportunity it is, what it will mean 

to my future and how I shouldn't miss it. It's a sort of convention but 

there will be a big business deal involved as well, and I shall be the 

firm's only representative there." He was pleading earnestly now, almost 

as if he believed it himself. 

Almost, but not quite. 

"So that's why you have acted so strangely to-night," Margaret 

said. Something still seemed to mystify her. "When do you leave?" she 

asked. 

"About the twentieth, I think." 

"Well, then, we'll just slip away and get married ahead of time, 

and add Philadelphia to our itinerary." She smiled at him. "Soo, dar

ling? It's all so simple:" 
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"No, it isn't. Do you think for one minute that I could pay 

any attention to either the business deal or the convention if we were 

on our honeymoon? As it is, I'll be breaking my neck to be tlirough with 

it and get back to you." 

"Well, then, let's get married ahead of time, and you can go 

on to Philadelphia yourself. It's terribly unlucky to postpone a wedding 

and everyone will wonder what's behind it." 

"Let them wonder. It will do them good. Besides, if we got 

married ahead of time, nothing would be ready for the big church wedding 

that both you and your mother have planned on. You've always told me 

that, if you're only going to get married once, you want to have some

thing special to remember. Well, we can still have all the trimmings 

two weeks later - October the eleventh. All we have to do is notify tho 

guests, and change our hotel reservations." 

"And tho caterers, and the minister, and the people who aro 

coming in to renovate tho house and about six thousand others." 

Ted reached over and tried to draw her to hiju, but she resisted. 

She looked more dazed than annoyed. "I know how hard it is on you, honey," 

he said tenderly. "After all, it was to have been my wedding too. What 

else do you suppose kept me going for that awful year? After Dick was 

wounded and left the Unit, I never knew from one day to the noxt whether 

or not I'd be able to keep going. It was only thinking of you that did it. 

And the year and a half that I've been home seems like an eternity. But 

now we have an apartment and my salary is more than enough for us and it 

looks as if everything is going our way. If I should get this other pro

motion, it would mean that we could afford to raise a family right away." 

"All right, you win." Margaret's lips wero smiling but her 

voice sounded tirod, "Still, there seems to be more to this than would 
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meet the eye. Is Mr. Courtland still your boss?" 

"Why, yes. As a matter of fact, it is he who is arranging 

this whole thing." 

"Ho and his wife are coming over to have dinner with Mother 

and Daddy to-morrow night. I think I'll just have a little chat with 

}iim and make sure he doesn't send you to Honolulu the day our son is 

born," 

Tod took a deep breath. "Margaret," ho said and his voice 

was harsh, for this was an angle to which he had given no thought at all, 

"you must promise me that you will never mention a word of this to 

Mr. Courtland. Do you understand? Not a word:" 

There was silence for fully a minute. 

"Take mo home, please," Margaret said in a small voice. "Mo

ther and I will h^ve a lot to do and we might as well got started right 

away. If you are hungry, you can come in and I'll fry you an egg. As 

for the wedding, I'll plan for October the eleventh. To Mr. Courtland, 

not a word. Any other instructions?" 

There was a grating of gears as Ted started the car and headed 

for home. His chest ached, and he did not know whether it was emotion, 

or whether his heart was behaving badly. He found it difficult to breathe 

and opened his window wide. Why didn't he tell Margaret evorytbJ.ng now? 

No, she would insist on marrying him right away and it would ruin her life. 

Far better for him to let on that ho was leaving for Philadelphia but 

instead to go to tho hospital under Dr. Fenton's care. Once there, he 

could break tho news, not only to Margaret, but to his mother and father 

as well. He felt his hands trembling on the wheel, and then he was aware 

that Margaret was talking to him. 



- 33 -

"Ted Cummings, I've loved you for five years and through that 

whole time we have never had any more than a minor disagreement. But 

if to-night is to bo a preview of our married life, then I'll be a very 

disillusioned girl indeed. First of all you calmly announce that our 

wedding is to be postponed after everything is arranged. Then you snap 

my head off when I say I'm going to talk to your boss. Finally you just 

keep quiet and drive along as if you were going to your own funeral. 

None of it makes sense." 

"It will, honey. Everything will turn out all right. I pro

mise you." 

It might bo all right for you in four or fivo years, he thouglit. 

You will be able to fall in love again and marry someone else. Ho stole 

a look at her. Her face was white and drawn, and the smoothness of youth 

was being supplanted by tho lines and shadows of maturity, but he loved 

everything about it. The thought that she might later be able to fall in 

lovo with another man, the thought that he might soon be just a faded 

photograph or two and a bundle of letters tossed into the attic, was liko 

a hard blow in the stomach. He felt winded and sick. What was it all 

about? Why was ho brought so close to learning the essence and scmothing 

of the meaning of life with this girl only to have everything snatched 

away from before his eyes? And anyway, what was it one should leave be

hind? The lovo and goodwill one stores up soon fade from memory. The 

world was no better a place for having had Ted Cummings spend twenty-seven 

years in it. Twenty-seven years: Just a youngster, his father had called 

him last week. And his mother was forever introducing him to people as 

hor baby. Nothing he could over say would stop hor. Everyone would laugh, 

his mother would beam, ho would got red in the face and there it was. 
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He knew that he should say something to assuage Margaret's 

feelings. She sat there, in the opposite corner of tho front seat, 

completely baffled, waiting to be allowed to reject an ovei'ture of love 

and affection. If he were to speak only a fe?/ words, she would accept 

both his decisions and his overtures, and they would ride back to town 

at peace, in their accustomed harmony, and hor head would be snuggled 

against his shoulder. But what can I say, he v/ondered frantically? If 

he v/ere to essay one moi*9 lie, he was sure that Margaret would discover 

somothing of his secret. Too much physical contact, or even words of 

tenderness, would break him dovm sjad destroy him. Besides, he was a 

little disappointed at her for having put up so many arguments. Could 

she not divine that the whole thing was desperately serious? Could she 

not place the unlimited faith in him that he would have been \7illing to 

place in her? He was well aware that he v/as being unreasonable, and it 

only made him more stubborn. 

The minutes crept by 7/ith excruciating slowness. He stole 

a glance at Margaret, Her head was pressed against the door of the car 

and her eyes were closed. Were their last few days to-gether to bs spent 

under this ghastly cloud? Could he not drop some small hint of the real 

nature of the postponement? No, Better to have the cloud of misunderstand

ing hanging over them than the shadow of death. She seemed asleep now, 

but of course she couldn't be. Her mind must be feverish v/ith doubts 

and conjectures as to any hidden reasons for the delay, and frantic with 

worry over all the changes of plan that such a delay would entail. Ted's 

own brain was spinning like a top. He felt as he always did when ha drank 

too much gin - dizzy, sick and depressed. He slo7/ed the car down to twenty 

miles an hour, A steady stream of traffic rushed by him. His eyes throbbed 

file:///7illing
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and ached from the glare of the on-coming headlights, Tho night was 

full of the sweetness of ncw-moY/n hay and the cool September air caressed 

his faco. Ho still felt hot. 

Will it be any harder to leave hor now than it was when I left 

for England? Yes. He knew her much better now and he loved her with 

his whole being* Furthermore from this there was no return. And yet 

ho had not always been in love with hor. Or had ho? His mind flew back 

to that first night, their first date. She had seemed cool and detached 

and she took everything for granted, 

jr/vucc5 %ovely night, isn't it?" he had murmured as they were v/altzing. 

The Clarkes had long since returned home and Joyce and Dick seemed to have 

disappeared. 

"Very nice," she said. 

He tried again. "You waltz beautifully," ho said. 

"Thank you," she replied. 

He stopped dancing and glared at her. "Dammit," he growled, 

"don't you ever onthuso about anything?" Fred Hargreaves, who was plough

ing his wife around the room, nudged him in the ribs and gave a loud 

chuckle. Tod flushed and resumed dancing. 

"Do you want me to tell you that you're the best dancer I've 

ever danced with?" Margaret asked. "If you do, then I am very disap

pointed in you." 

"You might at least act as if you're enjoying yourself," Tod 

pouted, "You look and act as if you're bored half to death," 

"Well, I'm not," she retorted, "Or rather I wasn't till this 

conversation started." They were dancing very formally now, stiff, far 

apart, eyos averted. The orchestra broke into a dreamy fox trot. Slowly 
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and almost imperceptibly they drew closer to-gether. In no time at 

all Ted's lips wero rooting in their accustomed position on Margaret's 

tomplo, and her arm had almost completely oncireled his nook. Many of 

the older couples smiled indulgently at them. Unaware of any undue at

tention they might be receiving, the young couple danced as if no one 

else was in the room* 

"Do you liko tennis?" Ted suddenly asked. 

Margaret drew back. Her eyos twinkled. "Am I supposed to bo 

breathless and say how much I adore it?" 

"I only thought that if you and Joyce liked to play," he re

plied with dignity, "we could have a foursome over here to-morrow." 

Margaret's eyos grew softer. "I'd lovo that," sho said. 

"Good," ho said and smiled. "I foel better when you answer 

like that." Ho suddenly looked very young. "I soosa to have no defense 

against sarcasm." 

After that the evening had been more pleasant. Margaret was 

more at easo, although her behaviour still puzzled him somewhat. Ted 

was unable to determino whether sho liked him a little, a lot or not at 

all. He finally decided that she liked him a little and that ho liked 

her a little. Love was the farthest thing from his mind. 

It was almost three o'clock when he and Dick had left the girls 

at the Clarkes' and started for homo. Dick vms quiet and he looked 

mystorious. 

"What tho hell's the matter with you?" Ted asked him jovially. 

"Didn't you have any fun? Goodness knows you wore roaming around tho 

courts for long enough." 

For a while there was no answer. Thonj "Do you believe in 
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love at first sight, Ted?" 

Ted was thunderstruck. He could only stop and stare. But he 

noticed the bewildered exDression on his friend's face and the traces of 

lipstick on his loT̂ er lip. Truly this wss a new Dick Fenton. Ted 

whistled, 

"Well, I can certainly see that you do, and now you can wipe 

that lipstick from your mouth, old boy," 

"Ohl" exclaimed Dick, aDparently disconcerted. "It's all 

beyond me. Joyce claims that Oh v/ell'. We can get a good look 

at them to-morrow in the daylight. That will probably change our minds." 

"Whose minds?" asked Ted suspiciously. 

"She'll probably look a fright in shorts," pursued Dick, 

They arrived at the corner ?/here they were to separate to reach 

their own homes. Usually they stood and talked there for minutes, if not 

hours. This night, however, Dick seemed in a rush to be off. 

"'Night, Ted, Call you first thing in the morninc?. I'm tired," 

He wal̂ êd hurriedly away, 

Ted scratched bis head. "Fell," he muttered, puzzled. "I'll 

be damned " e rJji 

He was approaching the same corner on his way to Marcraret's 

home. A red light flashed at him from nowhere, and he jammed his foot 

on the brake, Margaret was jerked forward and opened her eyes. 

"Sorry," he said, "Have a good sleep?" He knew it was a fool

ish question and Yias glad when Margaret ignored it. She was still an 

able mistress of sarcasm on occasion and he was still awkvrard in copin? 

with it. 

She gathered up her purse and straightened her hair. In a 
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couple of minutes they had drawn up before her parents' new house. 

To his surprise, she aniled. "Darling, I had better go in 

alono. I can explain to Mother, and then we can beard Daddy and every

thing will work out all right." Sho reached over and kissed him lightly 

on tho ch0ok,.^ Ho made no movo. "I lovo you," she whispered. Before 

he could reply, sho had slipped out of the car and was running swiftly 

up the path. She's tho only girl I ever knew who can run gracefully, he 

thought. His throat contracted as sho waved to him from the doorway. 

She was going in alono to face all the questions and cross-examinations. 

Still, he know it was for the best as he was in no position to stand up 

to much. And Mr. and Mrs. Thomas might be more shrewd and discerning 

than Margaret if thoy were to look at him. 

He drove Margaret's car on to tho driveway and slipped the 

key into tho glove compartment. 

Then he turned and walked slowly homo. 
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3 February, 1945. 

"Well," asked tho Doctor, smiling. "What do you think of 

your legs now?" 

Dick wanted to return the smile, but his faco looked haggard. 

"You're sure they're mine, ©h, Doc?" 

"Quite sure. A couple more days of being up and around and 

you'll begin to get your strength back." His ton© becamo more serious. 

"You're a very fortunate boy. First, you're allvo. Second, you have 

both your legs. Third, you'll have only a couple of small scars to show 

for it all. See that you get up for a few minutes this afternoon. If 

you're very tired just walk over to that chair, sit in it for a while and 

then walk back to bed. Miss Barnes here will give you a hand, won't you. 

Sister?" 

"Yes," said tho nurse, without a great deal of enthusiasm. 

The Doctor patted Dick on tho shoulder. "See you later," he 

said and left the rooja. Wilma followed, bearing medical charts under each 

arm. 

For an hour Dick lay on the bod, tossing and turning. Ho felt 

so tired that ho was unable to sleep. He knew that he should be rejoicing 

over his good fortune and ho was grateful, but somehow not as elated as he 

had expected to be. Here ho had been on his feet for the first time in 

six woeks and his logs wore in good condition, yet he was not nearly as 

excited as he had been when he had first mot Ted in the finals of the 

Club championship. Or when ho had placed fourth in his officers' training 

class. What's the matter with mo, anyway, he wondered angrily. He was 

unable to delude himself for long, for he know only too well what was the 

matter. He had boon trying to think of Joyce while it was Wilma who -ĵas 
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occupying his heart. 

He was attempting to bring Joyce's face into focus and was 

having difficulty. He could only visualize Wilma's glossy rod hair, 

Wilma's largo grey eyes and white skin. What was it about Joyco that 

had captivated him, ho asked himself frantically: 'Buttons' he usod to 

call her. That was because of a snub nose. He shut his eyos tight. He 

pictured dozens of snub noses, but none of thorn seemed to belong to Joyco. 

Finally a more aquiline nose appeared on the scone. Grey eyes and rod 

hair fitted into place ajid Wilma once more dominated his thoughts. Ho 

sighed and openod his eyes. 

"Nuts," he grunted. 

Why he liked Wilma Barnes, ho did not know. She paid him 

scant attention and indood, seemed to like him not at all. He tried so 

hard to be pleasant and natural that he realized he actually appeared 

gauche and conceited. It had never been that way with Joyce. Ever sinco 

that first night on tho tennis court, it had seemed as if thoy had kno?/n 

one another always. Joyce had been confident that theirs was a true and 

deep love, and Dick had been inclined to agree. Except for a very short 

time. The day after they had met, Joyce had called him 'darling' in 

front of Ted and Margaret. Dick had boon embarrassed. "Please don't 

do that, Joyce," he had said, self-righteously. He felt particularly 

annoyed that Ted should have heard it. He had been meaning to speak to 

his friend about Joyce and her romantic ideas but had failed to got around 

to it. He found it hard to believe that he had fallen in love and would 

nov/ place someone ahead of Ted. He felt that Ted, too, would find it 

difficult to understand. At any rate, the day was ruined, Dick tried to 

avoid Joyco and find Ted alone so that he could explain, Ted was too 
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looked abashed, and took refuge from Dick's cold glances in a seeming 

indifference. All three sought the company of Margaret, who seemed 

amused by it all, and not much concerned, Dick remembered well the 

tennis games, when he and Jo7/ce had teamed up to troimce Ted and Marg

aret, And afterwards the dinner at the club - ho?; could he ever forget 

it', 

START- They had cocktails, and started their dinner with tomato 

juice. By the time the meatless main course had been placed before 

ther., the well of conversation had run dry. Every film any of then had 

seen in the previous two or three months had been reviewed. All the 

important movie stars had been appraised, Ted and Dick held a spirited 

discussion on tho merits of the St, Louis Cardinals, but it was soon 

evident that the girls did not follow baseball. Books were mentioned 

by Joyce, but it soon developed into a monologue because Margaret claim

ed that she found the modern novels trashy, and the boys had had neither 

the time nor the inclination to read more than Life and The Readers' 

Digest in their two years of service, Ted's dissertation on radio fell 

flat because all the important and popular personalities were on slimmer 

vacation. The wajr had eliminated practically all forms of tennis champion

ships, and, as no one felt inclined to discuss the possibilities of a 

second front, conversation had dwindled to an occasional "Salt and pepper, 

please" or "%, I thought the orchestra was in good form last night," 

More often, as the main coinrse neared its end, the silence at the table 

was broken only by the crunching of melba toast or celer;̂ '-. To make 

things worse, a summer storm sprang up with lashing winds and rains beat-

in?? af̂ ainst the wooden walls of the building, Dick always felt that 
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there îvus nothing more depressing than a tennis or golf club in the 

rain. He gloomily laid down his knife and fork. He ?ra.s certain that 

his brief and romantic interlude with Joyce v/as at an end. He was glad 

of it. 

Fate decided differently, A voice behind them thundered out 

a "Hullo:" "What an appalling night:" was added for the room at large. 

It was Mrs, Clarke, Mr. Clarke waved and sniiled, then sat do\*'n in the 

far corner to talk to some friends, Mrs, Clarke came to the table. She 

beamed at them. The two boys jtunped to their feet. Any diversion would 

be an improvement, 

"Well, isn't this nice," she said, and she sounded like a bear 

that had stumbled on a barrel of honey. "Please sit down, boys, I can 

only stay a second," Sh© reached out and pulled over a chair from an 

adjoining table. "Did you have a good game? Isn't it too bad about the 

raini I do hope we have a nice August, Mr, Clarke end I are going to 

the Muskoka Lakes, you know. How was the dinner?" She helped herself 

to some celery. "I don't know how long we'll be able to hold on to our 

chef. One of our old members has been appointed vice-president of that 

new war plant and I just know he's been making overtures to Henry to be 

one of the cocks out there in their coninissariat," She quivered with 

indignation and absently began to toy with a roll that had been left on 

the table. She made a grp.&t effort to brighten up. "But you all look 

so happy. It must be wonderful to be so free from worries and respon

sibilities, I often wish I could just jump into the Army and get away 

frcci it all." She took a bite of the roll. 

"I want to tliank you again for the lovely dinner last night," 

said Ted politely. 

"Yes, T̂ msn't it fun!" Mrs. Clarke's mouth was full of roll 
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and her voice sounded inuffled, "And it was such a lovely night for 

the dance. You know, Mr, Clarke proposed to me right in ths middle 

of a dance floor, 'Afarie' he said, »I want you to know .," 

"Don't you think it's time wc were moving my dear? I'm 

sure these young people are much more interested in their 0¥/n lives 

than in ours," Mr, Clarke had arrived at the table and had laid his 

hand on his wife's shoulder. The boys started to rise once more, but 

he v/aved them back to their chairs, 

"But John," protested Mrs. Clarke, "you proposed so beauti

fully and," she added, gazing arclily at the two embarrassed officers, 

"I just wanted to iuake sure the boys knew how." 

Mr. Clark© looked apologetically at the dinner guests and 

hurried his wife away. Silence hung over tho young people like smoko 

over a factory. 

"But John," boomed Margaret suddenly, "you proposed so beauti

fully!" It was a devastating satire of Mrs. Clarke and ©verybody laughed. 

Tho party at th© next tablo heard it and thoy laughed too. Soon the 

wholo dining room had taken it up. The din was so great that the chef 

poked his head out of the kitchen door to seo for himself the cause of 

such riotous behaviour. 

Only Margaret ssemsd to r©m.ain calm and serious, "Com©, com©," 

sh© said sternly, as her three companions rocked from side to side in 

helpless paroxysms, "It wasn't that funny," 

The tension was relieved, Th© boys had asked the girls to a 

concert. Dick saw Joyce squeeze Margaret's hand under the table and mur

mur a 'thank you'. His heart warmed to them both, 

Dick and Joyco walked home from th© concert hand in hand, 

"Let's nevex' havs a misunderstanding again," breathed Joyce, 
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Th© air was cooler after the rain and the green lav/ns, shining in the 

glare of th© street lights, winked and glinted at them as thoy passed. 

The clouds were being swept from the sky, revealing th© always breath

less extravaganza of moon and stars, 

Dick felt uncomfortable. He ?/ould have withdrawn his hand 

had it not seemed rude. Instead, he pressed Joyce's hand more tightly 

and murmured unintelligibly but reassuringly, 

"Everything's all right now though," said Joyce. She leaned 

a little against him and hummed a fey/ bars of 'Blu© Skios'. Fleecy 

clouds one© more obscured th© raoon. They reachsd a vacant lot and th© 

protection of a large maple tree, A squirrel scurried up one of th© 

branch©s. * Joyce drew Dick into tho shadows and interlaced hQf hands on 

the back of his nock. She shed the perfum© of youth and of romance, 

and it enveloped her in an aura of mystery and of life. Her eyes glowed 

tenderly and her lips were soon soft and yielding under his, Dick v/on

dered vaguely why he was doing this. H© wanted to soft-p©dal this 

attachment, not becomo more involved in love making and emotional scenes. 

He would break away and v̂ alk her quicklj^ home. 

She ran her fingers through his hair and brushed her faca 

against his, "Isn't it exciting getting to know people and finding out 

they mean a lot to you?" sh© whispared. 

This was ridiculous, Ted would be v/aiting for him on their 

str9©t corner and wondering what had become of him. Anyway, he v/asn't 

teî ribly interested in all this, "Yes,** he whispsred back, and kissed 

her again. 

"Aren't w© lucky to have another boautiful, romantic night?" 

Joyce asked after a while. "It's a good omon, darling," 

That word: Really it was silly between two strangers. Besides 
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no one had ever called him darling before. H© would have to tell hor 

not to do it again. But sh© was so sensitive. How silly it all \?a3. 

He wondered idly if sho had usod lemon rinse again. He buriod his face 

in her hair. 

"Did I tell you what a wonderful time I had last night?" sh© 

asked him. She was holding him close now, as if she would nevar lot him 

go. 

What's she doing holding me so tight, he wondered. He folt 

that ho wanted to free himself frcsn. her arms and dash off - off to Tod, 

off to tho army, off to some girl who would not make a guy fool so trap

ped. Ho must got away now. This minute. "I had a wonderful time too," 

he said and his voice sounded husky and unfamiliar. Ho pressed her 

tightly to him. 

Suddenly tho wayward clouds scampered off and a bright moon 

destroyed their privacy. Only a thin branch protected them from tho 

lighted street, with its stream of summer traffic, and the sidewalk with 

its occasional pedestrian. Joyce tilted back hor head and laughed. 

"We must move," said Dick, as ho glanced around. 

Joyco brought his head down to hers, "you're always worrying 

about something, aren't you, darling?" sho said, and a myriad lights 

were dancing in her eyos. "Can't w© just relax and enjoy life as it 

comes along?" 

Dick caught his breath. "Relax?" he queried, with a wavering 

grin. "No. But we can enjoy life as it comes along." 

Later, when ho reached tho corner nearest his house, ho looked 

for Tod, but in vain, "I'll explain it all to hhn in the morning," ho 

thought. After a couple of steps, h© stopped short. "What is there to 

explain?" he muttered aloud. He stood still for some time, his forehead 
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furrowed, one hand stroking his chin. At length he appeared to have 

reached a decision. He nodded and smilod to himself and walked briskly 

home. Overhead the moon beamed and every star in th© sky winked play-

fully at him, IT/N/XJ. 

Yes, Dick was able to visualize the whole seen©, but h© 

could not s©8 Joyce's face. He could remember the whole conversation, 

but he could not hear Joyce's voice. Ho could rocall th© moments when 

her lips met his, yet feel no thrill. He felt more depressed than evor. 

And now that he gave it som© thought, h© remembered Nancy Marvin telling 

him that, while coming out of th© ©ther after his op©ra.tion, h© had 

called for his mother and for Ted, No mention of Joyce, 

Voices sounded outside hie door, liis pulse quickened. His 

depression dropped away from him, Wilma! Why was ho always fated to 

fall in love at first sight? For love it must bo. Of course, this feel

ing for Wilma could fade and his love for Joyce return stronger than ever. 

That was it! A temporary infatuation! He felt much relieved, 

Ther© was a knock at the door, 

"Com© in," 

Wilma ushered in a tall, thin young raan in his middle twenties. 

His brown eyes crinkled in a warm smile and he advancod to the bed with 

outstretched hand, 

"Dick!" 

"Fred:" 

Wilma watched them from the door, "I told him your bandages 

had been removed this morning and that you had taken your first exorcise 

in six weeks but he waved me to one side. He told ras I mustn't impede 

the war ©ffort. And it's not even a visiting hour! It's just as well 
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h© and I come from the same town!" She smiled v/annly at Fred Anglin 

and withdrew. Dick felt a pang. Was it jealousy? Wilma poked her 

head back around the door. "Just ten minutes:" she sang out. Sh© was 

prettier than ever. 

Fred whistled. "Just ten minutes: She drives a hard bar

gain! Well, I'd better get right dov/n to brass tacks." He placed his 

brief case beside the bed and pulled up a chair. "You look swell, Dick." 

"Thanks, Fred. They tell me I'm pretty lucky." 

"Yeah, Now you'll be out in two or three weeks," 

"I hope so, I'm sure sick of this place." 

"Gee it's good to see you again. How's your old side-kick, 

Ted Cummings?" 

Dick's face clouded. "Still in the thick of it. I wish he 

could get something like I got and have a good rest. I feel terribly 

guilty being here." 

Fred lowered his eyes and stared at his boots, "At least 

you've been over there, I'm fated to stay in England forever. And 

that's what I cajn© to see you about, Dick." 

"Yes?" 

"Yes, I was speaking to the doctor who operated on you and 

he says your category will be loyfored. No more front lines for ycu. 

In other words, you will be fated for England, too," 

Dick nodded. He had already discussed that possibility with 

the Doctor and he knew that his category would bo lowered for at least 

six months. He could go back to a training centre in Canada as an ins

tructor, but h© did not vAsh that. Not with Tod in Franco, And less 

than ever now. His category would allow him to remain in England in an 

administrative capacity and that Tivcs what he wanted. 
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"So I am offering you a job, A job v/ith mo, in the Intel

ligence Corps. Interested?" 

Dick laughed. "Mo in tho Intelligence Corps? Why, I barely 

passed my junior matriculation:" 

"You are still a damned good officer and the typo we need. 

I've been to London and the powers-that-be have concurred if you are 

agreeable. I need someone to work v/ith me in the Reinforcement Unit a-

reas." 

"Tell me more." 

"First of all, are you interested? Because, to give you som© 

idea of the type of work, I will be forced to roveal some trade secrets 

that are not generally known," 

"Yes, Fred, I'm interested. As long as I'm going to be in 

England, I might as well chase a few spies around. Will I get any extra 

rank or pay?" 

"I doubt it. Tho Intelligence Corps isn't noted for its ge

nerosity in either department. That's why we have such trouble holding 

onto our good men. Thoy are all seduced sooner or later into some fancy 

staff job. And don't boliovo that your job will be glamorous. I doubt 

if there v/ill be any spies, and the v/orfc is apt to be tedious and routine. 

Still, you will be largely your own boss, you should be able to move a-

round the countryside a bit and I really think you'll like it. If you 

don't, you can quit. Still interested?" 

Dick liked Fred. "Count me in. I'm sure I'll enjoy working 

with you or for you - whichever way it is." 

A smile flashed across Fred's face, transforming a thin, angular 

face into one of charm and character. Gone was the seriousness as Fred 
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allowed his youth to triumph ov©r his sens© of responsibility. 

"Swell," he said. "W© should hav© sorns good times," He lookod at 

his watch. "Hull©:" he announced v/ith surprisa. "I've stayed t.r/o 

rninutes too long. I'd bettor leave before Wilma throws me out, I'll 

be back to-morrow with th© gen and meanwhile you get some rest." He 

gathered up his brief case and his cap. "So long, partner. And don't 

forget. You haven't committed yourself if you should happen to change 

your mind," 

Dick leaned back against the pillows. He felt exhausted and 

his head was spinning, H© closed his eyes. If only ho could sleep. 

In no time at all there was another knock at th© door, "wilrral" h© 

thought and sat bolt upright, 

"Come in," he called, and h© forced his voice to be clear and 

fresh. 

It was not Wilma, It v/as Tom Goodall. 

"Oh," Dick grunted, and he did not sound as cordial as he 

would have wished. "Hullo, Tom," 

Tom hung over the foot of the bed. He v;as obviou.sly aggrieved. 

His large, black eyes v/ere sullen and accusing, "I v/anted to com© in to 

see you earlier but I heard you were not allov/ed visitors," he said 

pointedly, 

"Nor an I," Dick snapped, "Captain Anglin just dropped in 

to see m© on business," 

It was Tom's turn to grunt, "Woll," h© asked grudgingly, 

"how do you fe©l?" 

"All right, but rather tired," 

"I suppose that means that I should got out," 
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Dick managed a smile. He felt sorry for Tom Goodall, 8ind 

his conscience bothered him when he lA-as not pleasant to him. "Drop in 

after supper and we'll have a gam© of cribbage." 

"0. K." Tom seemed only partly mollified. He sauntered 

slowly to the door. ";?hat is this fellow Anglin with?" 

Something too casual in the tone caused Dick to glance up 

sharply. Tom's face was a blank. 

"Oh," said Tom quickly. "Something hush hush?" 

"Oh no." Dick answered, and his voice, too, sounded overly 

casual. "Some staff job I believe." Ho wondored what connection, if 

any, there was between the two men. "Fred and I went through officers' 

training to-gether." 

"I see. I was just wondering where I might have seen him 

before, that's all." He was about to say something further on tho 

subject, then abruptly changed his mind. "See you later," he said and 

was gone. 

Dick reached out for the pad and pencil beside him. He dis

covered his last letter to Tod which had not yet boon posted, and he 

decided to add a few lines. "Believe me," he wrote, "this has been a 

most interesting day, and I'm exhausted. Fred Anglin did want me for a 

job in th© Intelligence Corps and I accepted. My bandages were removed 

and my legs look amazingly well, though they're about as muscular as 

match sticks, I walked for the first time in six weeks - at least two 

yards - and I feel as if I have been over the assault course, I have 

also given lots of thought to Joyce and am going around in circles. Do 

write and tell me if you can remember Margaret perfectly - her eyes, her 

hair, the way sho speaks, I'm all balled up. 
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"Sorry I can't be brighter but I ' l l try harder next timo, 

I keep wondering i f ther© i s n ' t more to t h i s Intel l igenco Corps thing 

than meets the eye. 

Dick." 
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1 September, 194?. 

The grandfather clock was booming out tho hour as Tod 

opened the front door. Eleven o'clock: He closed the door care

fully and locked it, and crossed the hall. His family must bo in 

bod. All the lights were out in the li"vlng room. He walked slowly 

up the stairs. Each footstep seemed to require endless effort and 

concentration. He realized h© had not eaten since noon. He halted 

on the third stair from the top. Would he go down to the kitchen and 

make himself a sandwich? Could ho swallow even a glass of milk? Ho 

stood ther© in the dark, scratching his head. Suddenly it all seemed 

very funny. He checked an insane desire to laugh. He crept up th© 

last three stairs. He felt sick, and staggered to the bathroom. He 

clung dazedly to th© toilet bowl and retched. Ho retched until he -was 

sure he could stand it no longer. Fortunately his mother was listening 

to the eleven o'clock news, and tho noise from the radio protected him. 

He ran some cold water in the v/ash basin and bathed his faco. A quick 

glance in tho mirror warned him that h© should avoid his father and mo

ther until the morning. Ho brushed his teeth and tip-tood past his 

parents' room. 

Immediately the radio '*as turned down. "That you, Ted?" 

Why was it that he was never able to pass that room without 

his mother hearing? "Yes, Mother." 

"Bill Donnelly called, dear. Do you want to call him back 

to-night?" 

Bill was to have been best man at his v/edding. "No, Mother. 

I think tho morning will do." 

"Did you have a nice day?" 

"Yes, Dado" Probably they would both want to hear about it. 
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"I'll tell you all about it in th© morning. Good-night:" 

"Good-night." 

No sooner had he closed his door than his mother openod it. 

She was a spare woman in her late fifties and her hands moved constantly 

when she talked, which VtUs often. Her husband was twelve or fifteen 

years older than sh© and she ruled him as sh© did the rest of the house -

benevolently but completely. At least, she believed it to be completely. 

As Ted was an only child, it was not until the coming of the war that ho 

had the final say about his own activities. However, since he had re

turned home early in 'forty-six, Mrs. Cummings had been wise enough to 

interfere very little in his affairs. -iThen h© and Margaret insisted on 

waiting a year and a half before marrying, thereby throwing away tho 

best months of their lives, she told everyone that that was their own 

stupidity. And, when they insisted on attending to all the details of 

the wedding themselves, and tired themselves out in the process, that 

was their concern also. 

"Is anything the matter, dear?" 

"No, Mother. I'm just a little tired," 

"You should have a healthy colour after your summer holiday, 

oven though you only took a week. Yet here you are as pale as a ghost. 

You need more sleep, young man. And don't worry so much about this wed

ding. Everything's going to be just fine." She surveyed him critically, 

"Just fine," she repeated, but she was frowning, 

"Yes, Mother," He kissed her tenderly om the cheek and pro-

polled her to th© door. It would be even harder to tell her the truth 

than I^argaret, After all, it was conceivable that Margaret could find 

another love, but his mother could never find another son. 

Mrs. Cummings smiled, but doubtfully. "Well, sleep tight," 

sho said. 
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But, when the clock struck three, Ted still had not slept 

at all. His head v/as splitting and emptiness was gnawing at his stom

ach like a living thing, yet he did not bother to move. Th© same 

question was still spinning around in his brain. "What should I do 

with my thirty days?" To that, Ted Cummings had no ansv/er. He knew, 

of course, what he would like to do. Marry Margaret and disappear with 

her to some isolated retreat. But that v/as just what he must not do, 

Margaret must be left free and un©ncumbered. He could at least help 

her by imking sure of that. For his family, he could do nothing. 

He stared despondently out of his windov/. Patches of clear 

sky were visible through th© row of elms towering above the house. It 

was sultry and ther© was not a rustle of air through th© l©aves. He 

raised himself on one elbow and looked doisn, A car purred by. A man 

and woman in th© front s©at ware pr©ssed close to-gether. The car 

turned th© corner. There v/as a hush. The city was asleep. Yet he was 

abl© to distinguish lights in three noarby houses, and several rooms 

were ablaze in th© Abbott Apartment house. What v/as it? Revelry? 

Worry? Sickness? Even death? He shuddered slightly and snapped on th© 

bed light beside his bed. 

"Gov.'ard," h© muttered, and turned it off. 

Would he carry on until the twentieth or so, and then get out 

of town by himself? That was too melodramatic and unnocessarily grim. 

His family v/ould hav© to know th© truth. So would Margaret. They should 

be v/ith him at th© end. After all, he was not th© only man to di© in 

his twsnties. He was not the only man whose dreams vanished in a puff of 

smoke. But then h© was one of th© few to whom fat© could say 'you will 

di© on Wednesday, October th© first at half past fiv© in the 
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afternoon,' A death sentence: Perhaps he could hope for the fourth 

or fifth of October. Fate might grant him a short reprieve. He was 

not sure that he would want it. 

Then, with blood-chilling suddenness, the thought of suicide 

crossed his mind. His puis© raced wildly and beads of perspiration 

stood out on his brow. He realized that tho thought had been in the 

back of his mind ever sinco his talk with Dr. Fenton. How simple it 

would all bo. How could it be wrong? He was going to die anyway. An 

eerie excitement vibrated through his body. How could he do it? He 

must try to make it look so natural that even Dr. Fenton would not 

guess. Ho started up in bed. The thrill inside him was almost sensual 

in its intensity. Wh©n would h© formulate his plan? Now? H© put on© 

foot out on th© carpet. Slowly he dragged the other one from under the 

bed clothes. He stood up, wavered, and collapsed in a heap on the floor. 

He revived in about an hour. On© arm was still lying across 

the bed. When he had begun to lose consciousness, he must have clutched 

at the covers and thus broken his fall. He lay quite still for a moment. 

He felt no pain anywhere, so apparently he was not even bruised. His 

head was still aching, but, as it was lying on his left arm, it could 

not have hit tho floor. He picked himself up and fell back across the 

bed. Two more hours must have passed. He awakened to find himself shiv

ering. A glance at his watch showed him that it was almost six o'clock. 

It was pouring rain and th© ©1ms w©r© bobbing back and forth, back and 

forth. Th© birds in th© park wer© making themsslves hsard as thoy pre

pared for a new and busy day. They would soon be leaving for a new life 

down south. In about a month. Thirty days. Ted dragged the covors over 

him and closed his eyes against the burning pain in his sockets. 

Ho was drained of all emotion. Surely he would be able to 
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think clearly: He must decide on his line of action. Courage re

turned. Or was it indifference? At any rate, he dismissed tho thought 

of suicide from his mind. Perhaps around the twentieth of the month or 

such timo as he would be unable to act normally...... A lifetime with 

Margaret squeezed into nineteen days: Probably the cloud of the post

poned wedding would be constantly over their heads. Ho would try to 

make it up to her in little things - the small attentions that he so 

often neglected. Then on th© twentieth he was supposed to leave for 

Philadelphia. Well, he would not go away. It might be wisest then to 

enter the hospital. Perhaps he could even reconsider suicide if he could 

only discover an effective, suspicion-proof method. To enter a hospital 

and know you would never com© out alive I Or to snuff out your life with 

your own hand when you could hav© so much to live for: He tossed and 

turned savagely as panic and terror sought to control him. Death! 

What was it anyway? What did it mean? Would Dick be waiting for him 

somewhere or would it be a nothingness, the end of everything? Surely 

everyone, no matter how devout, must have some hidden, if not openly 

avowed, pang of doubt about life everlasting. What about still-born 

babies? Could they hav© souls? Who could judge them? And how about 

Ted Cummings? What sort of life had h© led? How would he be judged? 

Supposing he wer© just laid in the cold earth and that was that? Then 

what would hav© been th© purpose of it all? What was the purpose of 

his death anyway? Was there any meaning to life? Th©r© must be, but 

what? Maybe tho minister, young Steven Savage, could help. He was an 

army veteran with a practical approach to life and Ted liked him. Then, 

too, he must talk to Dr, Fonton, as a medical man who had lost his son. 

If only h© could understand what life and death meant! If 

only he could feel that his having been on earth counted for something! 
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He thought of his mother. All her lifo sho had worked 

hard to give him every advantage. All sh© asked out of life was 

that sh© could rule her husband and b© proud of her son. Her hus

band, a stock brokar, v/as only too glad to b© ruled as long as ©v©ry-

thing was mad© comfortabl© for him, and Mrs. Cummings was only too 

glad to ©nsuro that ©verything was. Once, about twolv© years pre

viously, Mr, Cummings had shovm signs of restlessness and developed 

gin extra-curricular interest in his secretary. After thr©© dinner da

tes and a furtive visit or two to her apartm©nt, tho blond young woman 

announced that sh© was leaving for another job. Mr. Cummings nevar 

knew why, but was too reli©V0d to do anything more than thank providen

ce. From that day forward, his private secretary was a cousin of 

Mrs. Cummings, a tall angular woman in her fifties knov/n in tho office 

as The Moustache, Her relations with her employer were correct. 

Again, during tho depression, Mrs, Cummings was faced with 

another crisis, Th© brokorag© businsss was bar©ly making ends m©ot and 

Mr, Cummings' incom© was cut by almost two-thirds. At that timo Tod 

was twslv© years of ago and attending tho most exclusive boys' school 

in tho city. Mrs. Cummings had no intention of removing hira from that 

environment and placing him in a public school, no matter how else sho 

had to economize. So she spent three months studying dress designing, 

which had al'says been a hobby of hers, and procured a job in the city's 

most select department store at a time when people wero being dismissed 

by the thousands. Sh© did little but groet th© customers in ladies' 

drosses, but her name v/as synonymous with success, her husband was on© 

of th© city's best known citizens, and the store was very happy to pay 

hor thro© hundred dollars a month. Sh© worked there for six years. She 
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had promised her husband that she would resign when his salary was 

twice hers. In 1937> when sh© was ©arning four hundred and fifty 

dollars a month and was a personality of distinction in the world of 

fashion, his salary topped a thousand, and she reluctantly handed in 

her resignation. She had succeeded in keeping Ted in exclusive schools 

and she had taken a great deal of responsibility from her husband's 

shoulders. She was generally regarded as a model wife and mother, but 

hers was too positive a personality not to have acquired more than her 

share of enemies. 

She was determined that Ted would novor get as far away as 

boarding school, and so ho received all his schooling in the city. She 

wanted to bo all in all to him, so sho learned to ski, and played active 

games of tennis and golf at an age when most women have confined their 

most strenuous activities to the bridge table. Bridge Mrs. Cummings did 

not play until tho advent of tho war. Sho folt that it would take her 

too often away from her son. Her husband played poker onco a w©ek with 

a group of his friends and thoy were both content to leave bridge to 

others. After Ted joined the Army, they felt isolated from their fellows. 

They joined a bridge club and, within a year, they were amongst the most 

sought after players in their community. 

Until Ted and Dick had become fast friends at the age of fif

teen, Mrs. Cummings had done her best to screen her son from any too 

close a companionship. Dick was the first close friend Ted had ever 

known and Ted entered into tho rolationship gratefully and with all the 

passionate enthusiasm of youth. Dick could do no wrong and, where ho led, 

Ted was happy to follow. Dick never took advantage of him and gradually 

eased the relationship into a fifty-fifty partnership. All through 

college, where they studied identical courses, thoy wor© called 'The Twins' 
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and rarely was one ©v©r invited anywhere without the other. Innu

merable were the co-eds who interested themselves in either ono or 

tho other, but sooner or later they were all forced to admit defeat. 

Thoy could not fall in lovo with two men at once, which was apparently 

what thoy had to do to make any progress with either. Several even 

tried various means of breaking up the friendship, but all attempts 

proved futile, 

Mrs, Cummings watched tho fri©ndship grow and ripon with 

mixed f©©lings. As soon as she r©aliz©d what was happsning, she was 

cold and distant to Dick, but in Ted's presence she always managed to 

bo tho essence of cordiality, Dick was secretly wounded, but unfailing

ly polite and cheerful. Mrs. Cummings then began, whenever it was human

ly possible, to plan trips out of town with her son and husband, but 

these rarely materialized. Mr. Cummings even took one of his rare 

stands against his wife's attempts to break up the relationship, although 

he knew his son so little that they were both embarrassed when left 

alono to-gether. When Ted at length understood why so many trips were 

being planned with Dick excluded, he refused to go. 

Gradually ho underwent a change. He became more thoughtful 

and loss selfish. Ho lost a slight stutter that had always plagued him 

upon m©©ting strangsrs, and a rathsr timid and wistful smile becamo, more 

often than not, an extensive and happy grin. He was always the more 

serious and introspective of the two, but ho soon found that most of his 

troubles vanished into thin air now that he had somoono with whom to 

share them. 

Mrs. Cummings could not but fail to notice all this, and she 

soon appreciated what Dick's friendship had done to her son. In spite of 
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herself she grew fond of this boy and came to lovo him almost as she 

loved Ted himself. Thoy became fast friends and Mrs. Cummings set 

about to rule him as sho ruled her husband and son. Dick always yield

ed the small points of contention but remained adamant on the less fre

quent major ones. He encouraged Tod to do th© sam©, in as subtle a way 

as possible, and Mrs. Cummings never realized that her command was often 

forfeited. 

On one point Mrs. Cummings was determined. There could bo 

no romanco in her son's life that would ever lead to marriage. She would 

see to that. She was so frank and open about it that her friends thought 

that she was joking. Everyone, that is, but Dick. Ted never thought 

about it at all. As the boys rarely asked the sajne girls out more than 

half a dozen times, Mrs. Cummings f©lt more and more reassured. The war 

seemed to fit right in with her wishes. "Of course," she would say to 

all her fri©nds, and more particularly to Ted and Dick, "no one with any 

brains would ever think of marrying in wartime." "But Mother," Ted once 

protested, "weren't you and Dad married in 1915?" "Your father and I 

wore different," she replied loftily, and the subject was dropped. 

Later she insisted that no comparison could be drawn between the two 

wars, anyway. And many of her friends were inclined to agree. 

With tho advent of war, Mrs. Cummings busied herself in numer

ous organizations. Sho talked less and never laughed, but was quick 

to assure her friends that Hitler would be beaten within a year. Her 

hair turned grey and her ago bocamo apparent for the first timo in her 

life, but never did she allow herself an idle minute. "If we women 

really work hard behind the scenes," she would explain, "no matter at 

what trivial-seeming or menial task, it is just possible that our sons 
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may not bo called upon to leave homo." Sh© folt so strongly upon tho 

subject that she broke with many of hor oldest frionds. Whether sepa

rately or to-gether, she and Mrs. Clarke were on every important wo

man's committee in town. Somewhat irrationally, Elspeth Cummings hated 

Mario Clark© mor© than any other woman sho had ever known. 

When Dick and Ted entered the army on th© sam© day, and 

joined tho samo infantry battalion, Mrs. Cummings merely seomod to work' 

tho harder. Six days and fivo nights a week she worked. On Sundays 

sh© did her housework and on Tuesday and Friday nights she played bridge. 

When th© boys' battalion left for duty elsewhere on th© continent, 

there was no perceptible change in hor routine, ©xcspt that ©very night 

sh© would write Dick a short note. Mr. Cummings would drop off to sleep 

h©aring the scratch of her pen dasliing ovor a monogrammed sheet of pa

per from th© next bod. On Sundays she took timo out to mail Dick news

papers and a parcel of some sort. Only on those rare occasions when 

Dick and Ted camo homo on leave would Elspeth allow herself any respite. 

Then she would plan entertainments for th© boys in her own home. She 

would arrange parties beforehand for most of tho evenings, and would en

sure that both boys never wore paired with th© samo girls more than twice. 

Dick accepted this situation with good-natured tolerance, while to Ted 

there was nothing strange about it at all. 

Late in 1941, tho boys were both sent to Officers' Training 

School. Dick had boon offered a chance at his coamiiasion earlier but 

had declined until such timo as Ted was selected to attend also. Both 

did very woll and, by using a little political influonc©, were earmarked 

to join th© samo battalion in th© United Kingdom, Thoy cam© home in May 

for three woeks of ono of Elspeth's l©av©s, all specially planned, and 

then departed for an embarkation centre and, presumably, overseas. A 
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change in shipping plan, however, forced them to remain in the camp 

for six woeks and one day everyone was told to take a further 

two weeks' leave. Dick and Ted arrived homo with no advance 

warning and Elspeth was caught unprepared. She was committed to 

a good many meetings and was unable to do all the entertaining 

she would hav© liked. But after all, tho boys were on thoir v©ry last 

leave and she was sure that it would b© too lat© for any girl to 

make much of an impression. Besides, it was summer, and the boys 

usually tirod themselves out playing tennis all day, and so wore 

ready for a good night's sleep. 

When Ted told her of Mrs. Clarke's invitation to dinner, 

El3p©th snorted. "I'm sorry for you, d©ar. Any girl who stays with 

hor must bo terribly hard up for something to do." Yet some vague 

but gnawing instinct caused h©r worry. Sh© called off a meeting 

she was to attend and startled her husband by suggesting that they 

attend a movie - their first in over a year. Sho even thought of 

staging a fainting spoil and th0r©by having Tod called home to 

her side. Tho movie helped not at all and she sat up playing 

solitaire until one o'clock. When Ted arriv©d horn©, she v/as in a 

state of nervous exhaustion, but did not call out to him. Sho lay 

av/ake worrying until dawn. 

At breakfast next morning, she scanned his face closely, 

Sho could discern no chang© in him and b©rat©d herself for her useloss 

worry. 

"Nic© tim©, d©ar?" 

"Uh-huh". 

"Girls pretty?" 

"Not bad." 
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"Wh©r9 did you go?" 

"Tennis Club," 

Elspoth smilod fondly on him. "I'm surprised that it was any 

fun at all. Mario Clarke is such a loud and common woman. How did her 

hous© look?" 

It was Ted's turn to smile. "Spotless," he replied. 

"Well, that's a change," She seemed to dismiss the subject 

of tho Clarkos, tho party and th© girls as somothing far too unim

portant to warrant further discussion, "You know, doar, I cancelled 

my appointments for to-day. I thought v/o might run up to Aunt Bortha's 

placo and you and Dick could havo a swim and w© could get back in 

timo for dinner with your father. Bertha will want to see you before 

you go and I know your father fools that wo too often loavo him out 

of things. Wo might even ask Dick's mother to join us." 

Ted flushed, "I'm afraid I can't make it," ho said. Dick 

and I havo ^skod these two girls to play tonnis. W© had planned to play 

after lunch euid perhaps havo dinner again at tho club." 

Elspoth was thundorstruck. So her presentment might have 

boon right a^er alii "With thos© two homely girls you met last night?" 

sh© asked. Sh© spat th© words out as if her mouth woro filled with 

sour lemon juice. 

"They're not homely, moth©r. Aft©r all, you haven't oven met 

them." 

"No doar. Of cours© you'ro right." Tifhy hadn't she planned 

this trip to Bertha's ©arliar? "You must bring them around to th© hous© 

and l©t mo meet them." 

"Goodness, mother, we're not going to marry the girls. Wo 

just asked them if they would lik© to play tennis and they said yes, 

thoy would." 

Elspoth summoned up all her resources and mustered a smil©. 
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Sh© assum©d th© slightly martyrsd air that so ofton brought her 

husband and her son to thoir knees. "Woll, dear, just as long as you 

hav© a good tim©. Aft©r all, it's your last l©av© and I - that is, 

your fathor and I - want you to havs all the fun you can." 

Ted sighed, asked for another cup of coffee, and the subject 

was not discussed again that day. Ted was much too preoccupied with 

Dick's behaviour to give much thought to Margaret. When Dick still 

neglected to explain his feelings towards Joyce, Ted decided to let time 

take care of everything. After all, Dick would explain eventually, if 

indeed there was anything to explain, and there was no reason for any

one's feelings to be hurt. Nevertheless, his wer©. 

Tho morning after th© concert, Ted asked his mother is sh© 

would still like to meet Mai^garet. Th©y w©r0 all going to a show later, 

but h© was sure that Margaret might be pr©vailed upon to come to dinner, 

if his mother so v/ished. Elspeth definitely did so wish, and besides, 

as she pointed out to Ted, it would probably be a treat for the girl if 

they could got h©r away from that wild aunt of hers. 

Elspeth spent th© day wrapped in deep and serious thought. 

If only she could bring herself to like this girl! She was so glad that 

Dick would not be present at the meeting, for sho knew that he understood 

her far better than did her own son, and she knew too that if she did 

not like this girl she would try, in some subtle way, to destroy her in 

hor son's eyes. At ten o'clock, when sho left her house to attend a 

meeting of the Red Cross chapter over which she was to preside, she hated 

Margaret Thomas, She hated her so much that she made several mistakes 

in her speech, and seemed to pay not the slightest attention to what 

was going on around her. Her behaviour v/as very marked, and many of her 

friends openly suggested that she was failing. Th© incident reached the 
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ears of Mrs. Clarke who remarked to her sister-in-law Mrs. Thomson 

in particular, and a room-full of Bundles for Britain knitters in 

g©n©ral, that all dictators como to grief sooner or later and good-

n©ss knows, Elspeth Cummings was the bossiest woman in town. It 

was a subject that interested Marie Clark© in so small degree, and 

she gave full and vociferous rein to her thoughts for over an hour. 

During the afternoon v/hen, as Secretary, Elspeth was meant 

to be taking careful notes for Th© Greek R©lief Fund Committee, she 

decided that possibly a grandchild or two would be a good thing. 

If this girl and Ted were to ©lop©, it was just conceivablo that on© 

might b© born while Ted was away. Sho smiled speculatively at th© 

moment when the speaker, the Greek Consul, reach©d the most heart 

rending part of his talk. Th© presidsnt of th© society glared at her, 

and Elspeth glared right back. It provided more ammunition for the 

gossips but the thought of a grandchild cheered Elspoth. The lines 

around hor mouth soft©n©d. To think of her baby a father! By th© end 

of the speech her face had hardened again. To think that the girl was 

the niece of the husband of that woman! 

Both her brain and her body were spent at the conclusion of 

tho meeting, and she decided not to visit the canteen that day. Instead 

she walked homo - she steadfastly refused to accept an extra gasoline 

ration for all her activities - and inspected the preparations for 

dinner. Neither her husband nor Ted seemod to be in, so she bathed 

and lay down to rest. Her mind was still tossing in every direction. 

Ho must be interested in this girl, sho concluded, for never before had 

he taken anyone out three nights in a row. And somehow she folt that 

this was different, that destiny and not sho was in control of the situa-
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tion, Porhaps I should accept it m©©kly, sh© thought. But as sh© 

dressed for dinner she realized tliat sh© would probably do ©verything 

in her powor to break off any attachment unless she liked th© girl 

very much. And Elspeth Cummings was not prepared to like tho girl 

vory much. 

Her husband walked into the room. 

"After all, Tod's only twenty-two," sh© flung at him. 

"What on earth has gotten into you?" ho asked, 

"Oh, Ted's bringing some girl in to dinner, Sh©'s related 

to those Clarkes and she's probably somothing dreadful. You heard him 

talking about hor yesterday," Sho was pacing the floor, "I'm won

dering if we shouldn't do something about it," sh© mused softly, 

Mr. Cummings was grinning, but gradually his faco grew serious. 

Ho grabbed his wife's wrist and whirled her around to face him, 

"Elspoth, I'm usually th© most patient man in th© world and 

I'm not much given to interfering with you and your ways, but you leave 

Ted alone. If he should v̂ unt to get married, that's all right with me. 

And I have enough faith in him to know that any girl h© picks will be 

all right, too. V/hy, you're ready to condemn her just because she's r©-

lat©d to the Clarkes, although I don't think you'd want hor no matter 

v/ho she was. Well, your days of controlling the boy's ©very move are 

over. I haven't said much, and perhaps I haven't b©©n a very good fa

thor, but it's a constant sourco of v/ondor to me that the boy has turned 

out as well as he has. But now he's on his own. Do I make myself clear?" 

He was leaning over her and breathing heavily. Elspeth wondered if 

this fantastic scene would end by his making love to her. But no, that 

had not happened for That was impossible. Still, she v/as amazed 

that h© was still capable of such passion. 
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Sh© pulled her arm free and stared at him coldly. 

"Quite," she answered evenly. "You had better hurry or you will 

be late." She turned abruptly av/ay so that he would not see too 

deeply into her ©yes. For sho had made a startling discovery. At 

the age of fifty-four, she was still physically in love with her 

husband. Her body was consumed with liquid fire. She applied th© 

finishing touches to her make-up and hurried downstairs. She was trying 

to determine what she could possibly say to this girl, yet all the tim© 

a picture of her husband kept flashing before her eyes. "But I haven't 

given him a chance," she thought wildly. "I've been so blind and selfish 

ever since I worked in the store. Alvi'ays tired and in a rush." Sho 

remembered things as they were, as they might have boon. As they might 

be yet if only ! Sh© bit h©r lip. Th©r© was so little time. 

Then she saw Margaret. 

Sh© had determined on nothing in particular to say, so in

stinctively fell into the role of the ©xp©ri©nc©d hostoss. 

"tShy, you must be Margaret," sh© cried, as she held out both 

hands. "It was so nice of you to come. Mr. Cummings and I have heard 

so much about you from Ted," Why, she was thinking in surprise, this 

girl must feel the samo way about Ted as I once felt about his father, 

Tho thought that liargaret might not be in lovo with her son, or vice 

versa, never crossed her mind, 

"Thank you," murmured Margaret, a propos of nothing in 

particular, 

"Come into the living room, my dear. Ted should b© right 

back. I imagine he has gone to fetch the cocktails." 

Elspeth surveyed th© girl critically. Plain, sh© decided, 

yet a girl of character. No one could ever push her around. A trifle gau-
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cho, but sh© would learn. And a beautiful smile. Yes, when loargaret 

smiled you forgot that her hair was nondoscript and that her eyes were 

too narrow. Her teeth v/ere white and ©von and her lips were red and 

full. The ideal model for some sort of tooth-paste. 

"And how is your Aunt?" asked Elspeth, though she made it 

perfectly clear from the inflection in her voice that Mario Clarke's 

health was of small concern to her. 

Ted made an entrance so hurried that ho tripped ovor a corner 

of the rug and the cocktail shaker hovered precariously on the brink 

of the tray. Elspeth gave a little scream and put th© odious thought 

of Mari© Clarke to th© back of hor mind. Later, she felt, she could do 

more justice to a fev/ stinging barbs. 

Ted righted himself and th© shaksr and smiled at th© v/omen. 

He looked as if he were very proud of himself. 

"I so© you two ar© g©tting to know on© anothor," h© said, H© 

put down th© tray and ran his fingsrs through his hair in an uncertain 

way. It was a habit of his father's, and Elspeth found it most endearing, 

Her resistance completely melted. She was sure that T©d lovod this girl 

and sh© would not let him down. Besides, ho could not marry her until 

the end of the war, and maybe in that time she would meet somebody else. 

"Yes, indeed," she replied, smiling. She could hear her 

husband descending the stairs, and she spoke loudly and distinctly. "I 

feel already as if I've known her all my life. I think she's a darling. 

Just a darling." When Benjamin Cummings' ©y©s sought h©rs from the door

way, sh© kn©w that ho understood. 

Tod never forgot that meeting. His father was, of course, 

perfectly polite and oven affable. Elspeth fairly scintillated and, by 

th© ©nd of dinn©r, Margar©t was h©r slave. Her admiration for the older 
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woman's charm and capabilities never diminished. 

Now it was four o'clock on a clear, cool morning of Septem

ber the second, 194?. Margaret and Elspeth wor© both asleep, though 

thoir slumber was troubled and restless. Ted was wide av/ake. What 

would life hold for his family with him gone? All th© old questions 

were unanswered. As he lay on his back, tens© and strained, his eyes 

fixed unssoing on the ceiling and his fists clenched at his sides, he 

realized that he had never felt so helpless and so uncertain. 

Suddenly ho stirred, "Oh Dick," he groaned, "Help mo. What 

should I do?" 
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4 February, 1945 

Fred Anglin was looking serious, 

"Yes, Dick. We feel that your friend. Lieutenant Goodall, 

is very active in th© party, perhaps even th© leader of a Communist 

cell. I don't think ho knows it, but he has been kept under sur

veillance from the day he joined tho army, and the R. C M , P. wero 

curious about his activities for quit© a while before that. Just lik© 

the rest of his tribe, ho was a great pacifist prior to Juno, 1941. 

Then h© suddenly developed a brand new patriotism. Early in 1942, it 

was decided by the party hierarchy that ho would be valuable in the ser

vices. So he joined the army. For a long timo ho was kept in Canada, 

as tho Intelligenco Corps thought they could keep closer tabs on him 

there. But he really wanted to come to England to make fresh contacts 

and t© spread the gospel a little further. Thoy did not want him to be

come suspicious so ho is-as sent over here last April. As ho feels no 

allegianc© to either tho crown or his own country, he was definitely 

tagged to remain her© in tho United Kingdom. Wo didn't want a man liko 

that stirring up trouble among troops who wore under fire. Consequently 

Goodall was given only routine jobs in dull places like Aldershot and 

Farnborough and that has given his resentment a chance to fester even 

more, but it can't bo helped. Now he can't even brag to his comrades 

that he has been in action." Fred paused. "He's only ono of a large 

number that I keep an ©y© on - men whose loyalties ar© in doubt and whose 

allegiances are elsev/hore. For the most part they are rats who don't 

give a damn about anything decent, or even about winning tho war. Thoy 

are al̂ 'ays sewing seeds of dissension which they hope will ripen into 

full Communian. Woll, we have them pretty woll pegged. In each unit. 
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cnly ono of the senior officors knows about the existence of such 

men, and he fom'ards reports every so often. Tho reports from this 

hospital about Goodall are vague. The Colonel here feels that he docs 

not know much about him, but what he knows is not good. So, as long 

as you're here, you can start off by keeping me informed as to his 

activities. And I must impress upon you again the need for the 

strictest secrecy. After all, some men under observation are perfectly 

free from all taint of subversion and it is hardly justice to blacken 

their names. And conversely, we could hardly glean much information 

from these birds if they knew that we were watching them," 

It was Dick's turn to look serious, 

"It seems a little griia to spy on a guy who is supposed to be 

my friend," 

Fred shrugged. "It's all part of tho game," he said, "though 

of course it is most unlikely that anyone else you know would ever be 

under suspicion," 

"0. K." Dick smilod. "Please don't think I'm complaining. 

It just seemed a little raw, that's all. But I guess it's no worse 

than their game. Tell me, will I over get an Intelligence course out 

of this?" 

"I doubt it. It's pretty late in the game and your work won't 

bo terribly complicated. There's ono other job that you might do later 

on if you think you'd enjoy it." 

"What's that?" 

"Well, if things go well, we should soon be overrunning priso

ner of war camps. Our fellows will be given a cursory examination on 

the continent and then thoy will be despatched here for more detailed 

questioning." 
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"Yos?" 

"We believe that som© Europeans will try to disguise 

themselves as Canadians and try to get back her© or to Canada." 

"Spies?" 

"Possibly. But also some fairly innocent jokers who want 

to get tho holl out of Europe. For instance, a Frenchman may try to 

impersonate a French Canadian. Or, as you suggest, tho Germans may 

try to send through a saboteur. Even one saboteur could cause a 

lot of trouble* Security precautions will be mor© and mor© re

laxed as the war nears its end," 

"I hope to God tho end will be soon," said Dick, fiercely. 

"Any news of Cummings?" Fred asked. 

"Not for a week, I suppose things are pretty grim." 

Fred rose and laid a hand on Dick's shoulder* "Don't 

worry," ho said, "I don't believe there's been any mail from tho 

continent for three or four days* You know, the higher you can 

keep your spirits, the sooner you'll be up and about. And I hope 

that's soon because I'm looking forward to working with you." 

"Thanks, Fred, Thanks for everything." 

"Bo seeing you, boy." Ho opened the door just as Wilma 

raised her hand to knock on the other side. "Aha! " he cried, and 

gave hor a bear hug. "And how's my little home town gal?" He 

beamed at Dick.. "You know, our Chamber of Commerco considers her 

ono of th© tov/n's prim© assets." 

Sho patted Fred's cheek. To an agonizing Dick, it seemed 

lik© a caress. He was even loss enchanted by her next words. She 

told Fred that she wished to speak with him in private, and they 

left the room arm in arm. She closed the door carefully behind her 

and turned to face Fred as soon as thoy v/er© in the corridor. 
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"Fred," she asked softly, "you've been av/ay from Home for 

a long tim© now, haven't you?" 

"Over four years," 

She hesitated. H©r cheeks w©r© flushed and she was pushing 

som© imaginary object around v/ith the toe of a whit© shoo. "Havo you 

been getting all th© home town news from your Mother?" sho asksd 

finally. 

Fr©d lookod at her, and there was a not© of compassion in 

his voic© as he answered, "I know ©v©rything and boliev© me, your 

private life is your own business as far as I am concsrned." 

Sh© smilod weakly at him, "Thanks. It's just that if I 

should - that is,....,," Sh© broke off and glanced towards Dick's room. 

Th© movament was barsly porcoptibl© and perhaps unintentional, but Fred 

caught - or believed that he caught - its significance. 

"I understand, 'By© Wilma, I'll writ© th© folks and say 

you're looking swell," 

For som© time, Wilma remained motionless, A noise at the far 

©nd of the corridor finally aroused hor. She started, and lookod 

guiltily about. No ono had seen her. She caught her breath and turned 

back tov/ards Dick's door. Sh© put hor hand on th© knob, 

"I can't: I can't!" she sobbed aloud, and sped down tho hall

way... •••• ..... 

During the aftornoon th© mail arrived, and v/ith it thre© l©tt©rs 

from Ted. They w©re short, disjointod notes to b© sur©, but th©y did 

convoy messages and tho news that Ted was still uninjured and going 

strong. It was th© last note of the thre© that really ch©er©d Dick, 

Ted intimated that h© might soon b© due for a breathing spell. Any news 

that might give away troop dispositions v/as forbidden, but the boys had 
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evolved a code and Dick was able to read between tho lines, H© 

trashed around in his bed. He wanted to tell someone. But v/ho a-

round hero would be interested in Tod anyway? And damn it, where was 

everyono? Why had Wilma not paid him any attention all day? The 

doctor had made a quick examination, and the orderly had been in several 

times, but of Wilma ther© had been no trace sine© h©r brief appearance 

in the morning with Fred. 

"Huh!" he grunted. "I certainly count with her!" 

Ho decided to put her out of his mind and he reread Ted's 

letters. How long had they b©en best friends now? Almost eleven years? 

It hardly seemed possible. And never had they been separated before. 

Dick kept tossing restlessly about, although he kneii that his legs should 

be kept as still as possible. Thinking of Ted over there in tho thick of 

it always made Dick feverish with anxiety and filled him with an explosive 

sense of agitation. Ho pounded his fists on the bed and buried his face 

in tho pillow. Always keep calm, the doctors had said. Never let your

self become too excited. Ho forced himself to remain still. 

"But nothing will happen to him," he thought desperately. "It 

can't. Nothing can split up our team for long," 

Gradually he calmed down. His heart pounded less wildly. 

Drops of perspiration stopped their wayward course over his ribs and gra

dually dried against his skin. He threw off some of the bod clothes. 

Eleven years and only on© misunderstanding: And that brought 

back a picture of Joyce, For a flooting second she camo to lifo before 

him but the vision vanished as quickly as it had materialized, leaving 

only Tod's faco brooding and reproachful as it had boon that July day, 

oh so long ago. 
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srkfir. ^® ^ ^ boon meaning to toll Tod about his feelings towards 

Joyce, but the occasion never seemed opportune. For some inexplicable 

reason, too, he delayed telling him. So ho tried to act as if nothing 

untoward were happening, and failed miserably. He and Ted wero avoiding 

being to-gether. 

One day he Iiad promised to telephone Tod to plan a trip into 

th© country and he had forgotten. Instead he took Joyco to the club and 

they spent the morning playing tennis, Joyco looked serious and pre

occupied and so did he, Evory few minutes he would say to himself: 

"Why I'm in lovo:" Ho was not quite sur© if he liked th© idea, espe

cially as he would be leaving the country so soon. And this morning, 

Joyco seemed withdrawn from him. So they spoke but little, and parted 

after making plans to meet again that evening. 

It was then that Dick saw Ted, who was parked in his Mother's 

car a little way up the street. Ted must have been watching for him, 

yet, as Dick swung around from th© Clarke's path, Ted started tho engine 

and pulled away from the curb. 

"Hoy:" hollered Dick. "Wait for mo." 

Ted turned as if he had just seen him. But his face looked 

strained and his voice was not natural. 
"Hullo there." He opened the door and Dick jumped in, 

"Hi: Going anywhere special?" 

"Nope. I had thought I might drop in on th© Clarkos to see 

Liargarot but then I realized it was too near lunch time," 

"Joyce and I wore playing tennis," 

"Oh?" 

"Look here, Ted, I think there's something you should know." 
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Ted was apparently exerting every bit of his concentration 

on the driving, although the suburban streets wer© all but d©serted, 

"Yes?" 

"I f©ol I should tell you that,,,,,,,," He paussd and then 

rushed on, "Woll, damn it, Joyce and I ar© in love," 

Th© silenc© was shattering, Ted sv/©rv©d to avoid a squirrol. 

Then h© r©laxed, and his fac© brok© into a wide grin, H© r©ached over 

and pummelled his friend's arm, 

"W©11, you old son of a gun! I was ©xp©cting something like 

that but you wer© so damnod secretive I didn't know what was going on," 

He looked carefully at his friend, "You'r© not going to ©lop© right 

away or anything lik© that, ar© you?" er/ĵ . 

Dick r©m©mbored that he had pooh-poohed that suggestion heart

ily, although in truth th© thought had crossed his mind. At any rat© 

th© bri©f discussion had cl©ar©d up any misundsrstanding that had ©xist-

ed b©tween himsslf and T©d, And now Ted was ovor ther©, whil© h© was 

in this wrstched hospital. It ^^s agonizing, 

Dick decided that he should write his mother, yot somehow he 

was not in the mood. He was in th© mood to do absolutoly nothing - just 

to li© ther© and brood. So ofton sine© h© had be©n wounded had he felt 

like lying still and thinking of nothing in particular. Or rather of 

letting imag©s and scenes flit across th© screen of his mind. It might 

be of a Christmas at homo when he was a youngster, and of how he and 

Ell©n would creep down th© stairs to th© living-room in th© d©ad of th© 

night for a glimps© of Santa Glaus, He rem©mb©red how, on on© Christmas 

morning, ho and his sistor had found th© door locked, "Aha!" Mrs, Fenton 

had said, "Santa has hidden the k©y. I guess w© will all hav© to hunt 
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for it." And hunt they did, wildly and hysterically, until the key 

came to light under the dining-room rug. Dick thought often of his 

mother with her smooth and gontl© faco and her soft, sad smil©. For 

Mrs. Fonton, who lovod children more than any v/oman he had ever known, 

had lost two of hor o\m in childbirth. It was a loss for which there 

was no atonement. Dick remembered too that on Hallov/e'en, when the 

children came in droves to thoir front door with th© time-worn plea of 

"Charity, please?" sh© would answer ©very ring herself and load each 

child down with apples, candy and assorted toys and trinkets. She was 

known far and wid© as th© kindest lady in the neighbourhood, and Dick 

always felt a flood of pride mer©ly by thinking of her. 

H© thought of his father ofton, too, though less ofton than 

of his mother. For his father had always been so busy that, both as 

boy and young man, Dick had rarely shared many interesting experiences 

idLth him. Yet he kn©w that his father was a highly honourable and 

highly honoured man, a man v/ith an enormous medical practice, a man who 

was ever dignified and kindly and nearly always even-tempered. Never 

did he punish his children for any youthful lark although once he had 

lost a wealthy patient thereby, Mr, Theodore S, Birch the third and 

family had honoured Dr. Fenton by calling on his services for s©v©ral 

y©ars. As the whol© family ims n©urotic, it was a vory lucrative ac

count, indo©d. On© day, Dick recalled, h© had been playing nothing in 

particular in the Birch garden with young Master Theodore S. the fourth. 

Thoy had uncovered an over-ripo tomato and it had been thrown in to the 

air. Somehow th© haughty face of Mr. Theodore S, the third had come in 

contact with this tomato, and the person of Theodore S, the fourth had 

made itself scare©. Crimson with rag© and tomato, th© ©Ider Birch had 
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marched Dick directly into his father's office, right past a group 

of astonished patients. Ho doaandod retribution thoro and then, Dick 

insisted that ho was innocent but would say no more. Dr. Fenton be

lieved him and askod an enraged Mr, Theodoro S, Birch to kindly vacate 

tho promises. It establishod a bond of mutual confidence and respect 

between father and son that was increased, at least on tho fathor*s sido, 

when young Theodore confessed, somo thro© years later, to having boon 

tho wiolder of tho reprehensible tomato. 

Dick would think also of Ellon - serious, scholarly Ellon. 

Ho was sure that all boys considered her homsly, and h© nicknamed hor 

'Spins©', as short for spinster. His mother novsr failed to romonstrat© 

with him when he usod this questionable appellation, but he would always 

insist in doadly earnest that, as sho would obviously bo an 'old maid', 

sh© might as woll accustom horsolf to tho idea early and so save her 

feelings from being too badly hurt in later years, V/hen, on his last 

leave at horn©, h© had s©en that she was constantly being invited out, 

even in a city which had lost much of its eligiblo manpoivsr, he was the 

most surprised and delighted brother in tov/n. 

Of Joyce ho tried to think, ofton, yet it b©came increasingly 

difficult to visualize hor. Ho could roia©mb©r many scones, but h© 'jŝs 

unable to place her in any of them with tho vividnoss that was hor duo. 

While ho was in action on tho continent, there had boon littlo timo for 

any such thoughts. Trying to koop himsolf and his men alive had oaten 

up practically all of his v/aking moments, Ted claimed that he ofton 

thought of Margaret under tho stress and strain of battle, Dick found 

that the ordeal was oasior if h© tried to koop his mind a complete 

blank. So it was with a sense of shock, when ho was convalescing, that 

ho realized how far apart they had drifted. Ofton ho tried to think of 
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that on© evening when ho folt that his cup was indood flowing ovor. 

Novor, before or after, had ho and Joyco boon able to oxporionco that 

poignant oneness, that trembling ecstacy of first love. H© decided to 

relive tho scono again. 

cC^lrr 1*̂  ̂ ^s '*'̂® evening of tho day that ho had ironed out his 
5 Trr '"̂  • 

difference with T©d. H© felt singularly happy and free of heart as he 

and Joyce walked homo froin a movie, Joyco was quiet, and th© radiance 

in her faco was not unmixed with uncertainty, but Dick was animated and 

vivacious enough for both. On his insistence, they borrowed his father's 

car, and thoy rod© far out into the country. He talked meanwhile of his 

family, his friendship with Ted, his college days and his army caroor. 

Only wh©n ho had completed the story of his lifo did ho stop tho car, 

Joyco was nestling contentedly against his shoulder. 

"Lot's v/alk down to the shore," ho said. 

They crossed the road and picked their way carefully through 

coarse grass and pebbles. Soon thoy found a sandy strip and Dick throw 

his coat do'jm at th© base of a tree. He wont to take Joyco in his arms 

but sh© eluded him, and kicked off hor shoos. 

"Let's go wading," sho said breathlessly, 

"Oh nuts!" Dick exclaimed, "At a timo liko this, who the holl 

wants to go wading?" But ho acquiesced cheerfully enough and followed her 

to tho water's edge. 

The timid lapping of tho lake as it stirred restlessly against 

the shore5 the whispering of tho leaves stirred into reluctant motion by 

a warm broozoj tho scent of pino cones enhancing the glory of tho night 5 

moonlight glinting upon a smooth body of water - all thos© wor© ©ngulf©d 

in th© velvet, intoxicating mystery that is a summer evening, Joyco 
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caught her breath and took Dick's hand in hor's. Ho pressed hor to 

him and tears of emotion and happiness welled up in his eyes, 

"This is tho moment we havo waited for," ho breathed, 

"This is tho moment that may novor come again," Ho liftod h©r faco to 

his and kissed hor tenderly. So they stood, lost in an embraco, united 

for a brief second in timo, thoir bar© feet in tho water, thoir heads 

amidst tho stars of love and youth, A cloud, heavy and cumbersome, 

lumbered across tho sky. Tho brosze doubled in intonsity. Joyco 

sighed, then shivered, Th© two young lovers walked back to thoir first 

shelter under tho treo. 

They startod to put on thoir shoos, Dick shot Joyco a side

long glanco. Suddenly sho was in his arms and his lips woro on hers, 

fierce and demanding. As tho cloud had blottod out tho softness that 

was tho summer night, so did man's animal instinct blot out tho tender

ness of a youthful romanco. Dick's hands woro oxploriiig tho firm young 

body lockod against his. It was as if ho intended to rip av/ay tho 

blouse that covered hor breasts. Sho put hor hands against his chest 

and pushed, 

"Please, Dick," sho whispered. "Pleaso, not liko this, 

You'ro ripping my blouse." Sho gave ono final push and drew avrciy from 

him. "You look so strange. Pleas© listen to mo." Her voice was 

stronger now and shattered tho stillnoss of tho night. 

Ho lookod so asheimod that sh© vms obviously deeply touched. 

Ho openod his mouth to speak, but she anticipated him and drew hor fin

ger over his lips. "I did not want it done that way," sho said, "but 

darling I know what you'ro going through. Soon you'll bo leaving." 

Sho drew back into tho haven of his arras, Sho avoided his ©yes and h©r 

voice was low and husky. "It's all right with mo," sho continued quickly. 

"But lot's ....* more slowly. I'll nood a littlo timo." Dick stared at 
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her incredulously as sh© mumbled on. Eventually she lifted a tear-

stained face to his and slid her anns around his shoulder, "There 

could never bo anyon© ©Is©," sh© said. "I love you so terribly," 

Dick rosQ to his feet and pullod her up gently with him, 

"VTe're going homo," h© said. "Right no?/,'" 

Th© drive back to tho city was accomplished without a 

word being spoken. 

He could remember that she looked piquant and that h© 

fQlt he was ronouncing the great love of all timo. The whol© seen© 

mad© him feel mature and worldly. For th© first time in his association 

with Joyce, h© had mastered a situation,. How could he destroy this 

girl whom h© loved? Besides, ho was ashamed at the passion h© had 

unleashed in her. And h© was ashamed at hims©lf for beinp- ashamed. 
» T A U\ t S 

H© decided that h© was a prude. U/^ D. 

How many times, in a transport of desir©, guilt and loneli

ness, had h© lived over that scon©? Tho memory of h©r warm bo.dy pressod 

against his had, for a short while, been unbearable. Now h© was un-

abl© to feel any ©motion whatsoever, H© wondered vaguely why ho had 

not taken mor© advantage of tho situation. But of cours© that had not 

been th© ©nd of it. Th©r© was th© noxt day when , 

His thoughts were interrupted by a knock at th© door. Tom 

Goodall hovo into view. He reminded Dick of a horsa. But not a very 

good-natured horse. 

"Hullo, Fenton," ho said. 

"Hullo, Tom," Dick answered. He looked at him sharply. 

Fancy investigating a real live Communist as well as having him for a 

companioni "Feeling bettor?" 
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"No, I seem to got an awful lot of splitting headaches." 

"Oh: That's too bad. It doesn't look as if you'll bo 

getting down to Aldershot soon then, does it?" 

Dick Fenton's duties in tho Intolligenco Corps had begun; 

a mild beginning indeed for a career that was to prove one of sheer 

melodrama. 
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2 September, 194?. 

It was a hot Tuesday aftornoon and Dr. Fenton sat in his 

office, his fingers boating a steady tatoo on his desk. His talk with 

Tod before lunch had accomplished nothing and ho was at a loss to know 

what to advise. It was liko viewing somothing at too close a range. 

Everything assuaied such gigantic proportions that tho whole porspectivo 

was out of focus. If only Tod would ©xplain to Margaret: Sho should bo 

tho ono to hav© th© final say about th© marriage. Should ho break a 

confidencQ and toll h©r himsolf? For Tod would dofinitoly not recover. 

Of that ho v/as certain. But would Margaret not bo tho happier and wiser 

woman if sho wero to shar© th© month or so that was loft? All thoughts 

of pity aside, what should a woman do? More important, what would a 

woman v/ant to do? Dr. Font on did not know. It boilod down to a case 

of romanticism versus realism. 

Ho decided to ask his v/if© what sh© would havo don© in such a 

situation. 

Dr. Fonton's office adjoined the basement of his house, so 

all that was necessary to summon her ^m.3 a call at th© foot of the stairs. 

H© walked slowly through his dosQrt©d waiting room, doserted b©causo, 

during tho suramor months, h© playod golf with three of his associatos 

ovary Tuesday aftornoon. However to-day tho golf course held no appeal 

for him. Ho had to help Ted settle his tragic problem. And somehov/ 

memories of Dick wor© returning with greater force than evor before. 

Ho reached th© foot of th© stairs and called to his wif©. 

"I hav© a problem, doar. Would you mind coming down?" 

Sev©ral times boforo in his caroor had ho called her down to 

his offie© to help him iron out someone's difficulty and it always had 
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to do with a woman's angle in marriage or divorco. So Mrs. Fenton 

was not much surprised at tho summons. 

He had returned to his desk, and sho sat down across from 

him. Hor eyos were shining and sho ̂ ims immensely flattered and 

pleased that he should rely on hor judgment. 

"Marion," ho said, and ho promptly rose from his chair to 

wander around the room, "what I havo to say is sad and depressing and 

yot it is of groat importance to mo. It concerns two young people, 

one of whom I brought into tho world, and both of v/hom I am vory fond. 

Thos© two ar© v©ry much in love. Marion, I want you to think back 

thirty years and put yourself in this girl's position. You can do it 

because she's fin© and decent and courageous and so aro you." 

Sh© caught and held ono of his hands as ho stopped beside 

her. "Thank you, doar" sh© said, but her ©yes wore showing traces of 

alarm. "I'll try to understand," 

"This young couple havo boon planning marriage for som© 

yoars. Ho mot hor during th© war wh©n h© vfas in th© army, but h© l©ft 

th© country soon afterwards. They remained faithful to on© another, 

and woro soon ongag©d to b© marri©d. Ho camo homo safely and ©v©ry-

thing ©©©med to bo turning out splendidly. Ho had a good job, thoy 

found a placo to live and tho marriage date was sot. Their cup v/as 

overflowing, Th©n th© boy camo to so© mo professionally, I realized 

that h© had an incurable heart condition and about thirty days to livo.. 

Th© wedding is due to take place within that timo. Now tho question 

is this. Should tho girl bo told? For if sho is told it is certain 

that she will wish to proceed with th© w©dding, and th© boy f©©ls that 

that would bo unfair to her. He wants it postponed, but with tho girl 

having no knowlodgo of th© real reason." 
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Marion Fenton was on hor foot and it was with a sense of 

shock that her husband noticed tho tears in her eyes and hoard hor 

roply. "If Margaret really is lik© rae, then yes, yes, she should bo 

told. Even if it is for only thirty minutos, l©t her havo tho joy of 

marrying him. And lot Ted at least havo tho chance of dying a happy 

man, whose life has boon properly filled out." Sh© rested her hands 

on Dr. Fonton's shoulders. "How awful this must bo for you, my dear. 

I can't boliov© it possible." Hor faco was molded in lines of suffering 

and sorrow, and Dr. Fenton recognized there the haunting expression 

that was with hor for so long after tho death of thoir son. 

"Of courso you would know who I meant," ho said softly. "I 

suppose my tolling you without any preparation is a fair indication of 

my mental state. Sadness and misery: Is there no end to it?" 

For a while they stood in tho quiet room, regarding each 

other closely yet seeing nothing, thinking of a thousand things yet 

in reality thinking of nothing. For Meredith Fenton had brooded ovor 

the question of Tod and Margarot to such an extent that his brain folt 

as though it would surely snap under tho strain. Marion Fenton wanted 

to keep her mind a blank until she could give way to her grief when 

sho would bo safely screened from her husband's anxious eyes. For sh© 

knew that he would be even moro worried were he to discover that two 

or throe timos a week sh© v/as still subjsct to fits of grief so over

whelming that sho had to retiro to hor bedroom and lock tho door. 

Then, after a few minutos, sh© woitld again b© able to carry on normally. 

In a few days sho would bo stricken v/ith grief again. 

Tho doorbell rang, yet neither Marion nor M©r©dith F©nton 

mado any movo. 
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There was a knock at tho inside office door. 

"Come in," called Dr. Fenton, in surprise. 

Margaret Thomas entered. "Hullo, Uncle Meredith. Hullo 

Aunt Marion," Gravoly sh© kisssd them both on tho ch©©k. 

"My dear, is this a social or professional call?" asked 

Marion. Sho kept control of her voice. Her face was smooth and se

rene. She mad© sur© that her ©yos w©r9 avert©d. 

Margaret smiled. "It could bo 0ith©r," sho replied. 

Marion was moving toward tho door. To her husband she h^d 

novsr lookod lovolior. H©r whit© hair with its soft curls provided 

a halo for hor sensitive face. Sho lookod ethereal. And fragile... 

He moved to her side. "I'm quit© all right, d©ar," she said hurriedly. 

"We'll havo a cup of toa befor© you leave, Margarot," sho added. They 

could hoar hor moving swiftly through the waiting room. Sh© was run

ning up th© stairs as Msredith closed th© office door. 

Margaret was looking puzzled. "Isn't Aunt Marion f©©ling 

w©ll?" sh© askod. 

"I think so, but you know sh© will never completely recover 

from Dick's loss. And now that Ellon's marriod and in Vancouver, poor 

Marion often seems distrait. It's too bad that we can't always have 

our children near us as w© grow older. I'm so busy that I rarely seo 

Marion all day, and ofton I work until nearly midnight. She's with

drawn so from everybody that she must bo pr©tty lonely. But this 

vTintor I am d©finitely taking a month's holiday and we will go to Ber

muda. That should do us both tho world of good." 

"Yes," Margaret agreed. "I thought that sho looked rather 

strained just now. Mother often phones her to com© ovor to tho house 
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for bridgo or toa, but sha is rarely successful. Usually Aunt Marion 

says that she's too tirod, or busy or somothing," 

Moredith nodded his head. "I know," h© said. "Sh© usually 

goes for long walks in th© afternoon. Sh© says that th© only way sh© 

can sloop at night is by wearing h©rs©lf out during th© day. I wish 

I could do mor© with her and for her. But I can't." He studied the 

girl sitting opposite him - as Tod had sat opposite him twice in th© 

last twenty-four hours, as all his pationts had sat opposite him at 

som© timo in th© last thirty ysars. To some he had given nev/s of con

tinued life and happiness. To others, death and despair. He had 

listened to outpourings that would have made headlines in all of tho 

city's scandal sheets. He had seen dozens of poopl© whom h© had consi

dered weak display infinite courage under the impact of tragedy. On th© 

othor hand, many a man, considered vigorous and robust by his friends 

and family, had sat in that chiair and wept as he told a personal nar

rative of lev© or hato, ambition or frustration, wealth or ruin, life 

or doath. 

Dick had sat there, on© day long ago, and had told him of 

his love for a stranger. 

"It's odd," muttered Dr. Fenton, as if ho wer© talking to 

himself, "but Dick seems to b© on my mind mor© than usual to-day. It's 

on© of those days wh©n I just can't believ© h©'s gone. Looking at his 

mother brings him back to mo, too, K© inherited h©r softnoss of face 

and disposition, and those same honest blue eyes. I wish I could say 

that I had stored up a great majiy memories of him but I'm afraid I was 

alv/ays too busy." He lookod eagerly at Margaret. "But I can remember 

every detail of the interview we had about Joyce." 
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"Tell m© about it," urged Margaret, but it is doubtful 

whether he even heard h©r. 

"It v/as in July and I had Iiad an ©asy of fie© hour. Just 

when I thought I had seen my last patient, l/Iiss Pierce announced tliat 

ther© 'Aus a young Lioutenant waiting to so© m©. That was Dick," 

H© adjusted hiraself in his chair so that h© could command a better 

view of a picture of his son in uniform, which shared honours with 

an antique clock on th© mantel, "Ho walked right into the room and 

sat down. Ho was blushing and h© looked so torribly young. Yes, and 

embarrassed, too. I know that something important was coming, but as 

h© did not appear ashamed or afraid, I didn't worry. Actually I never 

had to worry about him, I guoss h© v/as just uncertain as to how to 

begin. I remember offering him a cigarette, and he seemed to smoke it 

half down in one puff. Finally he looked me in th© eye, and he was 

so like his mother that I v-us startled, 'Dad', he said, 'can you 

r©memb©r v/hen you v/ere in love?' Aha, thought I, so it's love is it? 

I told him that I could remember very v/ell, because I was still in love. 

That apparently surprised him very much, but I told him that he had a 

very lovoly moth©r and that w© w©r© both vory lucky men, indeed. I 

suppose I was rather carried away. I usually am on th© subject of 

Marion. I wish she were looking better now." Ho sighed. "Well, any

how, my monologue gave him time to collect his thoughts. Finally ho 

took a doep br©ath and confessed that he was in love. Or at least ho 

thought it was love. He wanted to know Piow he could bo absolutely sure. 

I said I knew of no positive test, but that separation sometimes told 

the story. Then I added that I might bo mor© of a help if I knew who 

tho young lady was. For the next five minutes I was treated to on© of 

tho most glov/ing descriptions that a girl ever inspired, I must say 
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that my first reaction ijsas one of intense surprise, and I wondored 

how Marion v/ould take it. But I had great faith in Dick's judgment, 

'You'll lovo her. Dad,' he kept saying, 'She says sh© knows she's 

going to love you and Mum, too,' Then another thought came to me, 

'Are you making any plans to becomo engaged or married?' I asked him, 

'After all, you have only known th© girl for a very f©w days,' He 

lookod so vulnorable and so unsure of himself that my heart bled for 

him. He said he did not know what to do, 'How does the girl fool 

about it?' I asked. At that, he did not seem to know what to say, 

and I had to coax the answer out of him. When he answered that he 

guessed she would lik© to get married right av/ay, I must admit that my 

opinion of her slipped just a little. It's nearly always the girl who 

has her way in things like that, you know, and I v/as rather anxious. 

But instead of saying anything I askod when his mother and I might moet 

h©r, 'To-night,' he replied, and his smile - Marion's smile - ̂;ra.s 

somothing to warm your hoart." 

The ring of the telophone jarred into the midst of his dis

course with a pulse-quickening jingle, "Marion will answer and say 

I'm busy," he prophesied. At the end of th© sixth ring no on© had 

answered, so ho lifted the receiver. It turned out to be a Mrs, Bishop 

Mrs, James J, Bishop of 128 Edgecombe Road - and it appeared that the 

lady was suffering most dreadfully from hives. Could the doctor pros-

crib© somothing? It seemed that the doctor could, and he did. There

upon the lady was vory much pleased, and the doctor promised to visit 

her th© next morning if th© hiv©s had not disappoared, H© replaced th© 

r©ceivor on th© hook, and turned apologetically to Margaret, 

"I guess Marion went out for a walk. She has had some 
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upsetting news to-day and doesn't feel well. Poor soui: I wish 

she were the one v/ith the hives. Or any light ailment that I could 

treat with a certain amount of success. Not that th© darned fool who 

callod me has tho hives. Ten chances to ono it is just a small bit© 

of some sort, but she is rich and idle enough so that it can assume 

gigantic proportions," He stopped, and his eyes returned to tho photo 

on the mantel. His voice roassumed a flat, recitative tone. Margarot 

did not seem to move as much as a muscle, "I wanted to ask about 

Joyce's family, but I soon decided that that would not bo a very v/is© 

step, I suppose I wanted to ask a thousand questions, and yet was 

unable to put one into words. Ho repeated his eulogy of Joyce and I 

could still think of notliing to say, except how much I was looking for

ward to meeting her, I was sorry that, with all th© girls he had known 

and taken out in his own crowd, he had to settle on on© who was from 

out of town. That he had ssttloA'On anyon© at all v.'as surprise enough: 

Still, w© sat here in perf©ct harmony and understanding, my son and I, 

and tho realization of our friendship made m© very happy, 'You know 

how I'm anticipating mooting her, son,' I said, 'aiid you knov/ that 

whatever you decide is all right with mo. But remember there is a war 

on and that you're on your embarkation leave. You want to bo sure not 

to do anything that will jeopardize your chance for happiness in tho 

future,' 'Don't worry. Dad,' h© said, »I won't make any final decision 

without consulting you.' How I loved him for that: I askod him if any

on© ©Is© kn©w how h© f©lt about Joyce, 'Only Tod,* he replied, 'and 

you know. Dad, he approves on© hundred per cent,' I was relieved to 

hear that, although I felt that Tod would havo been loyal under any cir

cumstances. 'Well, supposing you go up and tell your mother,' I sugges

ted to him, 'and let on that she is the first ono to know. She will bo 
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very flattered and happy, just as I havo been.' You know how 

impetuous and affectionate Dick was. Ho ran around the desk and 

gave me a hug. Then ho ran out of tho office and up the stairs. 

He was never dovm hero again," 

Meredith turned slowly around and faced Margaret. Silence 

weighed heavily on the room, until it was onco again blasted by the 

raucous discord of tho telephone. 

Dr. Fenton picked up the receiver onco more. 

"Yes," he said h©avily. 

"Hullo, Doctor. This is Ethel Birkett." It was a loud voice, 

and could bo clearly heard by Margaret. It was a voic© that articulated 

©vory word carefully, slowly and precisely. Moredith shrugged his 

shoulders and shook his head rosignedly. Margaret leaned back and 

lighted a cigarette, 

"Y©s, Miss Birkett." 

"Doctor, could you come over? I'm not feeling very woll." 

"What seems to bo the matter?" 

"I don't know, but I had to leave the office. I thought I was 

going to faint." Sho heaved a sigh that fairly rocked the phone on its 

base. "I havo a splitting headacho," she concluded plaintively, 

"What ar© you doing for it now?" 

"Nothing, Doctor. I thought I should consult you first. I 

wasn't sur© whether to take a stimulant or a sedative," 

Dr. Fenton smilod in spit© of himsolf. "Have you ©aten any

thing out of th© ordinary to-day?" 

"Woll now, lot's seo. For breakfast I just had orange juico, 

toast and coffee, I take my coff©© clear." There was a pause. "No. 

It couldn't havo been that. But of courso I had lunch downtown and you 
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know restaurant moals those days. Doctor. My goodness they could 

food you anything. Do you know that I had soup, shopherd's pio, 

custard and coffee and it cost mo ninety oonts? Without tip. Isn't 

that shocking. Doctor? Why, even last spring it would not havo cost 

much moro than half that," 

"tiah, I think you probably have a slight cas© of indiges

tion, Miss Birkett. Lie dov/n and have a rest and if you don't fool 

bettor by dinner timo, call me back." 

"Should I take a sedative. Doctor?" 

"No. I think a cup of warm milk or cocoa and a little rest 

should do tho trick nicoly." 

"Oh: Thank you, Doctor: I'm sorry for taking up so much 

of your timo, but you'r© such a comfort." 

"That's a:;i right. Miss Birkett. Good-bye." 

"Good-bye, Doctor!" 

Margaret laughed. "That was somo conversation," sho said. 

"I must romsmbor to koop my voice low when I next telophon© you." 

"I f©©l sorry for Miss Birkett. Imagining illnesses and 

talking to mo are th© only ©motional outlets tho poor soul has, Yot 

I havo so little patienco with hor when I think of those who aro really 

ill." 

Margaret ground out her cigarette, "Uncle Meredith, has Ted 

boon to soo you?" sho askod abruptly. 

"I know all along you wor© going to ask mo that. Don't you 

know, my dear young lady, that patients' visits and confidences aro not 

public property?" His bant©ring tone was woofully at variance with tho 

pallor of his faco. 

The girl soomed to appreciate neither. "I know that," sho 
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said seriously, "but Ted wants to postpone our wedding for two weeks. 

Ho says it's because his firm wants to send him to Philadelphia. 

Against his wishes, I could oven say his orders, I havo chocked up 

and found out that it is not true. No trip to Philadelphia has over 

b©©n indicated. Oh: I hated spying on him, and doubting him. But 

after all, it concorns tho rest of our lives to-goth©r and I had to know, 

I don't doubt his lev© for m©. It's not apt to chang© overnight after 

all those years. Rather I feol that he wishes to protect me from somo

thing. From what, though? Can ho bo ill?" She reached over and caught 

Meredith's arm. "Has he been to so© you?" 

"It's a direct question and dosorvss a direct answer. Yes, 

Margarot, ho has been to so© mo. But only this minute hav© I mado up 

my mind whether or not to toll you, I think you should know that Ted has 

postponed tho wedding because h© is ill." 

"Ill, Undo Meredith? Is somothing wrong vdth his lungs? 

Ho had pleurisy twice while in England, It couldn't bo T. 3,?" 

Dr. Fonton shook his head. His own hoart was behaving irre

gularly and ho folt moro exhausted than at any other time in his life. 

H© was d©t©rmin©d that n©v©r again would ho look after anyone of whoai 

ho was vory fond. But that was ridiculous and h© know it, "Tod folt 

that ho was right in deferring your marriage, Margaret, I can't presume 

to judge, although ther© ar© ©xcellent reasons for his decision. He has 

a very bad h©art, my dear, a very bad hoart indeed," 

Margaret's voice barely reached him, so low it was, although 

it was under perfect control, "How bad would you say? Can it be cured 

by rest?" 

"Nothing can cur© it. God knows I would liko to offor you 

oncouragomont but I can't. Apparently h© had b©©n fe©ling tired and had 
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had a few dizzy spoils. When ho camo to see mo tho other day, I 

found him to b© suffering froia an advancod form of endocarditis and 

I am convinced that ho cannot livo beyond a month," Ho hopod that tho 

girl would givo way to som© soi-t of violont emotion. If hold inside 

too tightly, grief was like a cancer, rotting the human system, gnawing 

at th© norvos. But Margaret was doadly calm. Sho was clutching hor 

purse and her eyes wero on the floor. Dr, Fenton waited anxiously, 

H© vi?as totally unprepared for what follĉ ved, 

"I don't believe you," sho said, and her voico was still low 

and controlled, "I novor vrant you to talk that way again, either to Ted, 

to mo or to anybody," Sho roso to hor fo©t. "I am going to se© him now. 

You medical men underrate ono simple thing - faith: Tod Cummings and I 

will bo marriod as planned on tho tv/©nty-seventh and we'll bo happy, too. 

You wait and so©. I'll havo to undo all the hana you've don© but I'll 

succeed. I love hijA and nothing can take him from mo. Nothing:" 

She ran out of tho office and loft Dr. Fonton rooted to th© 

spot, H© was unable to convince himsolf that ho had hoard aright. That 

Margaret could so readily override his considered opinion: And sho was 

so positiv©: Was that more youth, or did sho indeed know? How ho 

wished sho could bo right. She couldn't bo, but ho prayed for her with 

all his heart. Maybo a few extra weeks, but even that was unlikely, H© 

pressed his hands to his hoad. Marion: Where was sho? Ho thought he 

might bo physically ill. Ho needed a ch©ck-up himsolf. 

He startod out of tho office. "Marion: Marion:" ho called. 

As if in answer, the telephone rang. Slowly, reluctantly, ho returned to 

his office, H© slumped into his chair and liftod tho receiver. His 

collar was damp and wilted. Tho air in tho room was hot and opprossivo. 
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"Yes?" 

"Hullo, Doctor, This is Ethel Birkett." 

His voice sounded natural.. Almost hearty. "Well, well, 

Miss Birkott. I thought you wore supposed to bo rooting." 

Fivo minutos later, when ho went upstairs, his wife was 

nowhor© to bo found. 



- CHAPTER 8 -

14 Fobruary, 1945. 

"Fifteen two, fifteen four and eight are twelve. I 

skunked you:" Dick grinned cheerfully at his opponent. 

Tom Goodall was glaring. H© threw his cards on to tho tablo. 

"That's enough for mo," ho said grouchily. "I guoss I owe you eight 

shillings." Ho searched in his pockets. "I don't know why I play this 

damned game. I nov©r win." 

Dick laughed. "It's not really as bad as that. It so©ms 

to m© you won yostsrday." 

"Yos. Two measly shillings." 

Dick was tidying up his room for tho night. He looked 

healthier and stronger than ho had ten days previously but his faco was 

grey, and dark shadows mado thoir impression under his eyos as soon as 

ho exerted himsolf to any degree, "Aro thoy over going to grant yau a 

week-end l©ave?" Dick asked. 

"I hope so, but you know that no one likes m© in this placo. 

I novor seem to got any of tho privileg©s that othor pooplo do." 

"Rubbish," snoi-tod Dick. 

"It's true. They're joalous of mo because I hold advancod, 

int©ll©ctual ideas. Woll, thoy'll be sorry somo day:" 

Dick shuddered in spite of himself. Could that 'some day' 

ever como? In Canada? Stranger things had happened to an unwary pooplo, 

Fred had hinted that thoro wore moro Communists and Communist sympa

thizers in tho Army than most pooplo would ovor suspect, 

Tom was pacing around th© room like a cagod animal. Dick had 

been succQssful in drawing him out on th© subject of Communism and it 

had lowered many of tho barriers between them, Tom had all but admitted 

his party affiliation, "They think I'm tho only leftist around hero, but 
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I'm not. Just because a fow of us ar© smart enough to look ahead 

and realize that wo can never go back to that filthy capitalistic 

lifo wo know boforo, thoy hamstring us, Woll, our day will como." 

"Yos, yos, I'm sur© it v/111," snapped Dick impatiently. 

Then ho remembered his Intelligence report. "You'd better lino up 

som© of these liberal thinkors and take them to Aldershot with you 

when you go." It was a shot in tho dark, but it had an off©ct. 

"What do you moan? I told you I was just going to Aider-

shot to visit friends. Nothing more, nothing less." 

Dick appeared to be completely uninter©st©d. H© was 

smoothing out tho shoots on his bed, "I hope to be allowed to go to 

London this weok-end," h© said, "Anything to got out of hore for a 

while," 

"Yes, but you'ro leaving for good soon. At least they've 

told you that much. They have never told me anything. And somotimos 

my head aches so that I think I can't bear it. Then, just when I'm 

ready to throw myself under a train, it eases up. And aftor a day or 

two, I always got another attack. Yet no ono will toll mo what tho 

trouble is." 

"Novor mind," said Dick. "Your ulcers are bettor." 

"Uh-uh," Tom was wandering aimlessly around tho room whilo 

Dick was getting into bed, "Why didn't you toll mo that Fred Anglin was 

in tho Intolligenco Corps?" ho askod suddenly. 

"Didn't I toll you that?" Dick's tone was bland but he folt 

that ho would bungle any shrewd cross-examination. 

"So you knew?" 

"Woll, I know t h a t h© v/as on some branch of s ta f f . " 
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"Didn't you say onco that h© cam© to so© you on business? 

And was that not connected with a job in the Army?" 

"Yes," 

"Ar© you going into the Intolligenco Corps too?" 

"What's th© idea of this grilling?" 

Tom laughod, and it was a forced laugh if Dick over hoard on©. 

"It's no grilling. I was just wondoring what you wor© going to do whon 

you got out of hospital." 

"It will have to b© something in England but I don't quit© 

know what yet." Dick decided that it would spoil all his plans if ho 

wore caught out in a lie, "Fred wants mo to work with him," ho admittod. 

Ho was unaware of it, but th© expression on his face was tho perfect 

blond of innocence and candour. 

"Oh!" said Tom. "What on earth do tho Intolligenco Corps 

do in England?" 

Dick slipped under tho shoots. "I don't know yot, Thoy try 

to keep the Germans from knowing what goes on ovor hor©, I guoss," 

Tom gruntod. "Sounds dull to m©," Ho started for the door, 

thon turned back. His long faco showed unexpected traces of animation, 

and a wan smil© was spread thinly over his features, "I just want you 

to know, Fonton, that I'll bo damnod sorry to so© you go. Intollectually 

you may be naive and undeveloped but you'ro a good follow and the only 

one around here I could put any trust in." H© reached do-̂ m and patted 

his shoulders, Dick instinctively drew away but Tom soemed not to notice, 

"Yes," ho intoned solemnly, as if ho wore pronouncing a benediction, "I 

shall miss you," 

Dick was apparently expected to reply in kind, but ho was 

completely tongue-tied. Tom walked to the door, a little crestfallen 
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perhaps, but with tho air of ono who has soon his duty and has don© 

it. Dick vras just able to call out a 'Good-night, Tom, Thank you,' 

boforo tho door closed, 

Dick turned out tho light with mixod feelings. Why was ho 

spying liko this on Tom Goodall? What did ho know of Communism anyway? 

Precious littlo, Russia was a polico controlled state and foreigners 

knew and saw only what tho men in the Kremlin wanted them to know and 

s©e. Ho recalled that there was a bloody revolution during tho last 

war, ajnd he also r9m©mb©rod a movie v/her© Rasputin had b©on all mixod 

up with tho death of the Czar, Then the Communists had taken over. 

Why weren't they content to stay in thoir own back yard? H© was con

vinced that tho apparent wish of the Russian Communists to impose their 

thoorioa on the world did not stem from any sense of idealism, nor could 

ho imagine tho Russians zealously burning to aid suffering humanity, 

Dick know that all Communists in Canada wor© pacifists before Germany 

attackod Russia, simply because Moscow had dictated that thoy should bo. 

It baffled him how anybody would v/ant to bo controlled by foreigners. 

How could a fellow lik© Tom Goodall know what went on in Russia? Yet 

he wanted to imposo that typo of government on his follow-countrymen. 

But possibly tho war had changed Russia. Roosevelt and Churchill woro 

al\mys paying compliments to 'that great man' and to 'our magnificent 

ally.' Furthormor© Russia had abolished th© Communist Intornational©. 

When all was said and done, thoy wor© involvod in the samo fight. Thon 

why vsTatch Tom Goodall? Surely those who were in authority ovor him in 

th© party want©d G©rmany to bo defeated. Surely Tom was willing to work 

toward that end too. And yot ho was watched constantly! Why, it was 

employing th© samo tactics as tho Russians would ©mploy. Except, of 
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courso, thor© would be no forco brought to bear upon him unless ho 

wor© found guilty of treason, and that was incrsdibls. Dick stretched 

and yawned. Communism! It meant so many things! He'd havo to havo 

Frod explain it all whon noxt ho saw him. Roally, this spying on a man 

who trusted him was getting him down. Poor Tom! What a lonoly and 

unhappy man he must bo! And what a mawkish show of affection that had 

beon: Ho was sorry for Tom, but ho would be damnod glad to get away 

from hiiA, Dick yav/ned again. Wilma, h© thought lazily. Wondor wher© 

she can bo. Ho was asleep. 

Towards morning ho had a nightmare. He was walking along a 

street, whistling, hands in pockots. Suddenly ther© wer© no lights. 

He shuddorod^ H© was in a blackout. By straining his eyos ho was able 

to distinguish a row of gloomy, grey stono houses. Thoro wore small 

plots of grass in front of each, and a continuous low ston© v?all. H© 

kept walking, but ho was whistling and cheerful no more. His whole body 

was prickling and tingling in mortal fear. He wanted to turn around but 

his logs propelled him on, on, deeper and deeper into tho blackout. Ho 

must bo in England, but where? The innar corapulsion that ho had to go 

ho know not whore grew stronger, and tho foar increased proportionately. 

He began to run. A sob escaped him. He must bo approaching an intor-

section. He noticod a street lamp. It threw a sombre, eerie light down 

to the sidewalk. Nothing could harm him if ho could only got out of the 

darkness. Ho would stop in that circle of light and rest. Hurry: Ah: 

What's that? A man loomed up boforo him, a young man who vms obviously 

waiting for him, blocking his way. Ho looked familiar. Somo of Dick's 

driving foar disintegrated and ho folt a thrill of hope. Ho pressed on. 

Could it possibly bo.•..,.,... No. Impossible. But it was: Tod: Oh 

my God, how glad ho was to se© him! H© was about to fling himsolf against 
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him when ho noticod tho expression on Ted's faco. Thoro was no joy 

thoro. Only horror. And an infinite sadnoss and compassion. He v/as 

motioning his friend to go back. Thon, just whon Dick reached hin and 

was about to grab him by th© shoulders, Ted disappeared. Fear returned, 

moro paralyzing than evor. Dick wanted to lean against tho post, to 

rost in what littlo light it shod. But ho was moving on. Ho mado a 

right turn. He did not want to go down that str0©t} it was ©von moro 

forbidding than tho othor. But h© had to. H© was running again and 

sobbing brokenly. His footsteps rang out on tho pavement. There was no 

way of muffling the sound. Everything was pitch black. Ho was unable 

to make out even tho buildings"near hiin, but ho did distinguish a tall 

church sto©pl©. Was that his dsstination? H© heard his Mother's voic©. 

It was soft and gentle. "Wait, Dick," sho was calling. "I'll go with 

you. Wait!" Ho pressed forward regardless, and soon hs could hear 

nothing at all. Just his boots clanging on tho cement. And always the 

terror grew. Thon thoro was a girl. Sho camo running down on© of tho 

paths. She, also, was trying to hold him back. Sh© grabb©d on© of his 

arms but h© shook her off. Was it Joyco or Wilma? It might ©v©n hav© 

b©©n Ell©n. Why couldn't someon© stop him? Never mind, H© had to roach 

th© bottom of that stroet. Aha! He must b© growing accustomed to the 

darkness, H© was able to distinguish a brick air-raid sholtar. It v/as 

across th© ©nd of th© str©©t, Someona v/as waiting ther© for hirn., H© 

had known all along that thoro would bo someon©, somowhere. But who? 

H© stopped. What was holding him up? His knoss were lik© jolly. Bohind 

him hs could hear a woman crying. Perhaps s©v©ral women. Perhaps all 

tho women he had ever known. He moved forv/ard cautiously, Th© church 

was now directly across the street. The house on his right had b©en 

damaged by bombs. Part of it was a pile of rubbl©. In th© midst of th©s© 
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ruins, his father v/as standing, Suddsnly th© old man buried his fac© 

in his hands, "It's too late," he was moaning, Dick longod to console 

him, but his attention ^ma diverted by a slight scuffling sound outside 

the shelter. Ho steeled himself. So this v/as the person ho was to meet! 

He was calmer, but terror still held him in his grip. "I must see! I 

must se©:" ho muttered, A ma.n seemed to be slipping around the side of 

th© shelter towards him. Was that a black cloak? Dick stumbled forv7ard. 

Now he would knov/: Now: There was a blinding flash of light, Dick 

screamed. 

He opened his eyes to find that his light had been turned on 

and that Wilma and an orderly were bending over him, 

"Captain Fenton! Wake up! Wake up: 

Ho raised himself v/ith an effort. H© was trembling and h© 

fought to cdntrol hijiiself. "I guess I must hav© had a nightmare," h© 

said sheepishly, 

"I gusss you did:" Wilma's ton© was not unsympathetic, 

"You've wakened half th© hospital," She dismiss©d the orderly and 

straightened Dick's bed clothes, "And just look at you," she scolded 

him good-naturedly. "You've perepirad so that you'r© soaking wet. I'll 

get you another night shirt." In no time at all sh© had given him an 

alcohol rub and he was decked out in a clean night shirt. After sh© had 

remade the bed, sh© surveyed Dick critically. "You look washed out. 

Better go back to sleep. It's only fivo o'clock." Her voice had re

gained some of its brusqueness. 

"But I'm wide awake. And since you've gon© on night duty, 

I never see you. I tliink this nightman© was worth it." 

Wilma blushed, "You should b© l©aving us soon," she said 

finally. There was no liint of regret in her voic©. She was merely sta-
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ting a fact, 

"In a couple of weeks, I think," Dick could think of 

nothing mor© to say, yet he v/as unable to take his ©yes from her face. 

H©r complexion v7as as clear as any he had ever seen, and her larg© gr©y 

©yes wer© ringed vidth long lashes. He knev/ th^t her sid-n would b© like 

velvet to the touch. Ho watchod her as sh© took off her cap and ran her 

fingers through her hair. It was dark red, sleok and glossy. He felt 

awed. What could he say to keep her in the room? How could h© ever 

come to knov/ her? His banter only served to alienate her. Still, he 

v/ould koop trying, Violet shadows under hor ©yes made her look very 

young and defenseless. For a moment, as he caught her ©ye, he thought 

that ho noticod a startlod expression hidden there, H© could think of 

nothing to say oven though tho girl's manner was softer and she was 

obviously lonely. She looked very unhappy. A flood of sympathy for hor -

he knev/ not why - swept over him, but his tongue remained firmly anchored 

in his mouth. 

She twirled hor cap around her fingers, "W©11,.,,." sh© be

gan, uncertainly, and sho moved tov/ards the door. 

Th© spell was broken, "Thank you for all you've done," ho 

said, and the words gushed out like vî ater pouring through an opening in 

a dam. "But pleas© talk to me for a while, I'd lik© so to know you 

hotter befor© I leave. I ĥ ardly ever seem to see you and when I do you 

treat mo as if I wor© a dummy in a store window/. I'll be darned if 

you'r© not th© hardest girl to know tiiat I've ovor met." 

Hor eyes narrowed, and th© corners crinkled into a smile. 

She tiltod back hor h©ad and showed tv/o rows of small, v/hite teeth. 

"Aha," said Dick. "You should do that more often. On you 
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it looks good," 

Wilma was laughing now, yet laughter did not como naturally 

to hor. Sh© was soon serious again. "I havo to watch my step, looking 

after all you attractive boys. My hoart is alv/ays so full of sympathy 

for you that it would bo easy for someone to take advantage of it." 

"So you go around looking gloomy?" 

"That's unfair. You haven't seen me with anyone who needs 

sympathy or a littlo humour. You wer© v/ell on th© mend when I arrived." 

Dick wanted desperately to ask her if she could be granted 

leave tho next week-end and moet him in London for a date. Nothing 

underhanded, mind you. Perhaps thoy would go dancing. Or to dinner and 

the theatre. Thon on Sunday thoy could hop a train and spend th© day 

exploring some little tovm in Kent or Sussex. H© must ask hor, 

"W©11, did you?" sh© was asking him impatiently. 

Ho started guiltily, "Did I what?" he asked in return, 

"That's just great," she said, and somothing of the old veil 

of indifference stole across hor face, "You ask me to talk to you and 

as soon as I start to toll you something about myself you pay no attention. 

You men are all alike." Sho headed for the door. 

Dick sat up in bed. "Hoy, nov/, wait a minute: Just because 

I was looking at you and wondering if I had tho nerve to ask you for a 

date is no reason to fly off tho deep end." 

"Now you're being rudo," Sho was grasping tho door handle. 

He could se© that her knuckles wor© white, 

"God damn it, I'm not rud«: I wondered if you could get a 

forty-eight this week-end and then we could go up to London," 

"I'm sorry," she said coldly, "That would be quite impossible," 
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"That's all I wanted to know," ho said, and he dove back 

under tho covers. "Good-night," Ho emphasized the 'night' as insult

ingly as he could. His back was to her. 

"You'ro a beast," she ssdd, "and the moot hopelessly spoiled 

patient I've ever been unfortunate enough to run across." She closed 

tho door and was gone. 

"Huh," grunt©d Dick to himself, "to think I wanted to make a 

date with that curmudgeon. She'd drop tho temperature of an iceberg 

twenty degrees by just breathing on it*" Ho put Wilma out of his mind, 

H© wanted to think over th© nightmare he had beon through and make an 

attempt' to analyze it, but he v/as too exhausted. He fell into a heavy 

sleep immediately. It v/as eight o'clock whon ho awakened and assured 

himself that the last thing on earth ho wanted to do was to have a date 

in London with Mima that week-end. 

He spent tho morning wandering about the ward, talking to the 

boys. Just boforo lunch, an orderly distributed the mail. He received 

four letters. The first one ho opened was a note from tho minister at 

home. Tho minister and congregation of Parkside United Church congratu

lated him on his splendid recovery and vidshed him woll. As a moro tan

gible token of their esteem and affection, thoy had mailed a parcel of 

food under separate cover. Tho next letter ho read was from his mother. 

She told him in great detail of his family's activities. Never did sh© 

vsrrite anything that could possibly cause him th© slightest alarm or worry. 

Everyone was always v/ell, and if there was sickness, ho only knew of it 

whon it was all over. Ho could picture her, writing th© letter, bent 

over her desk in thoir sun room. Perhaps the sun v/as streaming across 

her whit© hair. Perhaps rain or snov/ v/as beating against tho glass. But 
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Her so f t , brown eyes would be glowing with love , while sh© shared her 

news and hopes and sQcrets with him. She was home and comfort and 

understanding, and, as u s u a l , tho ending of her l e t t e r brought a lump 

to h is t h r o a t . "And ohl my dear , you aro always in our thoughts . 

?rith lovo such as ours t o guide you surely God w i l l see f i t to take 

care of you always. W© are forever asking each other how you might be 

ge t t ing along, and praying for your speedy recovery. We received our 

second l e t t e r from Lt . Col, Ashton the other day and your fa ther i s so 

proud t h a t he c a r r i e s i t wi th him everywhere. Then there are Ted»s 

l e t t e r s f i l l e d wi th references to your bravery and courage, but h© 

might be j u s t a l i t t l e prejudiced; Le t t e r s or no l e t t e r s , you aro our 

son, and t o love you and bo proud of you always i s the wish of your 

Mother, P, S, Joyce i s coming in for dinner t o - n i g h t , " 

Dick cleared h is t h r o a t and reached for the next envelope. 

I t contained a note from Ted, and, of neces s i ty , forwarded l i t t l e in the 

way of news. Jus t t o know t h a t he w âs a l ive and well was a l l t h a t Dick 

asked. "You ask i f I can remember exact ly hov/ Margaret l ooks , " Ted 

wrote in p a r t , "Tho answer i s no, Dick, not e n t i r e l y , W© had so l i t t l e 

timo t o - g e t h e r . But I can th ink back over those few days and know tha t 

I want more j u s t l i k e them. And I know tha t when I get home, there w i l l 

be many more j u s t l i k e them. Don't worry about not being abl© t o remember 

everything about Joyce, That doesn ' t mean anything. But beware of t h i s 

redhead, I think I should take a run over and see how everthing»s going 

with you. I d i s t r u s t redheads! And Godl wouldn't i t be vxsnderful t o 

se© you a g a i n , , , , , • • " Vfouldn't i t ind0©d, echoed Dick, He was t i r e d 

of discuss ing women and p o l i t i c s and the advantages of the English pub 

with a l o t of fellows whom he would never miss i f they dropped r igh t out 
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of his lifo - as indeed th©y wer© doing ©v©ry day. To slip back into 

that effortless, h-armonious companionship with Tod seemed the most 

desirable thing in the world. He sighed. On© mor© letter. It was 

from Joyce, It only interested him in so far as it related nev/s of 

other people he knov/. It might as well have been written by an unknown 

member of the church. Sho chided him because he had written so seldom 

lately, and, whenever he did, his notes v/er© so short and impersonal as 

to convey nothing at all. Sho was not complaining, mind you, but ho 

did soem to find timo to write long and newsy letters to his family. 

How wore the nursos in th© hospital? Did he hav© any special one looking 

after him? Sh© was hoping the Rod Cross would send h©r ovorseas soon, 

Sho iiad had dinner with his family th© night previously. They were all 

looking just fin© and, of courso, he was th© topic of conversation for 

the whole evening. She sent all her lovo. 

Ho put the letter aside. Ho stretched out on th© bed and 

frowned. Dinner vdth his family: Gosh: H© could remember th© first 

time she had had dinner with tho Fentons, Everyone had known that he 

and Joyce were in lovo, and somehow it wus rather disturbing. He thought 

that Joyce might bo uncomfortable under a concerted scrutiny. He had 

askod Margaret and Ted to join them, so that the family's attention 

would be dissipated a littlo, 

\rX<^.' Ho thought that Joyce looked lovely and, in a facetious 

attempt to disguise his r©al ©motions, h© told hor that shs was a homely 

little thing and that he would start calling her 'Buttons'. Sho lovod 

th© name. No mention was mado of the night before. They w©r© both too 

embarrassed to refer to it, Thoy walked to his house, arm in arm, chat

tering inconsequentially about many things. 
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"I wonder if Margaret and Tod are here," ventured Dick, 

as they climbed the front stairs, 

"I don't know," Suddenly she clung tightly to him. "Dickie, 

I'm scared. Suppose they don't lik© mo?" 

Dick laughed. "I've heard that question asked dozens of 

timos bofore - in tho movies. Anyway you havo nothing to worry about. 

Mother always said that I had excellent taste in choosing girls." 

"Oh: She did, did she? HOT/ many do you choose a week? 

Besides, darling, I vra.s th© on© who chos© you." 

He was already inside the door and the introductions were 

under miy. 

"Mother and Dad, I want you to meet Joyce, Joyco, I want..." 

His father looked selfconscious. He was trying not to over

whelm her with a 'prospective father-in-law curiosity' and was having 

little success. But Mrs, Fenton broko in, 

"Of course, dear. Wo have heard so many lovely things about 

you, and now I can understand why." Sh© drew Joyce into the circle of 

her arms and gently hugged her. She smiled approvingly at her son, 

Dick's heart was nigh to bursting with pride in Joyce and 

affection for his mother. He knew ho could always count on Marion Fenton 

to do and say the right thing. Hers was tho most beautiful face he would 

ever soe. 

They adjourned to tho parlour wher© th©y wore soon joined by 

Ted and Margaret. Cocktails were passed, aJid Dick helped himself liberal

ly. At th© end of his third, h© was movod almost to toars. Th© four 

people he loved, all gathered to-gether in the same room: And Margaret, 

Ho was fond of hor, too. Ho hoped that she and Ted might become interes

ted in one another, but h© supposed that lif© did not work out that way. 



- 109 -

He was very quiet, which was most unusual for him, but he was unaware 

that his behaviour was in any way strange. He wanted Joyce to have 

every advantage in front of his family, and h© was secretly delighted 

that she was able to catch and hold the limelight. He realized vaguely 

that Ted and Margaret were quiet also, and thought that thoy, lik© 

himself, were only too happy to render silent homage to the guest of 

honour. 

Dinner was not altogether successful. Dick ate ravenously, 

but the after-eff©ots of an unaccustomed number of cocktails were little 

short of disastrous. He felt terribly sleepy, Th© mere he ate, th© 

sleepier h© became. He was positive that both his mother and Ted wer© 

regarding him anxiously, so ho spont the last half of the meal smiling 

reassuringly at one, then at the other, then beaming encouragement to 

Joyce, then battling to keep his eyelids open. After each battle, tho 

perforrnance of smiles would begin anew. It was suffocatingly hot. 

SnatohQs of conversation reached him, but they were almost unintolligiblo. 

It was liko being troubled with an aggravating buzz in the ear. Tho 

noise seemed to be coming from so far away that it could hold no poss

ible interest for him. Why had ©verything gone v/rong? He felt that 

someon© at that table was being unsympathetic. Did saaeone not lik© 

Joyce? With all the mock dignity of alcoholism, he held himself erect 

in his chair. His glance around the table was haughty and challenging. 

Everyone soomed reasonably pleasant, Joyce was relating somo tale or 

other, and the others were all listening, Dick pressed his foot against 

hers. For a fraction of a second, she halted in her narration, Dick 

smiled fatuously around the tablo, and wagged his head in self-satisfaction. 

Instantly toars, whether of pride, joy or self-pity he did not know, 

surged into his eyes. He blinked them away. lYhile Joyce continued 
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her story, coffoe was put before him. Ho sipped it. Ugh: It was 

black, and his mother knew he always took cream and tv/o lumps of 

sugar. He looked at her reproachfully, fighting back a new wave of 

tears, but she was trying to induce Ted to havo another pioco of pie, 

H© glanced furtively at his father, but he was listening to Joyco, 

What on ©arth was sh© talking about? Dick drained his coffee cup. 

His head soon began to clear. Ho noticod for the first tin© that his 

mother had gone to groat lengths to decorate tho dining room table. For 

the first timo, too, h© r©alized that h© had b©en ©ating by candle light. 

?iliy, he could not even recall what he had eaten: Ho chuckled, and 

passed his coffee cUp to his mother. 

"Yes," she was saying to Joyco, "Dr, Fenton used to love 

lingering ovor his coffee in tho living room on those rare evenings when 

ho did not have to rush out. But now we havo no help, you know, and it 

is too much of a nuisance. And really, we're so lucky. No bombs and 

no privation. More coffee, Dick dear?" She smiled as though he were a 

paragon of all the virtues, and not a stupid kid who had ruined her 

wonderful dinner party. Dick squirmed. 

"Yes, pleaso. And clear." He was determined to rub the salt 

into his wounds. 

Silence had settled ovor tho dining-room. His mother poured 

the coffee and handed him his cup. Still no on© spoke. Obviously it 

was incumbent upon him to say somothing. But what? Suddenly his face 

brightened. 

"I saw Mike Johnson downtown this morning, and it was tho 

funniest thing, H© vTavod and Btart©d across th© stroot so I,,,..." 

Dick faltered. Joyce vTas kicking his leg and Tod's ©yes h©ld a warning. 
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Dr, Fenton cleared his throat. "We enjoyed that yarn 

with our main course, Dick, but don't you think it's a little soon 

to go over it again?" £/^l>' 

Yes, thought Dick, as he put the four letters in his 

writing case, that was the first time that he had ever imbibed too 

freely, and it had to be in front of his parents, Hou humiliated he 

had been! And then later that night, But why go over that again? 

All the rest of that day he was listless and depressed. 

Hospital fever, they called it. He kept thinking of his family at home, 

l̂Jhat were they all doing? flas his Dad in his office? And how was 

Ted faring? He was forever having premonitions that his friend would 

be killed. What should he say to Joyce when he vrrote? Should he men

tion Wilma? Oops! He had forgotten I He was through with Wilma. He 

would go up and have a quiet week-end in London by himself. Wouldn't 

that be dull! He knew he would be expected to spend that evening play

ing cribbage with Tom Goodall, and then jot dov/n in a report any remarks 

he made that might be construed as seditious. Huh], And that awful 

nightmare! Y^ose face could that have been at the end of the road? He 

was unable to entirely shake off a sense of uneasiness. 

Yet, by supper time, he seemed to be his old self. He could 

never sustain any emotion for long, be it hate, anger or depression. 

Vi/hy, he thought, as he half-heartedly attempted to spear the baked beans 

on his plate, I sound like the hero in a soap opera. But then, wasn't 

everyone's life these strange days fit for a soap opera now and then? 

Surely no one could live a life so dull that at least a good part of it 

could not be dramatized. By the time he was drinking his cold tea and 

smoking a cigarette, he had decided that he might as well play his crib

bage with Tom right away. Then they could see the movie that was being 
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shown in the ward, and h© could go to bed ©arly. Ho was tirod and a 

good night's sl©©p should do him good, 

H© went out into tho corridor and headed for the Offi

cers' ward, 

Wilnm v/as almost upon him before ho saw hor. 

"Oh! Good evening. Sister." 

"Good evening, Captain Fonton," 

Dick continued on his way to find Tom. 
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3 September, 1947. 

T©d tapp©d his foot impatiently at th© entranc© to his 

Moth©r's room. Mrs. Cummings was talking on th© tel©phon©, 

"Oh, my dear, you don't say •Why, I saw her last week 

and sht did look rather badly. But at hor age! Aren't some people 

fools:,,,.,,,Yos, she's at least th^t, I went to school m t h her, you 

know......No, I would say sho was oldor.,.,, ..Yes, more liko fifty-

eight. Roally, what noxt! And that hat sho was woarijftg! Who did sho 

think sh© was trying to fool? You and I havo known hor too long for 

that..,,.Why, she has boon ono of my host fri©nds for years.....Oh! 

So am I, dear. Vory fond of her! But I do think someone should put 

her wis© to a few things...,,,No, I hadn't heard that. Do go on," 

Ther© was a long paus©, punctuated by a fow gasps from Els

poth, Tod cleared his throat, "Mother......." ho began. 

"Sh," sh© hissed. Then sh© smilod, and spread on© of hor 

hands in ths air. "You know what an awful bore this woman can bo," hor 

expression soemed to say, 

Ted shook his hoad in resignation. Sine© the demise of all 

her wartime activities, Elspeth Cummings had b©en throwing her vast 

©norgies into two fields of ©ndoavour - clubs, whothor for bridgo or 

charity or both, and telephone conversations. But those woro poor compen. 

sations, and sh© was loft with a groat deal of tim© on hor hands. 

Now sh© was breathing 'No' in such an incredulous ton© of 

voic© that ono might think, woll, ono might think anything. Tod tapped 

his foot ©v©n more vigorously. 

"You don't say, Janot...,,.No, no. I won't say a word to a 

soul. You know m©. But th© whole thing has givsn m© quit© a turn. 
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I'm so fond of Joan....,,Everything's coming along famously, thank 

yô i»»» Yos, she's a lovoly girl and we're both very fond of h©r.. 

.....No, I have very littlo to do, Ted and Margarot so©m to think that 

thoy can manag© thoir own affairs vd-thout h©lp from thoir ©Idors, And 

a groom's mother counts for so littlo at hor son's wodding Yes, 

doaan't sho look badly! Sho never r©ally got over Dick's death and I 

suppose this wedding has brought ©varything back," 

T©d bit his lip, "Mother, for heavens' sakes!" ho ©xclaimod. 

"You know, Janet, it was strange, I met her yostorday aftor

noon whon I was coming out of tho hairdrosssr's, and sh© passed right 

by without even looking at mo, I didn't knov/ what to do..,,.,Oh, it 

couldn't bo that! Although, com© to think of it, I do recall that some

on© onco said that h© was v©ry int©rested in Isobol Trent. But no. 

That couldn't b© it." 

Ted's eyos wor© flashing. "Good-byo, Mother." Ho turned on 

his hool and abruptly loft tho room. 

"I'll call you back lator, Janat. Ted's going out and I must 

speak to him,.,,...Yes, doar. Byo-byo," 

Sho ran swiftly down th© stairs and confronted her son in tho 

front hall. Sho laid her hands gently on his shoulders, and smilod up 

at him, 

"I'm sorry, darling, but that Janot McGillivray is such a 

talkor. Gossip, gossip, gossip. You'd think that thos© women would havo 

somothing hotter to do," 

"Belonging to twenty different clubs doesn't soem to stop 

you," h© returned darkly. 

H©r hands fell from his shouldors and sh© idly glanced over 
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some mail that imd boon left on the hall table, H©r ©y©s w©r© 

©xpr©ssionl©3s. "Did I h©ar you say you v/ould b© out to lunch, dear?" 

"Yos. I'm meeting Bill Donnelly. And now you'll hav© to 

excuse mo. I'm late. See you to-night," His voice was stiff and 

formal, and hs loft hurriedly, without kissing hor good-byo, 

'He's still mad at mo,' Elspoth thought. 'Ho thinks Marion 

Fonton is so perfect! I sometimes wondor if ho doesn't prefer hor com

pany to mine. Sho may havo most of the virtues, but she's dull. He'd 

go crazy living in a hous© for long with anyone liko that.' Sho throw 

the letters back on to th© tablo. 'V/©'v© grown so far apart latoly. 

And now ho's l©aving m© for good. My son - married! Still, he's look

ing bettor.' Sho drew hor drossing-gown more tightly around her. 'I 

suppoBO h©'ll be dropping in to seo Marion again to-day.' 

Sho returned to her room and dialed Janot McGillivray's numb©r. 

After all, she could bo right about tho reason for Marion's Strang© 

b©haviour. It was quit© conceivablo that Moredith Fenton could b© in-

terosted in on© of his pationts. Ho was still an attractivo man, and li;fo 

with that woman must bo protty monotonous. 

"Hullo, Janet?.......Now, lot mo so©, d©ar. Wh©r© were wo?" 

Whilo Elspoth spont most of tho morning on tho telephone. Tod 

TO 

was dosporatoly trying to attend t̂ ha business at the office, Yest©rday 

ho had b©©n in an abyss of despair, anxious to call off his wodding, 

contemplating suicido, a man with only a month loft to him. Yet to-day, 

h© was filled with hope and th© will to livo. H© would fight this thing 

and boat it somohow. H© could do it, H© would do it. H© would b© mar-

ri©d on tho twenty-seventh as planned, and shar© th© remainder of his 

days - no, years - with Margaret aftor all. Sho was so right. Faith! 
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That was all that v/as no©d©d. Faith! At that point in his moditations, 

h© always frownod. It was not as though h© did not trust Dr. Fonton or 

his judgmont. H© loved and rosp©ctod him too much for that. Perhaps if 

ho did go to th© hospital for tosts and troatment.... But no. Margarot 

had said that that would do no good. Faith was tho cur© and faith h© 

would hav©. Then, of course, thoro was his lovo for Margaret, Nover did 

h© think that he could lov© anyon© as much as h© had lovod hor in th© last 

twonty-four hours. Thor© had b©©n a v©ry dramatic seen© th© ©voning before. 

First of all there had b©©n his stunn©d surprise when sh© told hLm of her 

visit with Dr. Fsnton. Then ho was pouring out his tale to h©r. Sh© vms 

so rational, so understanding. In no tim© at all he was in complete har

mony v/ith hor ideas, Marriag© on th© tw©nty-s©v©nth, as plannsd, so0m©d 

the only logical course to follow, Margaret insist©d that not ono chang© 

in schcdul© would they mak©. As h© held her in his arms, as thsy laugh©d 

and cried to-gother like two small children discovering ©ach other for 

th© first tim©, it had all s©Qm©d so right, so easy. Under her sp©ll, 

h© had gon© hom© and slspt th© night through as if h© had had nothing 

whatovor on his mind. 

This morning, hor spoil was gone, and one© again Ted was bssot 

by doubts. What if faith woro not enough? Supposing Dr. Fonton wore 

right? Th©n h© would probably die a day or two aftor th© wodding! No, 

ho must not think that way. Ho must b©li©ve that h© was w©ll. As a 

mattsr of fact, ho folt b©tt©r already. 

His thoughts chased thsmselvos around in this circl© at l©ast 

twenty diff©r©nt tim©s whil© h© tri©d to concentrat© on th© business at 

hand. At tw©lv©-thirty h© l©ft th© offic© to m©©t Bill Donnelly for 

lunch. Much as he liked him, s©©ing him only mad© T©d r©aliz© th© loss 

that h© had sustained in Dick's dsath, 

Th© r©staurants near Ted's offic© wor© all crowded, so th© 
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two frionds finally contented themselv©s with a sandwich and a glass of milk 

in a corner drugstore. Conversation v/as well nigh impossibl©. As they per

ched on stools near the counter, they w©r9 subjsct to innumorable jabs in 

the back, Th© din of countless groetings and conversations was augmented 

by th© clinking of dishes and silver, and tho hollering of the waitresses 

as they bav/led their orders to the kitchen through aperturos in the wall. 

On th© few occasions v/her© it seemed feasibl©, Ted brought Bill up to date 

on the latost developments of the wedding. Of his illness, he said nothing, 

nor did he int©nd to. As far as he was concerned, the subject was closed. 

They fought their way out of the drugstore and joined the mid

day throngs v/ho were joshing ©ach other around on St, Cathorino Street, 

The sunshine v/as br5.11iant and it was hot. 

"Lot's go sit in the park on Dominion Square," Bill suggested, 

Thsy were separat©d again b©for© Ted had a chanc© to reply. After 

a search, thoy found a vacant bonch. It was in a stat© of great disrepair, 

but thoy sat down any/zay. Bill stretched his long limbs. 

"Never saw so many American cars," he said idly, "Nearly all 

from Nov/ York, too. There must b© a lot of money floating around." 

"Bill, what hav© you done about a job in the last few days?" 

It was not like Ted's voic© at all. It sounded stern and parental, 

"Oh," Bill ansv/ered vagu©ly, "I'v© been down sosing a few peo

ple." 

"\^o?" 

Bill evaded Ted's ©yes, "Oh," he repeated, "a few people." 

As Tod pursed his lips and seemed about to make a stinging roply, Bill 

continued quickly, "I dropped in to see your Dad again yesterday. But 

he had no nov/ leads, I don't think I'd lik© business life anyway. I don't 

see how these people can stand it." H© had been inhaling deeply on a ciga-

r©tt©. After each puff, h© would tap it several times with a slim for© -
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finger and then put it back in his mouth. Nor was his face ©ver still. If 

h© v/as not blinking, he was either licking his lips or v/rinkling up his nose. 

Only when he was absorbed in his painting v/as his fac© in repos©. Always 

he was smoking. H© lit e,nother cigarette nov/ from the old one, 

"You knew dammed v/ell that Dad v/ouldn't have anything in mind 

for you or h© would have called you, Y/hy not try someone els©? This 

hanging around doing nothing is going to become a habit, Ther© aro lots 

of jobs if you really v/ant to apply yourself and look for them," 

"I'll b© all right," Bill growled. "I have lots of money in 

th© bank and I can afford to wait for something good," 

"But can you? You're twenty-nine now and no on© wants to take 

on a man in his thii«ti©s if he can hire a young lad in his twenties. And 

you've been supposedly looking around for a year and a half. Even if 

you had done v/ell last year in college it would have been all right, but 

what happens? You do no v/ork at all and they throv/ you out. You can't 

affoi'd to v/aste your tinio like this any longor. You've got to settl© 

down!" 

"Why?" asked Bill, and thor© was a wealth of cynicism and 

bitterness in his tone, 

"Well, for one thing, your two or thre© thousand dollars won't 

last long if you continue to squander your money like you've beon doing. 

And for anothor, you'll moet some girl soon and v/ant to get marriod, 

Thon what?" 

Bill snorted, "Huh: I nover have anything to do with v/omen, 

and you know it," 

"I didn't mean women, I meant woman, Women-hiters usually 

fall harder than anyon© els©." 

"No, Tod. That soi^t of th ing i s a l l r igh t for you, but i t ' s 

not for me, I l i ke t o foel free5 I don ' t v/ant to hav© a vdfe and a 

flock of kids ty ing m© dov/n, Bosidss, what kind of a world i s t h i s to 
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bring kids into? Didn't we just finish a v/ar? And aren't w© heading 

straight for another? Why should I v/orry about making money and set

tling dov/n v/hen v/©'ll all b© uprooted again in a couple of years? And 

why should I bo tho cause of children coming into the world to face 

atomic bombs and hell on ©arth? You and I know what war can mean. Do 

you Viunt your son to go through what we've been through?" 

Tho blar© and bustl© of traffic pressed in on them from all 

sides. Taxis wer© honking furiously in a mad rush to sav© a few useless 

seconds. Street cars clanged up and down the street in the care of 

ulcor-ridden motormen. Pedestrians milled gloomily about in their fruit

less search for a tasty and in©xpensiv© lunch. Yet it was obvious that 

©v©ryon© was delaying a return to offic© confinement for as long a tim© 

as possible. Dust and gas fumes might permeate Dominion Square, but ther© 

was sunshine pouring down on the multitudes, and th© unspoken, almost un

recognized and often surly companionship of a crowd of city workers was 

©vid©nt. 

T©d wondered how h© should reply. A pig©on fluttered dov/n and 

surveyed him quizzically from th© neighbouring park bench, 

"H©11," Bill continued, "why can't w© fight th© Russians and 

g©t it ovor with now? But no, wo'll keep fencing and pussy-footing around 

until v/e've forgotten everything we've ever known about war, Thê , when 

we're all smug and lazy and indifferent, bang: wo'll bo attacked again. 

Do you se© any diff©rence between th© stat© of th© world nov/ and back in 

1935? Hitl©r was perhaps more frank about his intentions, but no one believed 

him. Of course, we nov/ have the United Nations to save us: They've united 

all right, united to keep sniping at on© another and fighting to prevent 

any decent legislation from being passed. No, You can do nothing when a 

strong nation is wilfully bent on chaos and destruction." 
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"Frankly, Bill, I think you feel that way because it soothes 

your conscience. You want to make everyone believe that the world is 

going to wrack and ruin and then they'll think that you're quite smart 

in.just loafing and having a good time," 

Bill was candid. "I suppose that's what a psychiatrist would 

say, and probably he'd be right. The thought that I have to be such 

and such a place at such and such a time, and do such and such a thing, 

would make me nervous. Frankly, I'd loathe any of these modem business 

firms. I don't think I could stand working in one." 

But Ted was still considering the post war world, "In spite 

of what you say I hope to marry and bring several children into the world, 

and I hope they have the courage to try to make it a better place. Fur

thermore, I think they'll succeed, I don't think there's going to be a 

war for a long time to come, l^at percentage of the people in the world 

want war?" 

"That has little to do with it, my friend. But even so, I 

think you might be surprised at the number. To some it means excitement 

and glamour and more money. To: others, it means a uniform and a chance 

to get away from home and routine* dull, stifling day-by-day routine." 

"Still, I'll bet that not more than one-tenth of one per cent 

of the people to-day want war. Are really looking for it, I mean." 

"Yes, but unfortunately nearly all those who are really look

ing for it and are in a position to do something about it are in one 

country. And, I might add, running that country. And I might add further 

that they control the lives of a good many millions who ivill trot obed

iently off to war whether they want to or not," 

"Well, as I see it, we can only attempt to elect honest men 

who will do their sincere best on our behalf. But I'm certainly not 
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going to lie down on th© job bocause there's a slight chance of war 

with Russia somewhere in th© future. The mere fact that all these 

countries are in ono organization such as U. N., and are able to say 

frank things to ono anothers' faces is an act of progress. It's encou

raging," 

Bill grunted. "Yeah, and these fin© men from the democracies 

make fin© speech©©, and no on© in Russia ©v©r hears of them. So wo'ro 

v/armongers, imperialists, r©actionarie8:" 

"But that doesn't mean to say wo're going to virar." 

"It doesn't, eh? Th© only \yay w© can avoid it is for us 

all to become Communists, And I'd give th© bastards cause to shoot me 

tho first day thoy wore in power," H© looked ©arnestly at his friend, 

"Don't you evor givo any thought to the stat© of things? Don't you ©v©r 

long to help the millions of dovm-trodden Europeans controlled and 

persecuted and spied upon by a fore© of sadistic, secret polico? Don't 

you roaliso what it can all mean to you?" 

"Probably not as ofton as I should," Tod admitted, "But then 

this is still a fr©© country and I hav© other things on my mind, I liko 

my job and I'm trying to mak© a success of it, I am about to get married, 

and I want to mak© a success of that too, I suppose that to-day I'm a 

pretty happy fellov/, and rather pleased with mysslf. It's nice and 

vsra.nn, th© sun is shining, and I see no reason to bo depressed. And if 

you had a job to occupy your mind you'd have far less timo to be so low 

in spirits." It was Ted's turn to look earnest, "That's the wedding 

present I want from you, Bill; th© nov/s th*at you hav© a job." 

"Woll, I suppose somo day I'll havo to find one, but I'm still 

in no rush," 
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"Why don't you take a few of your sketches and show thorn 

around?" 

"Good God, no. They're not good ©nough for th^t." 

"I thought thsy v/er© very good," 

"What do you know about painting?" 

"Nothing, I guess, but I flatter myself that I at least hav© 

a little taste." 

Bill rose to his feet, "Woll," he said, "Nice to have seen 

you, I'll let you get back to your sweat shop," 

Ted rose too. "What are you going to do with yourself all 

afternoon?" 

"Oh, I don't knovr. Go hom© and work in th© garden, I guoss. 

Wouldn't it bo nice if you could do what you wanted on a beautiful day 

like this?" 

"I've trained myself so that I almost v/ant to go back to work 

aftor lunch each day. We have a lot of fun in th© office." 

"Hm. Woll, so long, Ted." 

Ted shook his head sadly. "Can't I ever g©t you in the right 

groove?" 

"No, I'm a pretty hopoless cas©. 'By©," He loped out onto 

th© street and managed to squeeze himself into an already overcrov/ded 

street car, Ted sauntered slov/ly through the crowds in th© dir©ction of 

his office building. He knew that ho was vTasting his time. He would 

nover make anything out of Bill, The raan was a war casualty, A fin© and 

ssnsitive brain and body were riddled vdth neuroses and tortured by self 

doubts. Bocause ho carried tho cares of the world on his shoulders, ho 

felt that the world, in exchange, should look after liiin. Neither his 
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two older brothers nor his fathor could do anything for him. Ho 

rofusod to se© a psychiatrist. Both Dr, Fonton and Mr, Cummings had 

talkod to him. It was all to no avail. Bill occasionally wandered 

dô vntown to interview some business man, but he steadfastly r0fus©d any 

offors of ©mployment, H© sp©nt a larg© part of his tim© painting in a 

studio in his father's hous© and th©n r©fusing to let anyone othor than 

Ted see th© r©sults of his labour. 

Tod soon forgot about Bill and spont th© aft©rnoon r©-

straining a wild impuls© to burst into song, Margarot was right! 

Evorything v/ould turn out for the best, H© was happi©r than he had 

b©©n for w©©ks. Certain it was that tho shadow of tragedy had intens

ified the lovo that ho and Margarot felt for each othor. He t©l©phon©d 

hor tvdce merely to toll hor how much h© lovod her. Later ho called 

again to suggest that it might bo nice if they dropped in on tho Fentons, 

and he was surprised when Margarst rather brusqu©ly insistsd that she 

would b© unabl© to join him thoro. They mado plans to go for a drive 

into th© Laurentians for dinner, but Ted decided to visit the Fentons 

beforehand, whether Margarot was with him or not. 

Ho found that Dr, Fonton had just completed his office work, 

and was reading a newspaper in the living room. When Ted ent©r©d th© 

room. Dr. Fonton loapod to his feot. He looked as if Tod wore the last 

person in tho world ho oxp©ct©d to s©©. 

T©d smilsd and h©ld out his hand. "Surprisod to so© m©, sir?" 

Msredith piloted him to an ©asy chair. "As a matter of fact 

I am - a littlo. And looking so woll and cheerful, too." 

"That's duo largely to Margaret," Ted answered, silently 

praying that ho might bo tactful, "She's teaching mo to have faith, 

Sho insists that if I believe in my heart and soul that I will liv© to 
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bs ninety-five, then I will. So she has talked me into proceeding 

with all our plans, as scheduled," 

"I am glad to hear it," Meredith replied, and ho, too, 

invoked th© deity to direct him down the paths of tact and judgment, 

"Faith can often be a great healer. And I must say that you seem lik© 

a new person. You look ever so much better to-day." He smiled hoartily, 

alb©it bes©©chingly, at th© young man. "I want you to know how I hope 

I can be wrong. Your happiness means a lot to me," Ho broke off 

abruptly. Ho feared that he might rovoal his tru© doubts if he kept on. 

"Let me get you a drink," he concluded. 

Ted v/as relieved, "Just a short one," he replied, "Rye, if 

you have it," 

"I'll call Mrs, Fonton, I know sho would like to see you," 

He left the room, patting Tod on th© shoulder as he passed. 

Tod leaned his head against tho back of the chair and closed 

his ©yes. Suddenly he was tired again. He v/as foolish to hav© com© back 

to this hous©. Details of his tv/o unhappy professional visits to 

Dr. Fenton swam boforo his eyos, H© must shut off his brain quickly 

bofor© the m©r© presence of the doctor undid all of Margaret's good work. 

Already h© was b©set by doubts. That now familiar tremor of panic was 

bubbling up through his veins. 

H© opened his eyos and glanced desperately about him. What 

would h© think about? The thud, thud, thud of his heart filled th© room. 

What would quiet it? His eyes swept ovor th© two Louis Quinze chairs 

that Mrs. Fenton prized so liighlyj the Persian rug and crystal chandelier 

afforded him no relief. Cigarette boxes, fancy ash trays, lamps, th© 
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piano and a cigarette lighter in the sh^pe of a mariner's whoel| all 

th©se objects left him mentally barren. And all th© tim© the sensation 

that he might be going to die soon, despite his recent hopes, was gaining 

momentum and threatening to crush him. 

Then his eyes chanced to light on a row of silver cups 

flanking a picture of Dick atop a book shelf. Two of the cups, ho knew, 

had been won by Dick at a boy^s'camp, and two or three had beon picked 

up at school. But seven had been won at th© T©nnis Club and in other 

championship tournaments in the prc/ince. Tod at once had a vision of 

a stocky young man in whito shirt and flannels bounding over th© tennis 

court, trim and muscular, a natural athlete. H© could remember many an 

occasion when h© and Ted had battled it out in tournament after tournament, 

Each put every ounce of his energy into th© contest and, no matter who 

emerged tho victor, the match would only serve to strengthen the bonds 

of friendship between them. 

Tod smilod slightly and closed his eyos. Ho had suddenly 

recalled that chaotic night when the Fentons had met Joyce for th© first 

time, and h© and Margaret had b©en invited to join th© dinner party to 

easo any tension that might arise on such a momentous occasion, Joyce 

was a girl, however, who always carried her own tonsion with her. She 

was so intens© and so vivacious that it was difficult to bo completely 

at ease with hor. Tod felt that h© was expected to bo constantly utter

ing witty sayings to ke©p abreast of the 'bon mots' that sho delivered 

vdth such determined gaiety. It palled on him. 

What was it that he wanted to remember about that evening? 

It was not only the amusing incident of Joyce ©xamining Dick's trophios. 

Ah y©s, of course! It was Dick's behaviour at dinner! 
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IT-^L(CS 

STa«.T. ^^^^ ^-^^ ̂'̂ <̂  "toQ '̂ wch to drink. Then, all through the 

soup course, he had been too excited to eat, H© chattered like a 

magpie, H© r©called various army experiences and told jokes, even a 

decidedly off-colour account of the travelling salesman and the 

farmer's daughtsr, followod, to Ted's increasing horror, by a limerick 

about the young girl from Calais, Mrs, Fonton's usually serene brow 

was furrowed, and Dr. Fonton's faco registered the slight amount of 

disapproval of which it was capable where it concerned his only son, 

Joyce tossed remarks at Mrs. Fenton wh©nev©r the opportunity presented 

itself, and Margarot was silent. Ted himself was constantly called upon 

by Dick to verify and corroborate humorous anecdotes of thoir army 

experiences. Any attempt to head Dick off proved futile. 

With the arrival of the main course, Dick grew increasingly 

quiet, until finally hs said nothing at all. H© was apparently carrying 

on an inner conversation with himsolf because his face registered a 

gamut of emotions ranging from joy to deep gloom, Joyce gathered up 

the conversation reins and breathlessly forced them to gallop headlong 

v/ith her through the remainder of the meal. However each person seemed 

to b© too preoccupied with his own thoughts to pay much heed to what she 

was saying, although she had cast a spell ovor them. As far as Tod was 

concernod, he did not like tho spell, Yot he was fascinated. Ho 

scrutinized her closely. Ho docidod definitely that hs had littlo use 

for her. Come to think of it, h© had never liked snub-nosed women. 

And what a play sho had mado for Dick. How could tho potr guy tell 

whether he lovod her or not? Love at first sight, indeed! How could ho 

bo so gullible? Ted continued to survey her critically. She did not 
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have a bad figuro, but she was c©rtainly no hell to look at, Hor 

hair looked as if sho had tossod it about any old way just so that it 

would not drag in her soup. And the dress sh© u^s wearing to-night 

revealed far too much of her. Surely Mrs, Fenton would disapprove! 

Furthermore, the girl soemed to have no pride. Her eyos rarely left 

Dick's face. She wore her heart on hor sloeve to an absurd degree. 

Dick must have mor© sense than to want to go through with this ridicu

lous thing! Ted decided that he would have to discuss it with him, and 

be firm. After all, it was his duty as best friend. 

With a start, ho felt Dick's ê yos .rivetted on him. During 

most of tho main cours© and throughout dessert, Dick had obviously been 

waging a losing battl© with his ©yolids. But now he was evidently wide 

avrako, H© lookod protectively at Joyce and then glared around the tablo. 

His eyes lighted accusingly on Ted. Tod was startled. Did Dick divino 

that ho was hostile towards his intended fiancee? No, apparently evory

thing VTas all right, for now ho v/as smiling at everybody. Tod felt 

relieved and became involved in a short conversation with Dr, Fenton, 

When he looked across tho table at his friend again, the silly ass v?as 

choking back tears: Ted shook his hoad. If this was all part of the 

gam© of lovo, it was not for him. He watchod Dick drain his coffee cup 

and ask his mother for more. Silence reigned, or rather, Joyco discon

tinued her monologue, Dick looked flustered. It was evident that ho was 

casting about for some bright yarn that would prove his sobriety. Ted 

hold his breath, for hero ho was repeating a long, dull story that ho had 

recited ovor his soup. Dr, Fonton stopped th© r©cital and th© dinn©r 

broko up, Dick linked his arm through his friend's and thoy left th© 

dining room to-g©thor* The ladies retired upstairs and Dr, Fonton dis

appeared into his office. 
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"Oh brother:" groaned Dick, as ho and Ted settled 

themselves in tho living room. "What a fool I mad© of myself! 

Aftor all tho trouble Mother went to, I was too tight to even notice 

anything, much less show my appreciation." Ho buriod his faco in his 

hands, "I foel awful," he added plaintively, "I'd givo anything to 

bo abl© to go straight to bed," 

Tod laughod. "No bed for you, Casanova, You'll hav© to 

escort your young lady hom©." 

Dick brightened. "Isn't she lovoly. Tod? Don't you think 

she's simply wonderful?" 

"Uh-huh!" There was no use discussing this thing, now. But 

he must talk seriously about it som© time soon. To-morrow, maybe. 

Yes, to-morrow for sure, 

"I'm just not half good enough for her," Dick decided. The 

flush was gradually draining from his cheeks; ho looked washed out, but 

his natural high spirits soomad to bo returning to the for©, 

"Woll," said Tod, drily, "I wouldn't go that far." 

Th© sarcasm in his vols© was wasted on Dick, and boforo any

thing moro could bo said, tho ladies had roturnod, 

"It was such a lovoly dinner, Mrs, Fenton," Margaret was 

saying. Tod was surprised. It was tho first sentence that sho had 

uttered for at least a half hour* He saw ti^t she lookod tired. Ho 

wondered vaguely if sho had boon out lat© with someon© the night boforo, 

Joyco ran ovor to Dick before he could rise, and sat on th© 

arm of his chair, "Y©s, indood it was, Mrs. Fenton," sho echoed. Tod 

was sur© that she vŝas ̂yishing sho had mado tho remark first, Sho put 

her arm around tho back of th© chair, but gradually it slid down to 
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Dick's shoulders. Good God, did sho think that somsono was going to 

pry him away from hor? 

Joyce resumed her prattling and T©d turn©d his attention to 

Margarot. To-night he s©©m9d unable to meet her on common ground. They 

discussed trivialitiss but ©ventually th©y were forced to laps© into si-

l©ncQ, Joyce's chatter proved too much for them. Shortly afterwards. 

Dr. Fenton rojoinod th©m. 

Almost simultaneously with his arrival on the scono, Joyco 

spied th© silver cups. "Oh my!" she ejaculated, and dashod over to them. 

"Ar© all thos© yours, Dicki© darling?" 

T©d winced. Dicki© darling, ind©©d! 

"I'm afraid so," Dick answered. His fac© was brick r©d. H© 

noticed th© quick glanc© that pass©d between his mother and father. So 

did Ted. 

Joyce ©xamin©d ©very cup and supplied a running commontary 

with each scrutiny. "But how wonderful," sh© would say. "Oh Dicki©, how 

simply marvollous." Or "Littlo did I know to-day that I was playing with 

such a champion." 

Tho Fentons and Tod and Margarot sat back to onjoy the show. 

At last Joyco had finished, and sho rushod back to th© ©dg© of Dick's chair. 

"It's too wonderful," sh© broathod ©©statically. "I just adore 

athletic men." 

Tod was unable to hold back a cough. Surely she was joking! 

But no, sh© was d©adly ssrious. Tod docided that sh© lara.© far too intens© 

to ©v©r jok© about anything. Dr, Fonton was openly smilling, but Mrs, Fenton 

lookod sorious and faintly troubled. 

No ono know what to expect next. 
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Joyce, totally oblivious of her surroundings, was gazing ador

ingly into Dick's eyes. She seemed to be struggling with herself. Sudd

enly she could bear it no longer. She bent over and kissed him on the 

forehead. 

As far as Ted was concerned, that was the end of the party. 

He could not bear to look at Dick's face again. He signalled to Margaret, 
tT A f-y cs 

made his excuses to the Fentons, and fled from the house, IT/ST^ 

He opened his eyes. Dr. Fenton was handing him a drink. 

"Thanks," he muttered, and took a bigger sip than he had intended. 

"I can't find Marion," Meredith said and he sounded somewhat 

dismayed. He, too, drank freely from his glass. 

There seemed little to say, Ted was vdshing that he had not 

come. At length the silence became agoniging. 

"Busy lately?" asked Ted. The sound of his own voice made him 

start. 

Meredith seemed to drag himself back to reality with an effort, 

"Yes," he replied. "Surprisingly so considering the beautiful weather we 

have been having these past two months. Still, I guess nice weather is not 

much help to people who contract cancer or some form of heart condition," 

He flushed, and quickly drained his glass. "Let me get you another, Ted. 

Can't fly on one wing, you know." 

Ted also finished his drink and he rose to his feet. "I'm afraid 

I'll have to, sir. I'm to be at Margaret's at six o'clock, and we're driv

ing to St, Adele for dinner. I must be on my way, I just wanted to drop 

in and say hullo." 

"And I appreciated it too, Ted," Meredith slipped an arm around 

the younger man's shoulders as he opened the front door. "You t^ll Marg

aret that Mrs. Fenton and I want you to come out to dinner vdth us one 
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night next week. Ask hor to decide on a night and give Mrs. Fonton 

a call." Meredith soomed to remomb©r somothing and droppod his ana 

dojoot©dly. "I forgot. Maybe she won't want to go." 

"Oh! I know she will, sir," Ted r©pli©d quickly, 

Mor©dith's mind vsras now on anothor tangont, "If Marion is 

not up to it, I'll tako you mysolf." He smil©d. "Do me good. I 

haven't had a night out for wosks." 

"I'll look forward to it, sir, and so will Margaret, I hop© 

Mrs. Fonton's fooling b0tt©r soon. Many thanks for th© drink," H© 

was already down tho stairs, Moredith was gazing aftor him thoughtfully. 

Tod turnod the corner and hurried to tho noarest stroot car stop. 

Suddenly ho pullod up short. 

Approaching him on the sidewalk was an old woman. Although 

th© th©rmom©t©r r©gist©r©d ©ighty-six d©gr©os, sho was clad in. a hoavy, 

cloth coat. It was stained and greasy. Hor shoos woro covered with 

dust and hor tatt©r©d stockings wore wrinkled. Perched on hor hoad was 

a round hat bod©ck9d with flowors, and strands of hair w©r© straying in 

every dir©ction, Th© face vjas lined, and th© mouth v/as slack. 

It was th© ©yes that r©ally arr©st©d T©d'3 att©ntion, H© had 

nevor s©©n ©yos liko them. Thoy wor© piercing yot unseeing, glazod yot 

filled with cunning. Thoy wore staring fixedly ahead, and h© stsppod 

aside to lot tho woman pass. 

Ho hurried on to moot Margarot, H© n©©d©d h©r warmth and 

assuranc© so much that h© ran frantically along th© stroot without evon 

waiting for tho stroet car. 

Ho folt sure that Marion Fonton would nover again bo in any 

condition to entertain at dinner. 
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16 Fobruary, I945 

Dick sat comfortably in his first class coach, en routo 

to London, and idly inspected his ccanpanions, Thoro was the inevitable 

middle age^gentleman in tho corner, safely protected from prying eyos 

by tho London Times, although, Dick mused, it might just as woll hav© 

bo©n th© Daily T©l0graph, N©xt to hiai sat a young English naval rating, 

H© was twisting his cap in his hands, and gazing out th© window. Th© 

rapt expression on his faco caught and hold Dick's attention. His eyos 

wor© devouring the 3c©nory with an ind©3cribable wistfulness and content. 

No tree, no nondoscript suburban or country homo, indo©d no blade of 

grass soemed too unimportant for his minut© inspection. In those wide, 

blu© ©yes there was an abundance of tenderness, an abundanoo of longing, 

and yet uncertainty and nervousness, too, Dick was consumed with curio

sity. How long had this lad bo©n away? How many ships had b©en bloim 

out from under him? How many people would, this vory mornont, b© pro-

paring a rousing reception for thoir sailor boy? Would those oyes to

night bo sparkling with excitement and happiness? VTould thoy bo glazod 

with tho effects of a celebration that so ofton bofoll a returning horo? 

Would he b© greeted by a littlo, old white-haired mother? Th© only 

thing of which h© could be reasonably sur̂ e in war torn England was that 

his frionds, th© boys with whom ho had grown up and attondod school, 

would not b© on hand to wolcome him, Thoy would bo in far off places 

awaiting their own roturn for a f©w precious days of homo and family, or 

big city and holl-raising. 

Just for a fle©ting second Dick vdshod that he, too, could bo 

spoeding across his own country - going hom©! 

Th© train pull©d into a station. 
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"This is Woking, Woking Station," chanted a female voice 

ovor an intercom system. To tho Canadian troops sh© was mor© than a 

f©mal© voice. Sh© was an institution, Dick felt that it was sho, and 

sho alone, whom God had intended to say those fiv© words - "This is 

Woking, Woking Station!" 

Apparontly no on© in th© carriage was getting out. The 

sailor leaned forward a littl©, H© was busily scanning all th© faces 

on the platform. He seemed more oxcitcd than ev©r. 

Dick only c©as©d his contemplation of th© sailor when h© 

r©alizod that ho himsolf was the subj©ct of close scrutiny. He glanced 

hastily to th© sailor's loft. A girl - she might have been twenty or 

twenty-one - was in the process of lowering her eyos, Tho action was 

demure but tho play of tha lips as sh© did so was bold and inviting, 

Dick sized her up in a glance. She was blond©, though not naturally so, 

and moderately attractive, and sho had tho English girl's traditionally 

boautiful complexion and ugly legs. She was tirod and she worked hard 

at somo job that tho governnisnt had s©loct©d for h©r. She was compl©t©ly 

sold on datos with Americans and Canadians, and onjoyod chowing gum and 

American films, Sh© v/as thin and hungry, but not as thin and hungry as 

sho would havo boon had sho not been so fond of Canadian and American 

sorvicomon. To th© oldor people of England Canada was, aftor all, a 

r©c©ntly 'lib©rat0d' colony, and roportod to b© mighty cold and barren 

at that, Canadians at hom© w©ro spoilod and w©re undergoing no hard

ships, and most of thoir soldiors war© wild young men who drank too much, 

Yot thoro wor© extenuating circumstances. At least Canada was a part of 

th© Empire who came to th© aid of th© Mothor Country without having to bo 

attackod. But look at the Americans! They wer© worse. They had all tho 
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annoying qualitios of tho Canadians plus a galling conceit, even mor© 

money and an infuriatingly patronizing gonerosity. Furth©rmor© they 

qu©stioned tho idea of a royal family - though thoy wore flatt©r©d 

b©yond all roason if that sam© royalty ©ver spoke to them - and they 

s©©m©d to think that th© ©xist©nc9 of an ©mpiro was not in accordanc© 

with tru© democratic idoals! After six and a half years of war th© older 

generation in England was ready to tolorat© the Canadians, but th© 

Americans w©r© quit© boyond th© pal©. 

This young, blond© girl, howover, was only fount©en when 

war broko out. Th© glorios of ompiro meant littl© to her, and sho had 

road too much in foreign periodicals and in articles by her left wing 

politicians not to foel just a littlo uncertain about India. Sho could 

barely remember England when it Mas not tortured by the threat of war 

or by actual hostilitios. Sh© kn©w but littl© of the enchanting country 

that England could bo, with its cozy firo-lit inns, its quiet and 

vordant countrysid© and th© joys of tho countloss thousands who used to 

pour into football stadiums, cricket fields and raco tracks, in gay, 

holiday spirit. It was not hor lot to samplo scones dripping with butter 

and honey. HerSr, was th© ©xistsnc© of br©ad©d sausag©s, queues and 

governjaent dir©ctiv©s on all but th© most privat© functions of life. 

Hor elders, of courso, told her and ©ach other that England would pull 

through, that sho v/ould ris© to command world affairs onco moro, but, 

oven aftor tho heroic stand of 1940, this young girl was skeptical. 

That th© war would b© won ther© was no doubt, but whos© world would it 

be afterwards? Russia's? Amsrica's? And did it r©ally matter so much, 

provided that ovoryon© could live in peace? 

Never had this young girl been taken for a spin in th© country 
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by a young man. Perhaps sh© had been for a hurried jaunt or two in a joep, 

but it v/as h©r misfortun© to travol 0ith©r by foot or by bus, by tub© or 

by train, and n©v©r for pl©asur0. Hor parents and their fri©nd3 v/er© apt 

to lay th© blam© for all th© pr©s©nt aust©riti©s and hardships of th© na

tion on Gormany, for marching into Poland; on Franc©, for b©ing so corrupt 

as to fall in 1940; on the United States for not entering the war soonor; 

on Communists, for boing Communists. But this young girl was mor© apt to 

look roproachfully at her par©nts and their frionds, Sh© faced lif© mor© x-

squarsly than th©y, and v©ry littl© was sacrod to her scorching cynicism. 

Sho was vorssd in th© art and mysteri©© of SQX. 

Young Englishmen wor© almost unknown to her. Perhaps Cousin Jim 

would blow in on two wooks' shore l©av©, or on© of th© n©ighbour's boys v/ould 

be grantod a short poriod at hom© to convalosc© from a wound. Sho was too 

busy to s©o v©ry much of thorn. But, living in tho south of England, sho 

soon became ©xposod to Canadians - thousands of them. And shortly after-

v/ards sh© b©gan to notic© Ara©ricans - hundreds of thousands of them. They 

laughed moro than tho mon sh© had known and imaginod. Th©y mad© more de

mands upon hor, yot they wer© kind and thoughtful and ©xtr©m©ly g©n©rous, 

and thoy wore far moro attontiv© to hor in th© littl© courtosios of lif© 

than her own countrymen. It s©©m©d that in Ara©rica th© womon had much mor© 

say as to th© running of th© hom© and th©ir husbands' lives, and this pros-

poet was very pl©asing to hor. It se©med a most dosirablo thing to marry 

ono of thos© w©althy, young men and go to livo in thoir wondorful land, 

even though on© American had told her that h© ownod a ranch in New York 

City and it was sometims boforo sh© learned that th©r9 was bar©ly room 

in New York City for Contral Park, much loss any ranches! If sh© had 

lost hor virginity young, what of it? Sh© might b© kill©d at any momant, 

and nothing was normal thes© days. There was nothing to hold fin» to; 
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nothing to grasp. And these yo\mg lads were so lonely I iTho knew 

what tho future held in stor© for them? Could it be so wrong if she 

added a little colour to tv/o drab fear-filled lives and met a homesick 

soldier in Brighton for the week-end? Her mother was too busy in a 

factory or involvod in some other type of war work, as well as trying 

to run a house despite all the wartime inconveniences, to offer any 

advice. Or indeed, to know much about v/hat her daughter was doing. Her 

father was busy, too. Perhaps he was still young enough for the forces. 

Perhaps ho had been directed to a job elsewhere. At any rate this girl 

made her own decisions, and made them with all the assurance of youth. 

She loved the company of men. She knev/ few other pleasures. 

The train pulled out of Woking station and continued on its 

way to London, The middle agod gentleman rustled his Times as he turned 

th© page. The sailor rested his head against the back of the seat and 

closed his eyos. But only for a moment. He soon jerked them open and 

one© more they wore brimming over with excitement. The girl stared hard 

and long at Dick. Dick stared back, but was the first to lov/er his eyes. 

Casual pick-ups had nover interested him. Even in the 

strange, unnatural army life of a Canadian officer in England, Dick had 

never lost his distat© for a cheap and tav/dry affair. Was he unnecessarily 

abstemious? Was he, in fact, just a timid, callow hypocrite? Dick felt not. 

He had no envy for so many of his fellow officers who threw all moral 

restraint to the four vdnds with a shrug of the shoulders and a closing of 

the conscience. "It»s war," would be the excuse, "iYe»ll be settling 

dov/n soon enough when we get back home.** Possibly, Dick reflected, ho 

would have turned to the same source of entertainment had it not been that 

ho and Ted were so often able to get away to-gether. Since his engagement 

to Margaret, Tod rarely showed even a flicker of interest in 
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any woman. He assumed that Dick's views corresponded with his ov/n. 

So tho two friends spent thoir leaves to-gether exploring tho country -

Dick lovod Cornv/all and Tod preferred Scotland, so thoy altarnated - or 

seeing plays in London, or visiting som© old friends of Mrs, Gunimings' 

who lived in Manchester, Always they ©njoyed themsolvos imm©ns©ly. 

Th©y askod only to b© allowed to discover Britain to-g©thor. They 

drank mor© than was customary, porhaps, and spent monoy rocklassly, but 

nothing had ©ver happ©ned on any one of thos© trips that v/ould have given 

Margaret or Joyce a moment's concern, Thor© were several incidents that 

occurred when Dick, for some reason or other, was away from his unit 

alono. But he was not ©specially proud of these int©rludes, few though 

they may hav© boon, and kept any untoward details strictly to himself. 

The girl was looking away, now. Had sh© given him up as a 

hop©l©ss case? A spark of masculino pride glowed within Dick, but ho 

extinguished it. It was not as if ho did not devote a certain amount of 

his leisure time to thinking about such things*.,,..,but...,•. At any 

rate, the train was making so much noise that private convorsation was 

impossible, K© reached into hig havarsack and pulled out a pockot 

edition of Timo magazine. For several minutes he read undisturbed, 

Tho train stopped again, 

"Walton," breathed the sailor rapturously, 

Tho gentleman in the cornor folded hde Tiraes carefully, 

grabbed up his coat and hat, and left the compartment. Tho girl merely 

stirred in her seat. She looked bored, 

"A pretty placo, Walton," said a voic© from beside Dick, An 

English woman of somo fifty yoars was smiling at him, H© returned the 

smile. She had a lovely voice. 
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"Yes," ho agreed. 

"Have you ever spent any timo here?" she asked. 

"One©," Dick anev/ered. "I cam© down for a week-end to 

moet a friend of mine." 

"Oh," said the lady. "Did you manage any fun?" 

"Well, wc only stayed overnight. My friend v/as on a course 

near Brighton at the time and I was in Aldershot. London was out-of-

bounds so wo decided to moet in i'alton. We just v/ent to the cinema" 

(would he alv/ays stumble over that wretched word?) "and had a drink or 

two." 

The girl across the way was listening attentively. The lady 

continued to smile. Dick vyas fascinated by the softnoss of hor accent. 

Ho decided that she was definitely of th© 'upper crust', H© imagined 

her as a lady of titl©, living on som© huge Hollywood-like estate. 

"Have you been treated well over hore?" she asked, 

"Oh yes, indeed," replied Dick hurriedly, "Very well," 

"Wo do try, you know," she continued, "but it's so frightfully 

difficult to entertain. We just hav© enough to make do oursolves. But 

I must say you Canadians are vory generous. Why, I invited two young 

serg©ants to visit me last Christmas and they arrived v/ith ©nough goodios 

and foodstuffs to stock a grocer's shop," 

"Thoy wer© only too happy to b© allowed into a home," Dick 

said. 

"Yes, the poor dears. It must bo ghasty for you all over 

holidays. And your boys aro so bravo. They have done so much of tho 

fighting lately. It must havo beon hard on them being bottled up on 

this littl© island for so long," 

The sailer must have beon nearing his destination, Dick 

thought. His cap, somewhat battered, vras in his lap, and his short, 
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thin fingers were gripping his knees. The girl had definit©ly given 

up hop© and interest, but Dick did not mind. He had found sometnc with 

whom he could talk intelligently. 

And talk thoy did. Thoy discussed the unwillingness of the 

Canadian government to enforce conscription for overseas service, which 

manoeuvre the English, although sympathetic and polite, found vory 

difficult to understand. So did Dick and most of the Canadian army, for 

that matter. Tho lady entered upon a description of a third cousin who 

lived in Rogina, They discussed Canadian vdnters and Dick surprised her 

greatly by describing th© stifling heat of tho summors in Montreal, Th© 

lady mentioned that she had a son in Burma, another in the Fleet Air Arm 

and a daughter in the A.T.S.; Dick mentioned Ted, and M e probable 

whereabouts in Europe, Sh© talked of her garden and of tho vogotables 

that she was groislng, H© told hor how much tho Canadians admired the 

English for thoir courago and fortitude undor dur©ss. She was discours

ing at some length upon th© relative m©rits of President Roosevelt and 

Prim© Minister Churchill when she glanced out of tho window and noticod 

the rows of nondescript, bomb shattered dwellings that heralded the 

approach to VTaterloo Station. Sh© stopped abruptly, 

"Aro you over down around Maidstone?" sh© asked. 

"Why, I havo be©n, I love it." 

Sho reached into her purse and took out a pencil and a scrap 

of paper. She wrote something dov/n and handed the paper to Dick, "Lady 

Margaret Fitzsimmons," ho read, and hor address in Maidstone followod. 

"My namo is Dick Fenton," ho told her. 

"I havo enjoyed m©©ting you and talking to you so much. 

Captain Fonton," sh© said, "I do wish you would drop down some time and 
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havo toa with mo. Or, bett©r still, com© for a v/eek-end. My husband 

was killed in London during the blitz and I live with my mother and an 

urjoarried brothtr. Wo'd lovo to hav© you, and we'd do our utmost to 

make you comfortablo," 

Dick vyas touched. "You're very kind," ho murmured as tho 

train swayed into Waterloo Station. "I would bo delighted to take 

advantage of your kind invitation." Ho folt gauche and stilted befor© 

such thoughtfulnoss and gonerosity. 

She hold out hor hand and her grip vms fimi, "I sh*all lock 

forward to seeing you, then," sho said, 

Dick openod the door of tho compartmont and Lady Fitzsimmons 

stopped nimbly out. ?/ith a cursory, backward glance, tho girl followed. 

The sailor hung back, Dick was certain that London must bo his hone. 

Ho smiled encouragingly. Doors were banging right and loft and a crowd 

of people wero racing up the platform into the station, Dick plynged 

into tho throng, Tho sailor and the girl had becom© namoloss momorios. 

Ho would nevor know who mot them, where they v/ent, or what fate would 

befall them. But he liked Lady Fitzsimmons, and decided definitely that 

he would call on her some day. 

He v?alked over to a Canadian Officers' club near Victoria 

Station whore ho had reserved a bed. H© found that he vms hungry, so 

ho ordered a cup of tea and a bun in th© cafeteria. Then he was shown 

to his fifth floor room whor© he was abl© to freshon up, H© realized 

that th© ©xcitem©nt and activity of the day had tired him, and h© lay 

dovm to rest. When ho awakenod h© f©lt r©vitali29d, but he did not feol 

up to attempting any strenuous activity. He put out of his mind any 

prcarrangod ideas that ho h*ad entertain«d about touring tho city or visit

ing a theatre. Ho indulged in idle chatter with a few officers v/hom he 



- 141 -

had met somewhere in his travels, and finally ventured out for a 

stroll, 

Th© black-out was still in ©ff©ct and th© night was black 

as pitch, yot, even if he could so© nothing of th© city sav© a f©w 

sombre silhouettes, merely to feel the London sidewalks underfoot 

fillod him with a thrill of gratification and surprise, H© drank in 

th© fog and soot ladon air with great gulps and exulted to think that 

he, Neville Richard Fonton, was actually walking towards Westminster 

Abbey and Buckingham Palace. For thos© w©r© tho ©rstwhile symbols of 

pomp and greatness and ©mpiro, and now they wor© the s3rmbolH of dogged 

courage, religious freedom and th© will of survival. Ho ontered the 

Abbey, which h© had already explored sQV©ral times with T©d, knelt for 

a fow minutes in prayer, gazed about him in awo, and silently withdrew. 

Ho jumped on a Victoria bus and within ton minutos ho was ordering dinner 

in the officers' club. He would have given a great deal for an order 

of hara and eggs, or a thick sirloin steak, but ho contented himsolf 

instead with livsr and onions. Th© club vras well stocked with fresh 

milk, and he was at least ablo to tak© advantage of that situation. He 

downed four glasses. 

He wont upstairs to a writing room. H© must writ© Joyc©. 

Despit© his good intentions, ho had not writton for two w©©ks. Gloomily 

he pulled a piec© of paper tov/ards him and jabbed his pen in th© ink 

well. For a whil© h© thoughtfully chewed a knuckle. Thon he pulled 

another sho©t of paper towards him. H© mad© a cross. He bisected tho 

angles. H© dr©w a circle around tho cross. H© bisected th© smaller 

angles. He drew a succession of wavy lines through tho rosulting master

piece. He put asido his pen, and lit a cigarette. 
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H© picked up his p©n and began to write. After fivo 

minutes ho had written m©r©ly the address of tho hospital, Thon ho 

wrote, 'Dear Joyce.' 

Dear Joyce? Only dear Joyc©? He could remember that he 

escortod h©r homo after his mother's dinner party and poured passionate 

love words in her ear th© whol© way. He blushed faintly as he recalled 

them. How could ho have boen so puerile? It must have been the effect 

of his father's cocktails. Anyv/ay Joyce had lovod tho endearments, and 

h© had imagined that he was enraptured. She was the love of his life. 

But now she was just - 'Dear Joyco,' 

One I\fe,jor Leonard, with whom he had onco beon on a battle 

drill course, approached him and sugg©st©d that they play cribbage when 

Dick's letter was finished, Dick loapod to his feet, folded th© l©tter 

and suggasted that they play immediately. They played five games, 

during which time Dick's conscience spoke louder and louder. They 

finished at nine-thirty. Dick yawned and stretchsd, 

"Woll," h© said, "guoss I'll hit th© hay." 

"Ar©n't you going to finish that letter?" his oppon©nt asked. 

"I should," Dick replied, smiling fatuously at his conscience, 

"but all the desks are occupied." Just then ono was vacated. 

Dick sighed. "Somo days you just can't win," ho said. 

"Thanks for the gamo," 

H© sat at th© desk and openod up tho letter. "Doar Joyce," 

he read. 

^'^^^^c.Si What a night th*at had been! They had walked up the hill 

and through the park hand in hand, hip pressed against hip, leg against 

leg. They wor© as one. Two or three times he had stopped to kiss hor. 
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She VTas all th© popular lov© songs rollod into a modorn symphony. ̂ "^^?-

H© took up his pen onco more. "Just a few lines to let 

you know that I am Iiale and hearty, and hav© bean given a w©©k-ond 

pass from tho hospital." 

*"jmftr "̂ ^̂ y ̂ '®̂ ® ^°°" sitting on a bonch, partly screened from 

public viov/ by a h©dg©. As Dick went to tako Joyco in his arms, sh© 

rosisted. Dick was thunderstruck. Than petulant. "May I ask why not?" 

h© d©mand©d, "Dicki© boy," sh© whispered, in such a vmy that Dick was 

sur© that she was about to deliver a premeditated address, on© that sho 

had rohearsod many timos, "you know my homo is in Brantford. So is 

Margaret's, But I guess you roally don't know much about ra© yot. Marga

rot 's father is going to bo movod to Montreal, I hear, but mine is a 

lawyer and I know ho'll novor movo! Of courso, there's no real roason 

why ho should, I guess. Hov/ever...,,,," At this point, sho hesitated, 

Dick was oyeing her cautiously. This girl was certainly loaded with 

surprises! What next? "Thoro's a boy there," sho finally blurted, "and 

ho wants to marry mo. Ho will bo thoro whon I go back next wosk and ho 

t-rAu«c5 
wants a definite answer," i^f^o 

"I am in London now, in an officors' club, I hav© just played 

five games of cribbag© with Bob Loonard, a chap I was on a courso with 

onco," 

'IT/^AT^ Thoro vms silence for a minut©, Dick stared at hor incredu

lously, "This hardly ties in with what you told mo last night," ho said 

coldly. She grabbed hold of his arm and squ0ez©d it. "Oh Dickie! I 

didn't say that I wanted to marry him," Her voic© was ©dg©d with panic, 

"You know I lovo only you, darling. But I'm twenty-thr©© and a girl has 

to think of the futuro." "I see! \?hat's he like - this sailor?" "Oh! 
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H©*s tall and dark and vory good looking. Not as good looking as 

you, though darling," Sho lookod worshipfully at him but Dick only 

emitt©d a stern and forbidding 'Woll?' erf^l>' 

"I am f©©ling ©v©r so much better now, and thero's certainly 

no n©©d for anyon© to worry about me, I think the parcels and tho 

letters helped as much as anything," 

I T A L-iCS 
^YPt^T Joyce's lower lip started to quivor. My God, thought Dick, 

I ail boing subjoctcd to th© two most doadly weapons in a woman's 

arsenal - the other man routin©, and t©ars, Y©t h© was enjoying himself, 

H© wond©r©d v/hat limpid "pools lookad liko. He was sur© that Joyce's 

©y©s r©sombled them, H© star©d fondly at h©r. Why, sho was just a 

child: Sh© shook h©r head slightly, raised hor chin and looked him 

squarely in tho eye. Women cheat so unfairly, ho docidod. Ho stooped 

to kiss her. It was tho only thing he could think of doing, and besides, 

h© wanted to kiss hor. eiVD. 

"I hop© to bo completely clear of th© hospital within two or 

thre© weeks. It can't bo too soon to suit m©: I have b©en offered a 

staff job around hero which I guess I'll take. No promotion, but the 

work sounds interesting." 

\TP̂ t-<«̂ s ^^ kissed hor for a long time, Sho had won. Ho knev/ it. 
STAR.T 

And ho knew that sho know it! "You writ© back and tell that sailor that 

you'r© ©ngag©d - engaged to bo marriod to a soldior and a fighting man!" 

Tho smil© died out of his oyes. "Oh my darling," ho whispered hoarsely, 

"I lov© you so. Will you marry mo?" Ho was appalled at his lack of 

originality. But is v^s a typo of speech to which he had nover givon 

much thought. Her answer was evon l©ss original. "Of cours©," she said, 

and once more offered him her lips." e^^-
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"It will bo wonderful to do a job of work again. I am 

gotting so lazy that I hato to writ© my own name: I wish Tod woro 

ovor hero with me, I exp©ct I'll bo seeing hira on leave on© of thos© 

days, and thon what a time we'll havo!" 

' \^^l^^ "Of courso," Dick said, "wo can't got married until tho 

war's ovor, Aftor all, wo'v© only known each othor a very few days. 

And in a short timo I'll bo gone and who knows how long it will bo 

boforo w© s©© on© anothsr again? No, Marriage is out. But I hav© you. 

Buttons, and whon tho 'jTar's ovor wo vdll mik© up for ov©rything w©'vo 

misssd," "Of courso, doar," sh© replied, Thor© was something in hor 

voico that caused Dick to glance sharply at hor, but hor eyes woro down-

iTAtici 
cast. jr/Vt?. 

"Had quite a good moal to-night - liver and onions - but how 

I long for good old fashioned bacon and ©ggs or any on© of Mothor's 

spscialtics! I'm glad you'vo b©©n in to so© th© family r©C8ntly,. They 

n©©d a littl© cheering up, I guess." 

^Jr^RT "^osh, I had too much to drink to-night," Dick said. "Or 

perhaps the excitement's been too much for mo, but I'm awfully sloepy 

all of a sudden." Joyco pressed his head to hor shouldor and ran her 

fingers through his hair. "Then hav© a littl© sl©©p, my d©arest," sho 

said softly. "It's bo©n quit© a day. You may not know it but you'v© 

mad© m© th© happiest girl in the world. And I know I'm th© lucki©st," 

"Silly littlo goose," he mutter©d slespily, as h© pressed up close 

. . . iTAuci 
against her, grv/T) 

"I'm glad you'r© k©©ping so woll. Don't work too hard on 

that job now! Got out and havo somo fun," 

^ ^^-^Lo-r The park attondant found them sound asleep at threo-thirtv 

and told ths.m, rogr©tfully but firmly, that park benches w©r© not to b©* 
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used for such purposes, e/N̂i>-

"Mu3t go now Joyce, Thanks again for that wonderful 

parcel, Writo soon," Ho scratched his hoad. Ho stared thoughtfully 

at tho papor for som© minutes. Finally h© shrugg©d. "Lov© from your 

Dickie." 

H© heavsd a sigh of rolief, addr©ss©d th© ©nv©lopo, dropped 

it into an outgoing mail baskot, and went happily upstairs to bed. H© 

had really accomplished somothing. 

Tho noxt morning ho was up at sovon o'clock. Ho paid particu

lar attention to his toilot, ate a largo breakfast, thon dashod out of 

th© building and hailod a cab, H© alight©d at Waterloo Station, bought 

a platform ticket and passed through tho barrier just as a train ground 

to a stop, 

H© stood still, and anxiously survoyod th© crowd. His eyos 

dartod ©vorywh©r©. At last his faco broke into a wide grin. He ran 

for//ard, Thor© sh© was, red hair, blue eyes and all! 

"Wilma!" he callod out joyfully. Ho was at hor side, 

relioving her of her kit bag. "Wilma. I was so afraid you might change 

your mind and not corn©!" 
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7 S©pt©mb©r 1914.7 . 
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Th© water bubbl©d, clear and cold but joyous 

in its r©l©asQ, out of th© mountain spring* Glinting cheer-* 

fully in the ©arly afternoon sun, it was to b©gin its journey to 

tho valloy b©low, whoro it would at length disappear, absorbed 

into th© soggy ©arth of a dried-up river b©d. 

Suroly, at th© oommencem©nt of its trip, it must 

have boen conscious of tho magnificent seen© which it surveyed. 

Surrounding its own mountain woro other hills and mountains of tho 

Laurentian chain. Somo of tho noarby hamlots, such as St. Adelo, 

Mont Rolland and St* Marguorite, wor© faintly discernible* Wisps 

of smoke revoal©d th© location of many a rustic mountain resort* 

Wooden fences of all descriptions a,ia-zagged orazily through the 

countryside* Clusters of evergreens crowned most of tho hills, 

but tho loav©s that w©r© waving lazily from th© deciduous trees woro 

still groen and f r©sh* Th© Montreal highway twistod its way into 

tho distanco, and th© fretting, sp©©ding cars racing along its 

broad lanos pr©s©nt©d th© picture of a narrow slow-moving ribbon 

on a whito band* Closer at heind, in comploto contrast, a toam of 

horses stumblod up a st©©p trail. Th© French Canadian fannor 

urging them on was bent on obtaining lumber for th© coming winter* 

Tho dancing stream seemed aware that it was an integral part of th© 

beauty of Montreal's play hills* Gay and abandoned, it was obvious

ly ©njoying itself* 

Gaining sp©ed, it raced around a comer. It ©nt©r-

©d a grov©, wher© a cluster of towering trees shut out tho light. 

It soon burst out triumphantly into tho clear , and the sun danced 

cheerfully on its icy, blue surface. It turned many of tho smaller 

stones over in its impetuous haste* On, on it hurried* Ever down

ward. It dart©d about the for©l©gs of a door, who was nonchalantly 
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drinking th© clear water. It tuggad at a routing branch, and finally 

wrenched it from tho withor©d bosom of an old birch tr©©. Stream and 

branch went gambolling down to-g©th©r. Their frolic was ©nd©d wh©n the 

branch was hold up at tho next turn. 

Down slid tho brook, past a coupl© of rabbits, who 

wor© foraging through somo fems for thoir lunch. Tho ground was bo-

coming moro open now. On a nearby tree, a sign pointod to a path 

through th© woods. It was a distinguishing mark for skiors, infoniiing 

them of tho number of tho trail and of their destination* A Scoutmaster 

was puffing his way up the path, and six young Scouts woro scampering 

wildly around him. Instantly thoy woro out of sight as th© brook charged 

on. It was wider now, and shallower. Moro and moro the stonos wero 

rattling and tumbling ovor ono anothor in thoir oag©ni©ss to mov© for

ward and explore tho great unknown. 

Tho ground became less precipitous. Soon it ©vened 

out and th© str©am dashod through a wide, open platoau. A large boul

der almost blockod its path. Th© wat©r brok© into ripples and b©at an

grily against this impediment, but it was forced to split into two be

for© it could gather itself to-g©th©r and hurtle down tho last stoep 

grade to th© valley below. 

On tho largo, flat-surfacod boulder lay a boy and a 

girl. Th© girl's h©ad was cradled in th© hollow of the boy's shouldor; 

idly ho traced th© lin© of her jaw with the tip of his f oro-f ingor. Sho 

sighod and rais©d h©r touslod head. H© kissed her. 

Margarot adjustod h©r position until hor lips wor© on 

a straight lin© with his* 

"Just to mak© it oasi©r for you, darling," sho munmirod. 

Ho kissod hor again, a burning kiss that was hard and insistent. 

Sho stirrod rostlossly* "Darling," sh© breathed. 
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Sh© was bar©ly audible above tho swir l ing of tho wat©rs. 

"Uh-huh?" 

"Darl ing, l©t»s t a l k about making love . You know^sox 

and stuff*" 

reproachfully. 

H© raised his head to look at her quizzically, almost 

"Woll, you needn't look so old maidish," sho said, and 

sho drew a littl© away from him to rest h©r hoad on her hand, "for, aftor 

all, wo have talkod about it boforo, you know, and wo do practise it to 

a dogreo, and w© ar© reading rather a frank volum© that Dr. Fenton r©-

commondodl" 

H© laughed ruefully. "I know," h© said, "it's just 

that I heard th© words "sox« and'soxy* thrown around so much in th© ar

my that I hato to hoar them coming from you," 

"Then you won't dear." Sh© r©tum9d to the'sh©ltor of 

his arms, hor oy©s roving thoughtfully ovor a clear, blu© sky. "But 

you know, I f©©l olosor to you now, in this boautiful setting, than I 

have 0v©r f©lt b©fore. I think I lovo you moro, too. And maybo it's 

tho sun pouring into mo, or tho sens© that you and I aro alono and cut 

off on a do sort island, but I want you moro than I havo ovor wanted you 

boforo. Physically, I moan. I wouldn't know any fear or hesitation or 

embarrassment* I'd just yield readily if you wor© to want m©*" Sho 

brushed hor lips ovor his neck, which was tanned and firm. Ho pullod 

hor closer to him. "I don't know," sho continued, "I'm probably all 

wrong, twt I foel that when two poopl© are in lovo, thO first timo should 

bo spontanoous and undor as idoal and boautiful circumstances as possibl©. 

•W©ddiag night' has such a smutty sound. To so many pooplo it is tho fit

ting culmination of a romanco instead of the beginning of an intimate com

panionship* Don't you somotim©s f©ol that the glamour is taken out of 

something when it is expected of you? By ten o'clock on our wedding night 
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you and I v/ill b© ©xp©ct©d to b© in bed to-geth©r - and for the first 

tim©. Our parents will be thinking about us, and they'll bo anxious. 

Our unmarried friends will b© thinking about us and thoy'll be curious. 

Our marriod friends will bo thinking about us, and thoy'll bo nostalgic, 

Tho association of ideas will bo ©nough to drive them all to bod early 

themselves. Don't you think it might be kind of fun to fool them? If 

w© - if w© w©r© to do it now, say, and then, on our wedding night be out 

somewhere dancing till dawn and drinking champagne? Don't you think that 

would be kind of fun?" Hor hand was inside his shirt now, and sho was 

running hor fingers over th© smooth surface of his chest. He caught at 

hor wrist, and h©ld her hand steady over his heart, 

"Margaret," h© said, "Do you knov/ what,,,,,,,," 

"Oh! I know!" sh© int©rrupt©d, "I'm a nic© girl, and so 

it just couldn't happen until ten o'clock of our wedding night. Not 

nine o'clock, mind you, because haste would bo unseemly and wo must be 

refined. Not nov/ whon wo want to, when it would be th© most natural thing 

in the world. But comos ten o'clock of our wodding night, I'll tuck my 

timid littl© hand in yours and that will be the signal. Wo won't be abl© 

to delay it any longer, Tho folks at home will be thinking of us and 

they'll bo gu©ssing correctly. We'll bo tired and on edge. You'll bo 

horribly embarrassed and I'll bo positively scared to death," 

Sh© was still lying by his sid©, but sh© was tens© and rigid, 

Sh© had withdrawn from him complotely. 

Ted pullod his pipe out of his pockot, and knocked it several 

timos against tho rock. Ho put it in a corner of his mouth, and he was 

surprised to find that his hand v/as shaking. The little laugh that was 

meant to bo casual and reassuring sounded forced and brittle as the br©eze 

hurried it away. He removed tho pipe from his mouth, knocked it several 

times against the rock, and shoved it back in his pockot. 

Ho pullod Margarot closer to him and turned on his sido 
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to faco hor. There was mor© t©ndQm©ss than passion in his ©yQs. 

"Com© on," h© coaxed. "It won't b© that bad, I pro-

mis© you. I'll tak© good car© of you, and if you really want to fool 

ov©ryon©, why, w© can danco all night and drink champagne, and wait till 

tho noxt day* By thon wo should bo porfoctly safe.*- pooplo can't koep 

on thinking about us forov©r, you knowl " H© put his hand undor h©r chin, 

and raised hor hoad. "Com© on," ho insistod. "Just a littl© smil©." 

Th© comers of her mouth tumod up slightly, and sh© wrinkled her nos© at 

him* H© grinned at her, and kissad h©r lightly on each eyelid and the 

mouth* "We've waited a long timo, hon, and I know it hasn't boen easy 

for you any mor© thant it has for me* Chastity can b© maddening. Yet 

W9'v© held out this long, and w© only hav© twenty days to go. Yfouldn't 

you rathor fac© your wedding day with tho knowlodgo that tho mystorios of 

lifo wor© befor© you? Y©s, and all the joys and beauties! " H© lookod at 

hor oam©stly. "And w© will mak© thorn boautiful, darling, ©v©n « ©ven tho 

first time." Sh© was in his aims again and his lips war© finding her mouth, 

hor throat and th© hollow b©tw©on her breasts* "Oh my God, why do I lovo 

you so?" ho groanod* 

Sh© soon disongagod h©rs©lf with a husky, "Th©ro, there, 

darling* Thoro aro twenty moro shopping days till Xinas, and wo decided 

not to fill our order at onco." Sho sat up, buttoned hor shirt to tho 

nock, shivorod, slipped into tho sweater on which hor hoad had boon rost

ing, and roarranged hor hair. "ĵ Cy," sho said whon sho had rocovorod her 

poise, "I hop© you won't think too badly of me, sir. I'm becoming posi

tively abandonod*" 

"In word only," Tod roplied. "In d©0d, novorj You are 

mor© conventional than Quoen Mother Mary*" 

"You'ro right. I supposo I'm th© cold typo, and so it's 

always boen ©asy for m© to stay on th© straight and narrow." 
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"WhatQv©r type you ar©, it's what I want," Ted coun-

t9r©d. His voic© was matt©r-of-fact now, and h© was lighting his pip© 

with th© loving car© that such a possession deserves. H© know that ho 

and Margaret would mak© no moro lovo that day. 

Margarot tumod to faco him. Hor eyes wer© still 

shining ©xoitQdly. "Just on© mor© thing, darling," she said, and tho 

words tumbled br©athl©saLy out. "Lot's spend our honeymoon hero! " 

"What?" Ted could scarcely believe his ears. "With 

all our reservations mad© in Now York?" 

"l/Yoll, w© can cancel them without saying a word to any

on©, and then w© can driv© up her©. It would b© kind of fun to fool every

body. " 

Tod shook his hoad, but ho was laughing. "You'ro bound 

you'ro going to fool ovoryon©, aren't you? One way or another." 

"It's not only that," answered Margarot softly, "I 

think this has been th© happiest day of my life, I would lev© to come back 

here, and sit with you on this same rock when I am Mrs, Ted Cummings. Be

sides, by tho ©nd of th© month th© Inn should not bo too crowdod," 

Ted smilod. Nearly all trace of tho worry and strain of 

th© past WQok had left his faco. Ho lookod young and boyish as ho roadi-

ly assentod to this change in plan. Th©y finally docidod to spend a week 

in each plac©. They folt liko conspirators and wer© highly pl©asod with 

themselves. Then th©y wero silent, Ted was puffing on his pipe, deep in 

meditation; Margaret was gazing abstractedly over tho plateau, 

"You know," sho said finally, "I hav© been thinking a lot 

about Joyco latoly. Poor kidi Do you think sho will get down for tho wed

ding?" 

"Sh© said sh© expeotod to," Ted's voico did not betray 

much enthusiasm. 
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"It will be so terribly hard for her, I was awfully 

sorry when sho said sho wouldn't bo my maid of honour, but it's probably 

all for tho best." A leaf fluttered languidly on to th© rock,... Sh© 

dropped it into th© curr©nt, and watch©d it galvanized into activity as 

it sped away. "Tod dear," she continued aftor a minuto, "what ar© you 

going to do about that lettor? Ar© you ©ver going to show it to her?" 

Ted clamped his pipo more firmly in his mouth and hugged 

his bony knees with his hands. "I've beon thinking about that lettor," 

he said slowly. "I'll have to docido when I s©© h©r, I guess I should 

havo dostroyod the damnod thing long ago." 

Nothing moro was said for somo time, and again it was 

Margarot who broko tho silence. Hor voico was low, and sho was staring 

intontly at th© smoko that was rising from tho chimnoy of a log hous© in 

the valley. "I feol ashamed of myself for my rudo outburst to Dr. Fenton. 

And now with what you've boon telling mo about Aunt Marion - but I don't 

care," sho said fiercely. "Ho's just an old woman, and I couldn't hav© 

you moping around thinking such dreadful things. Especially when it 

was all such pur© nonsens©." 

T©d was staring fixsdly in th© othor diroction. His face 

was cold and stiff. "I havo novor felt better in my lif©," h© mutt©red. 

H© said it mschanically, but it was doubtful if Margaret even h©ard him. 

Sh© was obviously in th© midst of reciting something that requir©d th© 

cooperation of all her faculties. They had not spoken of his illness for 

fivo days, and it was a difficult subject. 

"But now that you'ro so woll, ho must be feeling pr©tty 

badly about ©v©rything. And ther© are probably things that I could do 

to help. So lot us drop in and so© them to-night," 

"All right," said Ted, It would be an awkv/ard ©vening, 

but it had to b© faced sometim©, "W©'d b©tt©r get moving. We're supposed 

to bo at the Carsons' for dinner at soven and it's nearly four now." 
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Margaret rose to hor feet and gathered to-gether her 

possossions. Tod took hor hand to help her jump to land, "I v/ant you 

to know, darling," she said quietly, "that this day alone has made 

©verything worth whil© for m©. This rock, this hill, this sky - I'll 

never forgot any of them. And I'll never forget any of thorn because 

I shared their b©auty with you. And how lucky w© are, my dear! Think 

of all th© days ahead of us that can b© so beaituful if only w© l©t them. 

We must b© sur© to always giv© them a chance." Sho kissed him lightly 

on tho forohead, "I lov© you so," sh© said, and leaped nimbly off tho 

edge of th© rock. 

Tod blinked hard, "God damn it," he thought, "I'm getting 

emotional those days," Tho lump in his throat could not bo disporsed 

for som© tim©. 

Th© traffic into Montreal was heavy, and Tod drovo compara

tively slowly. In the back of his mind was the fear that if he just 

should - mind you, he knev/ that ho wouldn't, but if he just should - have 

a heart attack, the car would b© trav©lling slowly enough so that Jiargaret 

would not b© injur©d. Sh©, hov/©v©r, showed porfect confidonc© in his 

driving, Whil© they were still in hilly country, sh© surv©y©d the land

scape with int©r©st, and int©rspers©d her remarks about th© w©dding guests 

and gifts withi "Oh! Look at that lovely little cottage," or "Look at 

th© purple shade of those hills!" as if sho had not travelled this highway 

a hundred timos boforo, Aftor St, Jerom©, hov/over, when th© road bocam© 

flat and th© scenery uninteresting, she was content to rest her head on 

Ted's shouldor and fall aslo©p. 

At St, Rose, on Montroal's outskirt, the nois© of th© traffic 

awak©n©d h©r, 

"Why," she exclaimed in surprise, "St, Ros©! I gu©ss I'v© 

b©en asleop for a long time, 

"It's done you good," ho said, "You look liko a little 
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girl who still believes in Santa Claust" 

"Thank you, sir, " sh© said. "You're no slouch your

self." Sho linkod an aim through his. Cars wor© pr©ssing in on them 

from all sidos, but T©d was driving automatically. H© and Margar©t might 

as well havo bo©n th© only two human boings for milos around. 

''You know," h© said softly, "you'ro as protty as you 

wore tho first day I kissod you." 

**My, compliments are really flying to-day," Margaret 

said. Sho moved closer to him and rostsd her h©ad against his shouldor. 

"Of courso, it's blarney," Tod made no roply. "Please carry on," she 

said hastily* 

"Como to think of it," Tod continued stoutly, "you'ro 

prettier*" 

"You'r© slipping, darling. That second remark took you 

a long time*" Margaret laugh©d, "But what a day that was; Everything 

happ©ned at once. Joyce and I wore sitting in our room at the Clarkos' 

and sh© was tslling m© hov/ sure she was that sh© and Dick would ©lop© b©-

fore h© went away, and at the sam© time she was feeling sorry for me. She 

knew that I loved you, but sho thought that you were a cold fish." 

"Oh, sh© did, did she?" 

"I'm afraid so* I was almost inclined to agree, i 

really thought I was losing ray touch! Hov/evor, thor© was Joyc© carrying 

on her usual monologue about Dick when tho tolophono rang. Mrs. Clark© 

callod hor, and when sh© cam© back I thought sh© was going to faint. Whon 

she told mo that you had both just rocoivod word that your loavo was over 

and that you had to tako a train for camp in two hours, I felt that I could 

hav© us©d a good faint myselfl How could I ©V9r mak© you fall in lov© with 

now, when wo could not oven havo an ©motional parting all by oursolvos? 

it wanted to crawl away and die*" 
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Hov/ v/ell I remember that parting, Ted thought. He and Dick 

had relived it so many times. Every word that any one of them had utter

ed, ©very g©sture and expression of those who were to be left behind, 

ITAMCS 

S T A R T ^"^ "^^^^ "̂ ^̂  o'clock v/hen the telephone rang. He was still 

asleep but it had wakened him, and his mother's voice sounded strange 

wh©n sh© called him, 

"For you, dear. It's a telegram," 

"All right. Mother," He leaped out of bed and padded in 

to hor room on his bare f©©t. He lifted the receiver with a pounding 

hoart. Was this to be just another false alarm? No, it v/as not. Th© 

telegram advised him that he v/as to proceed to Debert, Nova Scotia on 

'special duty', and that h© v/as to roport to his battalion orderly room 

by 2359 hours, seventeen July instead of twenty-six July as originally 

ordered. H© whistled. "J©sus," h© breathed as h© dropped the receiver 

on the hook. 

His mother stood by, pal© and anxious, "I guess I'll 

have to go right av/ay," he -A-as telling h©r, H© pursed his lips, "What 

administration! You can alv/ays trust the army," H© grabb©d the phone 

again, and dialled the Canadian National Railv/ay number, "When does 

your next train leave for the East Coast?,,,Tv/elve-twenty? ,,,,, 

Thank you,'̂ " H© hung up, "That's the only train that can get mo there 

on time. Mother, you'll have to help m©," H© v/as dialling again. He 

grunted something unintelligibl© ("Nov/ T©d, there's no need for so much 

swearing," said Elspeth,) and put down the receiver, "Busy, Dick must 

hav© been notified too. Keep trying to get him, v/ill you Mum? And Dad, 

And my God, I must call Margaret." Again ho lifted the receiver. 

"Hero, dear, let m©.'̂  \7h©n I can g©t any on© of them, I'll 

call you. And I'll se© about sleeping accomodation on the train. I hate 

to think of you having to sit up all night. Now you go and got dressed," 
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"Thanks, Mum," He kissed her tenderly, and for a moment 

sho held him close to her. 

"There, there, nov/. Get on v/ith you." Her voice was un

even, and she quickly turn©d away from him and dialled her husband's 

offic© number. 

Th© next hour and a half v/as a nightmare. Ted had very 

littl© packing to do, as most 0/ his luggage was already at the ©mbar-

ation depot at Deb©rt. But there were other duties. He had to call 

Aunt Vivien in Ottawa, as she v/as planning to leave the next day to 

com© dô jm to se© him. Th©n ther© was Mrs. Turnbull, v/ho was his mother's 

best friend, and v/ho would have been most offended if he had not called to 

say good-bye. Three khaki shirts were overdue from the wash, and he 

dashed down to the laundry to pick them up. He was unable to locate his 

key ring, which finally turned up safe and sound in a corner of his haver

sack. And Elspeth insisted on her husband making frequent calls to the 

head offic© of th© railv/ay concerning berths for the train; all to no 

avail, "However, if there should be a cancellation, Mr, Cummings, we will 

most certainly keep you in mind," v/as the stock reply, 

Th© Cummings family r©ach©d the station at exactly tv/elv© 

o'clock, Elspeth had b©en gay and vivacious and full of last minute 

instructions, Mr, Cummings was silent. He looked old, Ted elbowed his 

way through the crov/d to the station v/icket and flashed his pass at the 

attendant. He ran down th© platform to a third class coach. There were 

very fev/ seats left. He spotted Dick ahoad of him, and they managed to 

unearth a double space, on v/hich they dropped their belongings, 

"Holl," Dick growled, "I've been so rushed I haven't seen 

Joyce, Hero we've been engaged for about twelve hours, and now I v/on't 

have a chance to be alone with her again,". 

"Are tho girls her©?" asksd Ted, as they sprinted back up 

th© platform. 
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"They w©r© just coming in as I loft to got a seat on 

th© train," Dick replied. 

As th©y walked back into th© station, nodding and 

shouting to other maa of their unit who were also boing recalled hur

riedly, they spottod thoir family groups. 

"Ye Gods," Ted muttQr©d. "I'll bot Mother and Mrs. 

Clarke haven't boen that near on© another in twenty yoarsl" 

"Do »om good," said Dick, somewhat irroveptly. They 

reached the knot of desperately smiling strang©rs - for suroly their pa

rents nev©r really acted lik© thisl 

"Did you find a seat?" asked Dr. Fenton, his face linod 

with anxi©ty and concern, 

"Yos, thank you," aEwor©d Ted. "Two, in fact. Wo're 

sitting to-goth©r so wo'll b© ablo to take car© of on© another." 

Mrs. Clark© stopped forward and clapped ©ach boy hoart

ily on th© shoulder. "Probably I'm doing th© wrong thing, and your parents 

will b© cross at m©," h©r© sh© lookod directly at Elspoth, "but I'v© brought 

you a small going-away present. You might want to tako a fow sips out of 

thos© if you should got dopressed on tho train." Sho handod each boy a 

twenty-six ounce bottle of ryo whiskey. "I wouldn't think of giving you 

this unless I knew you war© capable of handling yourselves liko gontlomen." 

ElspQth tumod to Marion. "Isn't it nic© that w© never 

have to woriy about our boys drinking too much? Thoy havo so much sons©." 

"Oh yes, indood," Marion repli©d, Sh© lookod so boau

tiful that overyon© in tho party tumad towards her for a moment, Hor ©yes 

w©r© largo and luminous, and fastonod on her son's face, Sh© was d©athly 

palo. Hor smil© foolod nobody. Moredith was regretting th© fact that Ellen 

had gon© on her holidays, although of courso sho had plann©d to b© back w©ll 

befor© Dick's original departure date. 
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Dick v/as torn between the desire to comfort his mother, and 

an aching longing to talk to Joyce, He took Joyce's hand and looked 

about for a space where he might have some privacy. There was none, Th© 

station was jammed. People were constantly milling about, pushing them 

this way, pulling them that. Men in uniform abounded and many scenes 

of farov/ell were b©ing carried on all around them. The gateway l©ading 

out to the track of the Maritime train v/as plugged. Dick pressed Joyce's 

hand and looked at her imploringly. 

"There'll be no scene," she v/hispered, and smiled up at him. 

He put his arm around her and held her close. 

"I love you, dearest," he murmured.: 

ITord came over the loudspeaker that the train was due to leave 

in five minutes. Ted was shifting from one foot to the other whil© his 

mother monopolized the conversation. Finally Mr. Clarke v/alked over 

to the boys and shook their hands. 

"We will be seeing you soon again, boys," he said, "Mean

while my hat's off to you both," He doffed his hat, l,7hat a comical 

little duffer, thought Ted, "Come my dear," he called to his v/ife. 

"Yes, right av/ay," she replied m©©kly. Sh© turn©d to Ted 

and threv/ her arms around him. She repeated the performance v/ith Dick, 

"It's been a great privilege to see something of you both this leav©," sh© 

said, and her voice v/as rich with dignity and v/istfulness, "It v/as almost 

as if Mr. Clarke and I had had tv/o sons of our own." Elspeth looked on in 

amazement as her arch rival turned and threaded her way through the crov/d, 

dabbing at her eyos v/ith a handkerchief. 

For a few seconds the little group was locked in agonizing 

silence. Eight pairs of eyes scanned the floor for inspiration. 

"Hadn't you boys better..,,,.." 

"Well, I .,.,,,.," 
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"Tho train will bo loaving in l©ss than " 

Evaryono was talking at one©* Ev©ryono was smiling 

with a fierce int©nsity* Of all tho smilos, Mr. Cummings' was th© most 

ghostlike. 

"I should b© g©tting used to saying good-by© to you 

by now," h© said, as ho ombracod his son, "but I think it g©ts harder 

all th© time." 

Ted said good-byo to *M©r©dith and Marion, and th©n turn

ed his attsntion to Margar©t. "So long," ho said lightly, "it's b©©n 

lots of fun." Elspeth was watching closoly as Ted bent to kiss th© girl 

on tho choQk. Margaret tum©d her hoad so that ho found hor lips instoad. 

Elspeth gasped. What sh© had b©9n predicting for so many days was coming 

to pass bofor© h©r very ©yos. H9r son must bo realizing his lovo for this 

girl. Ho was kissing hor again and again. Elspoth was disturbed by Dick 

coming to say good-bye. Reluctantly she turned to speak to him. When 

sh© could again transfer h©r attention to her son, sh© knew that sh© had 

roally lost him. Lost him? Was that tho right word? At any rato, h© 

lookod dazod and astonished. And vory, vory happy. Ho and Margarot thon 

startod up a vory oxoitod and animatod convorsation. 

With his ana still around tho girl, ho movod ovor to his 

mother. 

"Mother," ho said abmptly, "this may como as a bit of 

a shock...." 

"No, it doesn't, doar," Elspoth replied. "I'v© known, 

and now I'm glad that you know, too. And ©sp©oially glad that you found 

it out yourself before it was too lato. I think you'r© both very lucky. 

Good-byo, my dear son, I'm going now. Como back safe." Sh© hugg©d him and 

was gone. Mr* Cummings followod, although it was obvious that his wifo's 

parting r©marks only mystifi©d him. 

G©ntly Ted dis©ngag©d Margarat's arm from his. 
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A steady surg© of humanity was gradually inching thorn towards tho barrier. 

H© noticod that tho Fontons had loft and that Dick was kissing Joyce a 

lingering far©w©ll. 

"I'm going to buy the ring right away," ho said oxci-

t©dly to Margarot. "And writo mo at Dobert as soon as you got homo -

wh©n you first know you woro in lovo vdth mo, and all tho rost." H© kiss©d 

hor. "B© waiting for mo, sweetheart. I'll b© back." 

Ho m©t Dick at th© gat© and th©y pass©d through to-

g©th©r. They tumod to look back at two anxious, whito facos, which im

mediately lightened up as if activated by an oloctric switch, but which, 

almost as speedily, bocamo but two drops in a vast ocean. 

"Say," said Dick without much enthusiasm, *V©'r© going 

to travel in styl© aft©r all. A drawing room no less. Dad gav© m© th© 

ticket just a coupl© of minutos ago." 

Tod brightoned. "Ah," h© said. "I must say you and I 

usually manag© to g©t the br©aks* Now I'll bo ablo to writo Margaret a 

nioo, long lottor in ooafort* Did you know that I was in lovo with her?" 

"Yeah," said Diok shortly. "Congratulations." 

"I'll got our luggago," T©d announced. H© had n©v©r 

S9©n Dick look so misorabl©. "You latch on to that drawing room." 

Half an hour lator thoy wer© comfortably ensconced in 

tho privacy of thoir drawing room, and wor© infinitely moro ohe©rful. 

"I wish to propos© a toast," Diok was saying, "to a gal

lant woman without whoso p©©rl©ss wisdom and generosity this ambar fluid 

would not bo passing down our throats." 

Thoy drank. 

Thoy r0fill©d. 

"And I," said Ted, gravoly, "want to propos© a toast to 

thos© eight p©opl© who wore there to so© us off. I pray to God that they'll 

all b© ther© to wolcom© us back." 
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For a whilo, thor© was silsnc©. 

"H©ar, hear," whispsred Dick. 

By midnight, despit© th© admonition of Mrs. Clarke, 

th© two bottlos of rye w©r0 empty, and Dick and Tod and fivo othor officors 

of thoir unit woro harmonizing furiously on 'Down by tho Old Mill Stroam'. 

It was two o'clock in tho morning boforo tho two hila

rious occupants of tho drawing room climbod into thoir berths. 

"Gosh," said Dick. "This is it at last." H© shook his 

hoad. "I'm damnod glad that station seen© is ovor. How I was dreading itl" 

"Holy baldhoadt" Tod spluttorod. "I forgot to writ© 

Margar©t. You so© that I do it first thing in th© morning." 

"Yes, sir. As I'm drawing your tub, sir. Will thoro b© 

anything ©Iso, sir?" Thon ho chuckled. "Being an ongagod man ontails many 

responsibilities, young fellow. No moro fro©dom for youl I'll ©nlight©n 

you further to-morrow. Good-night," 

I TA L( CJ 
But Ted had already dropped off to sloop* Bf^l>. 

The car had ent©r9d the city now, and had passed 

Snowdon Junction. Tho air was no longor bracing but surprisingly hot and 

humid for a Soptombor ©vening. They w©r9 making slow progress, for every 

car in Montreal s©©mod to b© on tho roads. Tho sun was disappearing be

hind W9stmount moxmtain as thoy drovo up to Margaret's house. 

"I won't bo a minuto, doar," sho said. "Aro you coming 

in?" 

"No thanks," Somohow thinking of Dick and tho old days 

had softenod his mood. H© was melancholy but not d©pr©ss©d. H© could think 

of nothing hotter than boing alono for a fow minutos. Bosides, Mrs. Thomas 

might bo at hom©, spoiling for a chat. H© was very fond of his prospoctiv© 

mothor-in-law but sho was, to put it mildly, a going concern, and ono of 

Montreal's most avid chatterboxes. 'I'll drivo around by tho Fentons' and 
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find out if thoy can soo us for a few minutos lator on. Then I'll com© 

back for you." 

Margarot smilod* "All right* But don't bo long." 

Sho skippod gracefully up th© path, cuad wavod from tho doorway. Ted's 

chost contracted as hs smilod at her. What a picture sh© madoI 

Instead of prooooding immodiately to th© Fontons', 

Tod hoad©d for tho look-out on top of Wostmount mountain* Although not 

quit© as high as its n©ighbouring look-out on Mount Royal, on© was still 

abl© to obtain a pftnoramic view of Montreal and most of its suburbs, of 

which Wostmount was th© most affluent. Also on© could s©© th© sparkling 

St, Lawrenc© rivor with its two main bridgos, tho old Victoria bridgo, 

and tho modorn Harbour bridgo, and divorse mountains both in th© pro

vince of Quebec and in the states of New York and Vermont. H© hoppod 

out of his fathor's car and wandered up and down, gazing idly at tho 

iron arrows ©mb©dd©d in the concrot© railing. Y©t h© was r©m©mb9ring 

othor things. His mother usod to bring him up hor© for walks whon ho 

was a baby* Lator, as a school boy, ho usod to play basoball on tho 

strotch of l©v©l ground bohind him* Ho practisod his first stem turns 

and learned many of th© intricacies of skiing on this mountain. He 

kissed his first girl in a car which was parked behind the arrow pointing 

to Mount Bruno. H© r9m0mb©r0d distinctly, becauso aft9rwards hs and th9 

girl had tri9d to carv9 thoir initials in th9 cement behind tho arrow 

to commomorato tho oocasion. From horo ho had also watched the sun riso 

ono April morning aftor his first all night oollogo party. And how many 

problems had ho and Margarot thrashod out on this spot, how many cigar©tt©s 

had they smokod in its sh©lt©ring darkn©ss, during th© last oight©©n monthsi 

Tod walkod back to th© car, feeling that h© was in a 

tranc©. Nothing soomod real. Could Dick b© dead? ImpossibloJ Wer© h© 

and Margarot really to bo marriod in twenty days? Was ho only to sle©p 
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twenty more times in that friendly room that v.us his - so utterly his -

in the v/arm comfort and security that v/as his family's house? The end 

of 'mine' and the beginning of 'curs'! In sickness and in health. Till 

death do us part. Could this really be Ted Cummings climbing back into 

the car? No, It was only a detached spectator. It was but a projection 

of Ted Cummings, someone v/ho could v/atch but not suffer, an airy spectrum 

with the advantages, but none of the drawbacks, of flesh and blood, 

Ted turned the car around and headed dov/n the circular roads, 

past the palatial grey stono mansions, slanting green lawns, stately 

strees and trim rock gardens of his neighborhood. Yet Ted v/as conscious 

of no beauty. He had learned at last the art of throwing a protective 

numbness over his senses and thought processes. Or so ho imagined. 

When he reached th© Fenton house, he felt that he v/as capable of feeling 

no imotion whatsoever. 

It was an old fashioned brick house set back from tho road

way, yet easily recognizable to anyon© who might v/ish to find the doc

tor's office. Ted drove up the short runv/ay leading to the front door. 

Dusk was settling over the city yet there were no lights shov/ing from the 

house. Nevertheless Ted jumped out of the car. A street car rattled down 

the next street but othorwis© a hush seemed to have fallen. Ted rang the 

bell, Ther© was no sound, H© waited a minut© or tv/o, then strolled around 

to tho office door. He rang that bell. Still he could hear nothing. 

Then he felt uneasy. He thought of Marion as he had last seen her. A chill 

crept over him and he shivered. Could there be anything desperately v/rong? 

He stepped back and surveyed the house, Th©n it was that h© noticed a 

curtain moving in the living room. Someone must be in that building! He 

rattled the door handle, and then he pressed the bell for fully a minuto. 

Still there was no response. He looked back at the living room, iho v/as 

watching him? Wliy the devil wouldn't they let him in? What v/as the matter 
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with Mrs. Fenton anyway? H© walked slowly back to the car. He folt 

liko running and getting off that property as quickly as possible, yot 

ho rofused to giv© thos© unseen eyes tho satisfaction. Instead ho re

turned to tho front door. H© rattl©d th© knob furiously. What could 

bo happening to those two people whom h© lov©d so well? Had it not al

ways b©©n tacitly understood that h© would do ©verything possible for them 

if anything happoned to Dick? His ©motional faculties wero onco again 

keen and sharp. Ho had novor folt so frustrated. Woll, ho could bo stub-

bom too. Ho loaned against tho doorbell* 

A hand descended on his shoulder. "Looking for mo. 

Tod?" 

Tod jumpod as if h© had b©en shot. His heart beat 

wildly as h© whirled around. "iVhy, Dr. Fenton, I thought you...that is,,." 

"Here, h©re, my boy, you look as if you'd seen a ghost. 

Is anything tho matter?" 

"No, sir. I couldn't get any answer, that's all, and 

I felt that scmoono was in tho hous©." 

Dr, Fenton laughod - a hollow mockery of tho cheerful 

laugh that had but recently d©light©d patients the city over, "You wer© 

mistaken. No ono is hor©. unless it is a burglar, and I doubt that." H© 

tucked his medical bag under on© arm, and pulled his hous© key out of his 

pocket. "You soo, Marion is at her brother's, and I am going to moet her 

there for dinner." He looked at his watch and h© •mitt©d a low whistl©. 

"I had no idea it was so lato. This wasn't a professional call, was it, 

Ted?" 

"Oh, no," replied Tod hurriedly, "iffargaret and I had 

thought of dropping in to se© you later on, and I cam© around to soe if 

you wore fro© for tho ©vening," 

"Oh, isn't that too bad," Moredith opened tho door, 

droppod his bag in tho porch and tumod to faco his visitor, H© looked 
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lik© a d©feat©d old man, and Tod was sur© that he was growing smaller 

with ago. "Wo'll probably bo quit© lato and thon I must got Marion to 

bod. Sho hasn't boon very woll latoly. Just nerves, I think, but ono 

can't bo too careful at our ag©*" H© spoke hurriedly and tho door was 

gradually cr©©ping shut* 

T©d knew when h9 was beaten. "Som© other time, th©n. 

Good-byo, sir," ho said. 

Dr. Fonton opened his mouth to speak, and then appa

rently changed his mind. His oy©s were hoavy with sorrow and fatigue, 

and th©y w©re r©d-rimm©d. They woro tho last things that Tod noticod as 

tho door closed. 

He returned to tho car with a heavy heart. Was Mrs, 

Fenton in th© hous© all the tim©? A chilling thought that h© had been 

fighting to suppress for days kept growing in his mind liko a living thing, 

Marion Fenton had gon© insane, and was baing k©pt at home under guardi 

How awful I H© must talk about it to Margaret. 

Y©t, when h© sir rived at th© Thomas homo, Margaret 

camo running out with news that furnished conversation for th© r©st of 

th© ovening. 

"Oh, Tod," she oall9d to him. "I'v© just received a 

wir© from Joyco and she'll be h9r9 by th9 9nd of tho wo©k. Won't it bo 

wondorful to soo hor again?" 
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26 Fobruary, 1945. 

"Hoy, follas, for God's sako give mo p. break and get out 

of hor©. Th©y'll never l©t m© leav© this joint to-morrow morning unless 

my packing's all dons. And furthormor© I want to straighten up this 

room. Right away." 

Tho room was ind©©d a shambl©s. Soven or eight hospital-

garbed young mon covor©d evory bit of available sitting space, which at 

best was liraitod to on© bod and ono chair. 

"I don't think much of this firo-trap anyjyay, do you, 

Hodgkins?" askod on^ of the mon on th© bod. 

Hodgkins gav© v©nt to a.prodigious yawn. "Frankly, old boy, 

this whole performanc© is boring mo stiff." 

"Who the holl has a cigarett©?" asked a figure on th© chair. 

Sotnothing stirrod beneath him. "If you would permit me to 

draw breath," gasped an unsesn body from th© folds of tho cushion, "much 

loss mov© an arm, I would bo d©light©d to oblige." 

Th© man on top merely drove an ©Ibow down into th© bowels of 

th© chair. There arcs© an anguished howl. A few succinct array expressions 

rent th© air. 

"I must havo six cartons of cigarettos at least," Dick mused, 

as ho bent ovor a half-packod valise, "You may divid© four of them 

amongst you." 

"Now I always did say that Fonton v/as a good man," cam© from 

th© man on th© chair. "Eh, Miller?" Onco again the ©Ibow was brought 

into play, and tho samo muffled howls wor© forthcoming. In fact, it took 

the combined efforts of tho man with tho elbow and th© two men sitting 

on th© arms of th© chair to k©©p tha unfortunate Millor subduod. 



- 168 -

Anothor man, with incredibly long legs, was sprawled out 

on th© floor. "What th© h©ll do©s that conc©it©d nan think we're her© 

for if it's not cigarettes?" he asksd th© room at largo, "And food, 

of course, Ho's th© hospital's groatest r©coiver of parcels." 

"You should know, old fruit," drawl©d Hodgkins, "You're 

always around to ©at most of th© contents." 

"Isn't 'parasite' th© correct word for such a man as 

Dobbin?" asked Hodgkin's companion on tho bed. "Or mayb© it's 

vulturs." 

"I'll vultur© you," roarod Lieutenant Dobbin, and ho climbod 

up on to th© bed with a d©t©rmin©d gl©am in his oyo. A third man, who 

had be©n resting qui©tly, belaboured all thre© with a pillow from his 

vantage point at the head of tho bod. They turned on him, "Uh-uh! 

Remombor my back, gentlem©n: A slipped diso is something that can't b© 

foolod with. No undue ©xortion, you understand," Ho patted th© pillov; 

gently, curled up one© moro into a ball, and closed his ©yes. 

Miller, in the cloair, was showing signs of renewed activity. 

Pandomonium was in full swing. 

Dick had been bent over some parcels, but now he straight©n©d 

himself. "I hav© four tins of chicken to givo away," h© announced 

quietly. 

There was dead silence. 

"And four cartons of cigarettos." 

Only th© sound of heavy breathing. 

"And sovoral othor itoms." 

Eight bsaraing, friendly facos woro turnod to him as flowors 

to tho sun. 
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"But none of you bastards will got a god damned thing 

unless you got tho hsll out of this room right away!" 

Th© eight faces assumed injured ©xpr©ssions, 

"I say, Hodgkins," said Captain Bixby from tho bod," do you 

somohow havo tho feeling that we havo outstayed our welcomo?" 

Hodgkins sighod, "I'm afraid so, old boy. I'd b© th© last 

person in the world to say anything derogotory about dear old Fonton, 

but I do fo©l that ho's getting a littlo big for his broechos," 

All th© mon wore on their f©et except Miller, Two men still 

had him pinned in the chair and he v/as stuttering with rage. 

Dick laughed* "You sur© as hsll look like a bunch of lead 

swingors to mo! If einything is wrong with any ono of you, I'll eat my 

shirt." 

Thoy all stared at him, thoir ©y©s fillod with reproach. 

"I say, Hodgkins, should w© show him our operation?" 

"It v/ould be most embarrassing if I did, old boy. Haemorr

hoids, you know." 

"Oh. So sorry." 

"Quit© all right," 

Millor ros© to his feet. Someon© pushed him back again. Ho 

yelped in his frustration. 

"Vory funny, you characters," Dick snapped. "Now, out!" 

Someone opened th© door, and thoy all gathered aroiAnd it. 

"I wish I had loarnod ono thing from our Captain Fonton," 

said Lioutonant Dobbin innocontly. 

Dick raisod his ©y©brows suspiciously. "There's no us© my 

asking what. I know I shall bo informed." 
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"Your charm with the nursos. Rod headed ones," Dobbin 

gave a wolf call that could hav© boon heard thro© counties away. 

Dick throw a shirt at him and th© gang disappeared \dth 

cries of '3©o you lator,' and 'S'long,' and 'Thanks for th© offor of 

the weeds,' 

Dick chuckled to himsolf and continued with his packing. 

Ho \ms not being succossful in any marked d©gr©o, and was about to turn 

his attention for a whilo to somo l©tt©r writing wh©n ther© was a knock 

at th© door and th© long angular faco of Tom Goodall hov© into viow. 

"I soo that thos© hooligans hav© gon©," h© observed sourly. 

"Hooligans?" Dick repeated in surprise, 

Tom gruntod. "All thoy're good for is making a lot of noiso, 

Som© discipline in this army! If they can b© so ensrgetio why can't they 

b© doing somothing for th© war ©ffort instoad of acting like two-year-

olds in h©r©?" 

"I think you know perfectly woll why not," Dick replied 

patiently, "but I don't mind refreshing your momory. Six of thorn wer© 

wounded on the continent, fiillor had his anklo bono shot clean out and 

is waiting for transportation homo. It's quit© obvious that Dobbin has 

lost a good part of his faco. He's afraid to go homo, looking tho vmy 

he do©s, and I don't blamo hira, Bixby was trapped in a burning tank for 

some'tiji© and his body would b© unr©cognizable to his own mothor who, 

by th© way, died threo weoks ago. Hodgkins has a stomach full of 

shrapnel. As a matter of fact, in getting at tho shrapnel, thoy had to 

remove a lot of his intestine, Little bits and pieces of steel keep 

trying to work their way out of him each w©©k. Is that ©nough for you?" 

"Huh!" Tom removed a haversack from tho chair, which bore 
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signs of having boon the storm centre of a riot. Ho dropped back 

wearily into tho cushions, "Damn this war, anyway," h© growled, 

"You'r© sick of it?" 

"It certainly would be over by noii if wo'd taken th© 

Russians' advico and started a socond front tv/o yoars ago. But how 

can wo ©v©r vdn anything with all th©s© useless reactionaries running 

tilings?" 

"Pleaso, Tom, no party lino to-day. Aftor all, I'm loaving 

to-morrov/ and I'd liko ©verything to b© pleasant." 

"That's no party line. That's common sense." 

Dick thought that h© might just as well continus with his 

packing, 

"Would you mind handing me thos© pyjamas? They're on tho 

bottom lodge of that tablo.......Thanks." 

Dick pullod two shirts out of his valise to mak© room for 

tho pyjamas. Thon he pullod tho pyjamas out and put the shirts back. 

He tried to clos© it but a sock k©pt g©tting in th© way. H© pulled out 

two pairs of socks and a tie. Th© voliso closed and Dick breathed a 

sigh of relief. But his triumph was short lived, A pair of whit© under

wear shorts was protruding ovor tho sido. Ho vsras a d©f©atod man. Ho 

sat down d©j©ct©dly on th© bod, 

"Novor could pack," was his unnecessary comjnent, 

"May I try?" asked Tom, 

"Why sure. Go ahead," 

In loss than fivo minutos tho valiso was packed and proporly 

closed and contained all the articles which had proved so impervious to 

Dick's packing tociinique. Tom's oxpression as h© returned to his chair 
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was positively benign, 

Dick thought that Tom lookod smug. "Thank you," ho said 

curtly, and scowled, 

Tom lookod liko an English setter who had boon rofus©d a 

bone. "That's all right," h© said limply, 

Dick folt ashomod, "Say Tom, I'v© got somothing for you," 

H© fished around underneath his b©d. "H©r© ar© a couple of books that 

you may not hav© road, and a small parcel of food that just arrived 

from my sistor, I've packed all th© food I can possibly tako away with 

mo, so don't feol hositant about accepting it." 

"Woll, thanks Fenton, That's very generous of you, I 

haven't received a parcel for somo time." Ho coughed, Tho gray 'hos

pital pallor' of his fac© was tinged with red. He was obviously about 

to say something of importance, "It's boon a real pleasure knowing you, 

I shall miss you," 

"Thank you, Tom. I'll bo located in Farnborough, so if 

you're ©v©r dovm around thor© you must look mo up," 

"I had expected to bo in Aldershot on Friday to seo some 

frionds, but thoy toll mo I can't loavo hor©. A couple of wooks, they 

say. It's enough to drivo a man crazy. They won't oven tell m© what's 

wrong with me. I'm sure it's more than ulc©ra* It's probably cancor," 

"Oh, nonsenso!" 

"I gu©ss not, though, They'r© always hinting that my n©rv©s 

ar© in bad shape. But as I said to those psychiatrist fellov/s, who 

wouldn't feol odgey, never knovdng whon tho devil h© was to b© allov/ed 

out of this prison? Thoy novor even give m© a week-ond leav©," 

"You'v© s©©n a psychiatrist?" 

"Y©s, three. But don't you let on to a soul. Apparently 
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they're seen by evoryono who is suspected of having uloors, but still, 

I don't want anyone to knov/." 

"Wolli" Dick exclaimed, 

"You sound surprised," 

"Well, y©s, I am, rathor. At least, I'm surprised that you 

didn't mention it before. It's certainly no disgrace. I sav/ one soon 

after I got h©r©, H© helped mo, too." 

"Fenton, be honest with rae. Why do you suppose thoy had m© 

soe thre© psychiatrists?" 

"Gosh, I don't know, Tora. Anyway, I'm sur© it's nothing to 

worry about. Thsy'r© probably trying to decide what effect your nervous 

condition has on your ulcers," 

"I'laybe, But it really doesn't matt©r, I hav© mor© brains 

than all thos© crackpots put to-g©ther," H© paused, "I have somothing 

I \'mnt to give you, too," ho said. He tossed a book carelossly on th© 

bed. He roc© to his feet, "Read it sometim© and tell m© what you think 

of it, I'll so© you later," 

Tom left the room. Dick shook his hoad. A book: It v/as 

bound to be Communist propaganda. It TRUS entitled simply 'Tho World To

day*, and he had nover h©2.rd of th© author. How dull! Of course, he'd 

hav© to take it, if only for appearance's sake. But there v/as certainly 

no room in the valise. He sighed. Oh wsll, he'd have to wedge it into 

the haversack somehoT, He picked it up. Out of the pages fluttered a 

piece of paper, to fall on the floor at his feot, H© stooped to retrieve 

it and sav/ that it contained an address. An Aldershot address!! 

Dick felt a surge of excitement. The hide-out of Tom's 

Communist friends, 'Marlows' read th© note, followed by the address. 
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Gingerly Dick picked it up and looked on the other sido. There v/ero 

a series of dates, including the follo\d.ng Friday. Aha! A list of 

meetings! Obviously this was a scrap of paper that Tcan would eventually 

miss. Maybe he was on his way back for it now. Hurriedly Dick slipped 

it inside the book, and tossed the book on th© bed. This was getting 

interesting. How to get th© pi©c© of paper back to Tom vdthout having 

him suspect that it had b©©n s©en? Th©r© v/as only on© thing to do. 

It would hav© to go back insid© the book. 

"You'r© getting very smart, Richard, my friend," muttered 

Dick to his image in the mirror. He grabbed th© book and headed for tho 

officers' donnitory, Tom was propped up in bed, writing a letter, 

"Tom, I do hop© you'll understand but I honestly haven't 

room to pack a safety pin, much loss a volum© of this size! I don't 

think even ycu could squeeze it in. May I tak© a rain ehema and come 

back for it after I'm settled?" 

"Why sura," said Tom, matt©r-of-f actly, "but I would like 

you to road it," 

Dick deposited th© volume carefully on Tom's bedside table. 

"Thanks," he said. "I would like to." 

That was neatly done, he thought, as h© r©turn©d to his room. 

H© grabbed up a chocolate bar from home, and began to chew on it. Fred 

Anglin would b© glad to have that Aldershot address. God knows how many 

other Canadian servioomen went there. It was probably th© Communist 

headquarters for the v/hol© district. But, hold on! What if it wer© a 

deliberate plant? Of course! Why had h© not thought of that before! 

Tom knew that ho was going to be joining some branch of the Int©llig©nc© 

Corps. Possibly Tom was suspicious of Dick's friendship and wished to 

put it to th© tost. Dick stretched out on the bed and stared pensively 
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at the ceiling. It v.us good to try to think again, but the old brain 

was pretty rusty! H© did not want to start working for Fred with any 

strikes against him. Tom had talked of a meeting to bo held this 

coming Friday in Aldershot. Actually he had said tliat he v/anted to 

visit friends but Dick had com© to realize that with Tom, attending a 

meeting and visiting frisnds w©re synonymous. Also Tom had said th*at 

the hospital would not grant him a pass. Woll, that angle could b© 

checked. Obviously, if tho orderly room said that Tom had be©n given a 

pass, then his CocTmunist friend was laying a trap for him. If not, th© 

possibility was that everything was abovo board, Dick then reached 

another decision, H© would investigate this thing alone, without saying 

a word to Fred Anglin. It might turn out to b© nothing at all, and h© 

did not want to have Fred laughing at him. 

His cours© of action having boen decided to his satisfaction, 

Dick then reached for his writing cas©. He had r©ceiv©d a lett©r from 

his sister that morning v/hich had givon him much food for thought. For 

one thing she had written: "Don't drop dead, now, but your littl© 

sister's engagod, I asked Mum not to mention anything to you, so I could 

surprise you with th© nev/s mysolf, Noedless to say, Dicki©, he's a 

pr©tty wondorful boy and I know you'd liko him. Thank goodness th© 

family approi'os! Th© only drawback is that he lives in Vâ icouvor and 

that's whore I siiall havo to livo after the war, Ho's a flying instruc

tor hero, but expects to go back ovorseas next month. Gosh, ho's 

handsome:: H© has blue ©yos, curly fair hair, broad shoulders and all 

th© things a gal dreams of and never really expects. Oops! I almost 

forgot. His name's Donald MacMurtry, and you'll be hearing lots more 

about him." Th© news was indesd a thunderbolt. Little Ellon - engaged! 
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He couldn't believe it. So sh© would be 'Spins©' no more now, but 

Mrs, Donald MacMurtry 1 It was just like her to mention nothing about 

th© date of th© wedding. Ho had immediately sent a cable of congratu

lations and had also enquired whether th© great event v^s to tako plac© 

b©for© MacMurtry was to return to operations. There wore a thousand 

questions ho intended to ask, but they would havo to v/ait until next h© 

v/rote Ellen, His mother would probably bo moro explicit in hor next 

letter. The other item of interest in Ellon's letter concerned Joyc©, 

"Your fiancee driftod in last night and, if I may be permitted to say 

so, I think you're a stinker, Sh© broko down and told me that you hardly 

evor wrote any mor© and when you did, you nevor said anything worthwhile. 

Do you lovo her any more or don't you? For hoaven's sakes t©ll her, and 

put her out of her misery. That girl has it bad, I can't help wondering 

about the nurses in that hospital of you/^. Could it be that my big, 

strong brothor has taken anothor tumble?" 

"I'm a rat," Dick thought and iramsdiately grabbed an air

mail fona. "I'm going to do this if it kills m©, and God knows it will 

mak© a liar out of me. But after all, I'm engaged to th© girl. I'm not 

engaged to Wilma. I'm engag©d to Joyc©:" 

"My Darling," h© b©gan. "I've boen thinking of you all day 

and docided that I just had to write you, I'll b© leaving her© to

morrow and gosh knows when I'll have another opportunity, I lovod your 

last two letters, honoy,..•,«." As soon as h© had finished, h© rushed out 

to mail th© letter before he had a chanc© to tear it up. But somohow ho 

folt no bettor for having writton and mailed it. Rather, he felt shabby 

and depressed. 

"Oh, what the hell," ho growled. "Damn womon anyway," and 

he stompod back to his room to write a letter to Ted. 
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It was almost suppor tim© when he finished. Darkness was 

settling over tho hospital grounds and h© hastened to follow blackout 

regulations. His room looked lik© a monastic coll. Everything had 

been packed but his shaving kit and a pair of pyjamas. To-morrow 

morning ho would sv/ap the hospital garb for his uniform, which hung, 

clean and pressed, on the back of the door. Underneath th© bed h© had 

piled up all th© provisions that he would leave for the mon remaining 

behind. He had also packed two other parcels, despatching one to the 

family that ho and Tod visited in Manchester and the othor to his new 

found friend in Maidstons, Lady Fitzsimmons, Thoro soemed to bo nothing 

left to do. He v/as contemplating turning on th© radio whon there was 

a light tap at the door, 

"Com©:" 

It vrais Wilma. Dick's ©yes lighted up. 

"Pray ©nter," he said, "Make yourself at hom©," 

"Thank you," said Wilma, but she still-stood uncertainly in 

the doorway. 

"Woll, come on in. DOGS th© invitation have to be engraved?" 

Sh© smiled - a small smile that soemsd to b© more a norvous 

reaction than any symptom of ploasur©. 

"Y© Gods," cried Dick in despair, "I must scare th© day

lights out of you:" 

"You do, rather," said Wilma, Despite the strain she had been 

under of looking after wounded mon for the first tim©, she seemed incre

dibly young. But thor© was no doubt that sh© v/as tired. Her face was 

thin and palo, and it had lost its heart-shap©d appearance. Two new 

linos had already appeared at th© corners of her mouth. Yet, with it all. 
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hor oxpression remained wistful and soft undor tho harsh light, "I 

feol a littl© breathless, and it can't bo th© altitud©:" 

"You: Tho calm, cool and crisp typ©: Miss Efficiency of 

1945:'* 

"Strange, isn't it?" sho breathed, 

Dick v/alked over and closed tho door, 

"Do you think you'd bett©r?" sh© askod, and sh© was in dead 

earnest. "After all, you don't nood a nurso any more, you know. 

People will wonder," 

For answer, he caught her hands. She was in his arms and, 

for a crowded moment, his lips v/©r© on hors. It was sho who broko away, 

"Pleaso, pleaso," sho gasped, "It's been so nic© and 

fri©ndly. Let's keep it that way." 

"But, gosh, is it so desperate that I should want to kiss 

you? After all, you're a protty girl and I - woll, I liko you." 

"I liko you too," Wilraa said, "and I suppose I'm acting rather 

lik© a schoolgirl." She seemed to b© making up her mind about something. 

"Dick," sh© continued, "do you realize that we know nothing about each 

other's personal lives? You know nothing about mo. Nothing whatsoever:" 

"Y©3, I do. You'r© a sw©ll kid, and it's writtsn all ovor you. 

I know it tho moment I saw you." 

"Thank you," sho said. For a momont h©r faco shono with an 

unguarded happinoss, but th© ©xpr©ssion of gravity soon roturned. Sh© 

pluck©d nervously at a thread und©r h©r cuff. "If you want to se© m© 

any more, there's something you must know." 

"¥©11, I certainly want to se© you again, so shoot!" 

"Not hero," sh© said. "Not lik© this. I suppos© I'm fishing, 

but I'll b© fr©© this Thursday night. I'll m©©t you somowhere," 
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"Wonderful." Dick lookod relieved but still anxious. 

"We'll havo dinner in Hindhead, M©©t me at the front door her©. 

Six-thirty." 

"It's a date." She too looked reli©v©d. She hold out her 

hand, and Dick took it. "Good-by©, soldior. I had qualms about you 

at first, but you were indeed a pr©tty modol patient. I wish you luck 

in your now venture. And now I must go. There ar© a lot of sick boys 

around, Se© you Thursday." 

Bofore Dick could reply, sh© had gone. All that remained 

of hor v/as a faint scont of porfum© and a look of adoration in a young 

man's fac©. 

Pr©8ontly there was anothor knock at the door and an orderly 

presented himsslf. 

"Captain F©nton?" 

"Yes," 

"Colonol Spottsworth would lik© to so© you immediat©ly, sir, 

in his office." 

"Woll," breathed Dick in surprise. "Thank you," ho said to 

the orderly. "I'll bo right there." 

Colonol Spottsworth had originally boen a nose and throat 

specialist in St.JoIin, Now Brunswick. By dint of a pleasing personality 

and a conscientious attitud© he had risen to command on© of th© largest 

Canadian hospital units in England, Dick had s©©n him s©veral times and 

th© Colonol, whoso work was now entirely administrative, had alv/ays shown 

a sympathetic interest. But it was not customary for th© officer command

ing a hospital to summon a doparting patient merely to bid him good-bye 

and good luck. Dick wondered what was up. 

H© was ushered immediately into th© Colonel's office. It was 
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cold, but a fir© was struggling to be cheerful from a. small grate. It 

succeed©d only in looking pathetic. 

Colonol Spottsworth smilod, "Ah," he said affably, "nic© 

to s©e you up and about, Fenton." 

"Thank you, sir." 

"You'r© leaving us to-morrow, I hear." 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, w©ll, you'vo mad© a splsndid recovery." 

"Yes, sir. I'v© b©en v©ry fortunate." 

"Sit down, Fonton." The Colonol motioned him to a straight-

backed woodon chair on th© othor sid© of his d©sk. "Cigarette?" 

"No thank you, sir." 

Tho Colonol lit ono and leaned back in his chair. "I wanted 

to speak to you about a Lieutenant Goodall, who is a patisnt in this 

hospital." He lowered his voice. "I usod to hav© to submit somo 

wrotched reports on him to Captain Anglin of tho Security section, but 

I believe you'vo been doing it latoly." 

"Yos, sir." 

"Damnod nuisance, all thos© reports. However, as you'r© being 

discharged to Anglin's section to-morrow, I thought ther© were a few 

things you should pass on to him," 

Something crackled and popped in the fireplace. Colonel 

Spottsworth eyed th© coals r©fl©ctiv©ly and th©n turned back to Dick. 

"As yot thor© is no conclusive proof, you understand, but 

this Goodall has been ©xamin©d thoroughly by thro© psychiatrists. It 

was felt from th© v©ry b©ginning that the man's stoi3mch ailments were 

brought on by som© n©rvous condition, and th© psychiatrists' reports all 
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tend to support this contention. They feel that he is suffering from 

an anxiety nourosis, and that any ©xtra strain on his nervous system 

may woll result in a complete nervous breakdown." 

Dick v/as startled. "As bad as that?" ho askod incr©dulously. 

The Colonel ros© and poked at the fire. He tossod a pioco 

of cok© on to th© feebl© ©mbers. "Yos," h© r©pliod slowly, "and maybo 

worso, H© has just be©n given a further ssries of xrays and, as soon as 

w© can consolidate all th© different reports and tosts, we v/ill recommend 

that ho b© r©turned to Canada immodiately for discharge. You may toll 

Anglin that h© will b© forwarded a copy of the final roport. It should 

be propared for my signatur© by the end of th© week," Th© Colonol reached 

out for his 'In-Baskot', a sign that the intQrvi©w was ovor. 

"I wondor if you v/ould happen to know, sir, whether or not 

Goodall would bo given leave to visit friends in Aldershot this week

end or, more specifically, on Friday night, March th© s©cond." 

"Goodall applied for leav© to go to Aldershot, but it v/as 

turned dov/n on my orders. As far as I am concerned he will not leave 

this hospital until h© is transferred to an embarkation unit." By now 

Colonel Spottsworth had selected a lettor from his baskot and had spread 

it out bofor© him. "You'll pass my messag© on then, eh Fenton? And you 

might ask Anglin if I am to continue \dth those v/retch©d reports now that 

you'r© gone. Thor© doesn't seem much point to it with Goodall being 

confined to th© hospital and about to bo sent hom©. But you'd bettor 

have Anglin call mo." 

"I will, sir." Dick stood up, 

"Fine." The Colonel roso and held out his hand. "Good-byo, 

Fenton, and good luck." 
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"Thank you vory much, sir." Dick felt that h© should say 

something mor©, something complimentary about this raan and the staff of 

his hospital, but ho could think of nothing appropriate. H© merely 

shook hands, attemptsd to assume an expression of appreciation, and 

departed. 

Ho walked briskly across th© court yard that separated the 

administration building from his hospital wing. It would seem odd being 

on his own again. And such a Strang© job! What on earth did h© know 

about Intolligenc© or Security? The whol© thing was probably a mistake. 

Still, they must hav© wanted him, for Dick knev/ that every man entering 

this branch of th© service was very carefully screened and Fred had 

hint©d that his, Dick's, background and beliefs had beon thoroughly inves-

tigat©d. Well anyjyay, he wouldn't hav© to stay with the job if ho didn't 

like it. Ho vmlked through th© hospital ward, and stopped to chat with 

two or thro© of tho pationts. Tom was still lying on his bed as ho 

passed and he was gazing intently at th© ceiling. Dick stopped. Slowly 

Tom turned his head until th©ir ©yos met. Dick shivered. He wanted to 

pass right along, but of course h© couldn't. Bosides, why should he? 

Tom looked friondly. Furth©rmor© tho man was ill, and n©ed©d his help, 

"I'll be back in a minut©, Tom. I just want to get rid of 

this grsatcoat." That wasn't a lie. H© v/as already overtired and th© 

weight of th© coat v/as v/earing him doi/n. 

H© reached his room and opened th© door. Funny, he was sur© 

that h© had l©ft th© light on. He reached for th© svdtch. Ho snapped 

it. Click! 

"Surpris©! Surpriso!" came from all corners. Th© eight 

young mon who had visited him earlier in th© day v/ere present, as well 
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as a young medical officer and two nursing sisters, one of whom was 

Wilma. 

"I say, old fruit," said Hodgkins, "w© d©cidod that this 

was a good oxcus© for a party. So w© pooled our r©sources and pr©par©d 

this feast, most of which, I might say, is composed of tho goodies from 

undor your bed." Dick glanced undor th© bed. Sur© ©nough, it was bare. 

Evon tho cigarettes were gone. "However," Hodgkins continued, "we hav© 

added to it and havo even managed to smuggle in six small bottlos of 

ryo! Of courso, as far as tho staff horo is conoorned, I'm only kidding. 

It's roally coloured wator," There was rippl© of lauffhtor, "And w© 
A ' 

must be qui©t unl©3s w© want those honoured guests to got into trouble. 

But, Captain Fonton, wo want you to onjoy yoursolf so that you can carry 

away som© happy momorios of this great institution," 

"Hear! Hear!" 

"Speech!" 

Dick flushed with pleasure and embarrassment, Tom Goodall 

was forgotten as tho party waxed strong until after 'lights out'. Yet 

subdued sounds of revolry reached th© ears of most of th© patients of th© 

Officers' ward. For a long time, Tom lay quit© still, Thon he r©ach©d 

ovor and picked up 'Th© World To-day'• H© thumbed through it and camo 

upon the sheet of papor which containod the addresses. His expr©s3ion 

was inscrutable aJid h© tor© it into small shrods and dropped it into a 

wastopapor basket beside his bed. 

Next morning Dick dashod through the ward and bade ©veryono 

a hasty farewell. Tom recoived no special attention. 

Tom Goodall watchod his friend from a window, as tho depart

ing patient walkod across tho quadrangle to report to th© orderly room. 
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Ho '^3 still watching, with his taut and strained faco pressed 

against tho vdndov/ pan©, as Dick cam© out again and st©pp©d into a 

waiting station wagon that bore him out of sight. 



- CHAPTER 13 -

12 S©ptember 194?. 

Montreal's nev/ Contral Station was bustling with activity. 

Trains seemed to b© arriving from ©v©rywh©r© and ©scalatoro v/or© working 

at full spoed to transport th© passsngers upstairs from th© track lovel. 

Th© garish friozos that dominated th© walls gazed down impassivoly at 

th© scurrying crowds. 

"I hat© this station," Tod complained* Ho was attempting to 

pilot Margaret through a group that had just risen from th© bowels of 

th© station. "It's so damnad cold and glaring. It has no soul!" 

"Oh, I don't know," murmurod Margaret absently as sho dodgod 

two children, who, in turn, wor© trying to dodge a frantically pursuing 

mothsr. "It's always clean, and it's now looking." 

T©d stubbed his to© on a porter's hand cart. "Hell," he 

growled, "why can't anyone watch wh©r© they're going around hore?" 

Margarot laughod. "Why darling, you just got up too ©arly, 

that's all. And out of th© wrong sid© of th© bed, too. I can so© our 

broakfasts are going to b© pr©tty dismal affairs." 

T©d gruntod. 

"Com© on, com© on," coaxed Margaret. "All I ask is ono, tiny 

smil©." Tall as sho was, sh© was almost running in an effort to k©©p 

up vdth his long strides. 

Tod looked down at hor. His eyes started to twinkle. 

"That's better," Margaret said. Sh© was psering at a sign 

board, "Woll, her© w© are, Th© train should arrive in two minutos," 

"Gosh hon, I won't know what to say to the girl. It's been 

ovor fivo yoars and that's a long time in anyon©'s languag©." 

"Well, just be natural* I haven't seen h©r sine© 1944 and 
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I'm not worriod," 

"Y©ah, but sh© was your host friend, I didn't even lik© 

her!" 

"Oh, go on. You were just jealous of hor, that's all. I 

watchod you whon Dick and Joyco announced their ©ngagem©nt. You found 

it hard to got used to tho fact that Dick would bo putting somebody ahead 

of you," 

"It wacn't that at all, really. But she was so syrupy with 

him,' and so possossive. She used to make mo feel sick," 

"She was just vory much in love, that's all." 

"Well, you knov/ you wouldn't hover over m© every minut© of th© 

tim© as if you expected some hostile spirit to whisk m© away." 

"I don't operate that way, darling, I'm th© cold, detached 

type. Rem9mb©r?" 

T©d smiled at her, "I'm much mor© apt to r©m©mb©r times wh©n 

you weren't," 

"Don't b© horrid darling. I can't be a lady all th© tim©, you 

know." 

Two station polic©m©n were moving poopl© away from the area 

in front of th© escalator head, 

"Thank God th© train's h©r©. My tummy's narabling," 

"Silly boy. Why didn't you ©at somothing bofore you cam© down?" 

"You don't think that Mother would ©ver get up at that hour in 

th© morning to foed m©?" 

"Why, you spoiled brat! Are you so helpless that you can't 

food yoursolf?" 

"At sov©n a. m. - y©s!" 
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By now th© ©scalators that thoy were watching were in 

motion, A hat hov© into viow, followod by a faco that could obviously 

havo bonofitted frora ssveral hours' mor© sloop. Two girls wor© next, 

"Gosh," br©ath©d Margar©t, "I wondor if sho's changod," 

"I hope so. Say! Get a load of that riotous hat floating 

our v/ay: Is that part of tho 'new look'?" 

"No, darling. There ar© too many vogotables on it." 

They wer© shouting at ono another in order to be heard over 

the clangor of th© innumerabl© greetings that were being carried on all 

around them. Up and up came the escalator, disgorging its stream of 

huinan flotsam, which v/as anxiously scanned by Ted and Margaret, They 

manoeuvred for a position by the railing. 

"TraiUiS," moaned Ted in despair, "What a bor©:" 

They both spied Joyce at once, 

Sh© was wearing a navy-bluo, cloth coat and no hat, Tiickod 

undor hev left arm wero a purs© and a large magasin©. In hor right hand 

sho was clutching a valis©, T©d was flooded with a thousand emotions, 

H© dreaded speaking to her, dreaded looking at hor. He movod closer to 

Margaret. Sh© linked her arm in his and they moved fonvard to most their 

visitor, 

"Joyc©: Oh, Joyc©!" Margar©t called. 

Joyce turned slowly to face them. For one split second, 5.n a 

crov/ded station, beset ou al^ rides by porters, travelling salesmen, 

commuters and vacationists, three people, whose lives had once been bound 

to-gether, paused to examine each other in a new light, Margaret's face 

revealed exactly what she was - a happy and a contentTed v/oman. Yet a 

faintly troubled expression lurking there showed that she was not so sel

fish that she v/ould not wish others to be happy, too. As for Ted, he felt 
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tliat he was like th© rabbit hypnotized by the snake. 

Yet this girl looked hannless enough. At any rat©, she was 

a complete stranger. H©r black hair ̂ ^̂ âs sleek and brushed severely back 

from her forehead. It v/as tied to-gother in a bun at the nape of her 

neck. H©r fac© was round and plurrp, yet youth and gaiety had been driven 

out of it. It 'fi-as a face of suffering. The nose was small eind flat and 

the lips compressed into a thin lino. She wore no make up. Her coat 

v/as apparently designed to make her look formless and shapeless. Tod 

continued his appraisal of her faco and figure. He noticed that her 

ankles v/ere still shapely but that the effect was ruined by a pair of 

sexless, flat sandals. All in all, ho was shocked by hor appearance. She 

was completely nondescript, Tnat had a friend of his once said of a girl? 

Ah, yes. She had about as much sex appeal as a raw carrot! But there was 

no need for Joyco to be as dowdy as this. He and Margaret would certainly 

have to do something about her state of mind. How 'jms it possible for 

anyon© to enjoy living v/ith grief for so long? For the strange thing about 

this girl was that she did not look unhappy. Martyred and misunderstood, 

maybe, but not actually unh^ippy, 

Joyce was the first to return to the teeming v/orld of reality. 

She dropped her valise and ran forv/ard, "Maggie dear! Oh, how wonderful 

to see you!" 

Margarot threv/ her arms around her. "Gosh, it's so wonderful 

to have you with us." They hugged on© another wanuly, 

Joyc© brushed away a tear and turn slowly to face Ted, 

"Hullo, Ted." Her voice was firm, Ted avoided her eyes, 

"Hullo, Joyce, It's nic© to see you again." 

"Thank you," 

They all stood about helplessly until Joyc© turned to pick up 
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her suit case. 

"Well," said Ted with strained heartiness, "we must attend 

to your luggag©, Joyce, Then I'll see you both to the car and I'll 

wander up to the office. Got to earn a living, you know," 

They started over to the baggage room, 

"Ted Cummings, you be sure and have some breakfast boforo 

you go to work! Evon if you'r© lato, they can get along without you 

for a fevr minutes," 

"Henpecked already," Ted laughed. The girls smilod, Th© 

tension was somev/hat relieved. 

In fifteen minutes Ted Vv̂ s devouring bacon and eggs in the 

station restaurant, and Margarot was driving Joyce to her home. The pre-

nin© o'clock traffic rush was in full svdng and progress was very slow, 

Margaret nosed the car into St. Catharine street, and then followed along 

in the v/ake of a snail-paced street car. Joyco leaned against the door 

of the car and lighted a, cigarette. 

"Well," she said finally, "tho old placo doesn't seem to have 

changed much," 

Margaret sv/or© softly at the taxi driver v/ho cut in so abruptly 

ahead of h©r, and then she turned the car up Peel street. Driving required 

all her attention until tho traffic thinned out as she started to climb 

Cot© dos N0ig©s hill, Th©n sh© spoke ©arnestly to her silent companion. 

"Joyce," sh© said, "tell m©, honestly; how are things vdth 

you?" 

Joyce swung around to face her. Her expression •A'as bland; it 

was as if the question had been put to her already a thousand times, both 

by herself and by others, "I don't complain," she answered evenly. 
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"But do you go out at all? Do you see people?" 

"Oh, of course," 

"Do you go out with anyone in particular?" 

"No ind©©d. Who could ever tak© Dickie's place?" 

"But you can't go on living lik© this forever. You'r© 

still very young and you'll fall in love again. Then ©verything will 

assume a more cheerful persp©ctivo," 

"Maggie, I'll never fall in love again. Never, never!" 

"Don't be silly. Of course you will. All my friends who ar© 

war widows have remarried," 

"Ah! But there's a difference. I'm not a war widov/. I'm 

just tha.t unimportant creature - tho woman who lost a fiance, the woman 

who never had a chance, who n©v©r lived. In short, I'm a frustrated old 

maid," 

"That's a bittorness that you must outgrow. Everyone's life, 

if you look de©ply ©nough, contains somothing th^t could brood bitterness 

or sorrow. Wo all have our battles to wage." Margaret bit her lip, 

"Maggie, you havs ©verytliing. In fifteen days you'll be 

married and that's ©xactly what you want of life, just to be married to 

Ted. And I knov/ you'll both be vory happy." 

"But Joyce, sometimes you have to fight for what you want in 

this world. And sometimes you have to becomo a different person entirely 

before you're successful. Things are not alŵ ays what they appear on th© 

surface," 

Sho spoke with so much feeling that Joyc© glanced at her, 

puzzled. "Well, anyv/ay, vou didn't have to worry. Everything worked out 

perfectly without you having to lift your little fingor," 
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"Yes," 

They drove along Wostmount Avenus in silence. Joyco brok© 

th© sp©ll only as thsy approached the Thomas houE©* "I've tried, you 

know, Maggie, But after the first date or so, I've al̂ i-ays realized 

it's boen no go. And whon any one of them tried to touch me, .o.** 

But worst of all is when I meet someon© who looks like Dickie. My hopes 

rise and I invariably think that this tim© will b© the exception - this 

one must be for me. That's when it's worst. Tho boy I mot v/ho reminded 

ra© the most of Dick, at least in looks, turned out to be tho most con

ceited and th© most boorish man I have ©v©r known. I didn't go out for 

a month after that disappointment." 

Margaret turnod the car into her father's run-ji'ay. "I'll have 

to find you someone as little like Dick as possible," she said lightly, 

while in her h©art sh© despaired of Joyce ever marrying. 

Ted passed a restless day at th© office. Seeing Joyce again 

after all thos© years brought back wav© upon wave of vivid memories th-at 

h© thought had surely been long forgotton. Mostly thoy were memories of 

Dick; gay and happy scones from an adolosccnce that had long since boen 

laid to rest. It was unbsarable for him to contemplat© how much laughter 

and happiness had gon© out of his life. His mind was like an open wound; 

his memory was the salt that he sprinkled into it every few seconds. For, 

as alvmyc, mingled with his thoughts of Dick, were thoughts of his ov/n 

plight. How right was Margaret? Faith was all right in the daytime; it 

was easy to bo optimistic when ©verything around you was bright, whon you 

wer© surroundod by thsse you loved, and when your mind was keen and active

ly engag©d* But at night, when th©r9 was no light, when ther© w©r© no 

poopl©, when there were only four v/alls of a room and a heart boating 
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wildly in tho darkness, hov/ strong must faith be th©n! 

During the course of th© morning Tod wrote fiv© long and 

involved business letters. All of them had to be rewritton, on© as 

many as four timos, Th© stenographer, who v/orked for thre© other men 

as woll, was inclined to deal with him patiently, and so wer© his 

sup©riors, but thoy were all glad that the day of the wedding v/as draw

ing near. 

By noon he had snapped at tho office boy and had berated a 

junior clerk for an error that he himself had committed. Lunch v/as the 

last thing in th© world that he v/anted, but he struggled v/ith a sandwich 

and a glass of milk in the company's cafeteria. H© hastened back up to 

his office, Hs was bewildered and unc©rtain. All of Margaret's attempts 

to h©al his wounds wore rapidly being undermined. 

Damn it, he finally decided, I'll do it! 

He looked up a tolephon© number in the city directory and put 

through a call. 

"Dr. Porcival, pleas© Hullo, Bud? Ted Cuitmings 

O.K. thanks. How are you?......Swell.......Yes, protty soon, now. It 

can't come quickly ©nough to suit me Say, Bud, I wonder if you could 

arrange an electrocardiagram for me at th© hospital......Woll, to-day or 

to-morrow if possible.......Oh! Woll then, as soon as it can be arranged, 

.,.,0h no, I'm fine. It's just routine, Vfant to mak© sure that ©very-

thing is under control bofor© th© big day .That's swell. Bud, Thanks 

a lot." 

Woll! Now he'd know for sure, K© f©lt better. K© was doing 

something that h© had promised Margaret not to do but h© felt that he v/as 

morally in th© right. No matter how th© tests turned out, his nerves would 

surelv be the better for his docision. The phon© rang, "Cummings here,,,., 
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Yes, Bud,.,,,,.Wednesday at ten? Fine. Thank you very much." There! 

It was done. Of course, ho would have to wait fiv© days, but at least 

he had embarked on a course of action. His work seemed much simpler 

after tliat, 

H© l©ft th© offic© on th© stroke of five, Margaret a.nd 

Joyce were waiting for him in Mr, Thomas' car. Already Joyce looked 

better. As it v/as still very warm, sh© was wearing a silk, print drsss, 

and a different cloth coat. This coat accentuated tho lines of her 

figure and she seemed much mor© feminine. Margaret had taken h©r to 

the hair dress©r's, and h©r hair v/as now fluffod out and curly. It gav© 

her face more character, and did not accentuate tho roundnoss as had th© 

sle©k hair-do. A fevr feathers, on what must have be©n a hat, shot up 

from th© front of her hair. Joyc© jumped out of the ear so that Tod 

could sit in the middle. To his surprise, he thought that sh© looked 

cut©, 

"T©d," she announced, by way of greeting, "your future wife 

is trying to transform me into a glamour girl. It's mado m© feel better, 

any hov;! " 

"You look SWQII," h© said, with genuin© enthusiasm, Margaret 

started th© car and th©y pulled away from th© curb, "Hi, hon," he said, 

and poked her gently in the ribs with his elbow. 

Sh© leaned against him a little. "Hi yourself," she replied 

softly. 

"What hav© you two been up to all day?" 

"Why, we've been talking our fool heads off, and then Maggie 

and Mrs. Thomas and I took the afternoon off to go shopping. I bought 

two new dress©s and three hats," 

"And shs's a knock-out, too," said Margaret stoutly. "By th© 
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v/ay, what do you two characters want to h^ve, tea or cocktails?" 

"We'll bo drinking to-night so I think we should hav© a 

nic©, stiff cup of tea," Tod r©pli©d, 

"Drinking to-night? Ted Cummings, I thought you said you 

were tired and just wanted to go to bed ©arly," 

"Can't a guy change his mind?" 

"Com© on noT, Confess, Who changed it for you?" 

"All right. Miss Smartey, you know evorything. Supposing 

you tell mo." 

"The only tim© I was ©ver smart was when I got you to propos©, 

R©memb©r?" She linked h©r arm contentedly in his, \irhon she narrowly 

missed colliding with a street car, she withdrev/ it hurriedly, 

Ted darted a glance at Joyce, Her fac© v/as averted, "It 

was Bill Donnelly," h© said quickly. "H© wants to m©©t Joyce so I said 

wo'd drop ovor for a whilo, I didn't think you had planned anything, 

Bosides, thore's something I want to do th©r© to-night," 

"\?hat?" 

"You'll se©." 

"That all right with you, Joyc©?" 

"Anything at all." 

"Wher© to for t e a ? " 

"Wo're jus t coming t o a l i t t l e t ea room," said Joyce, po in t 

ing t o the side of the s t r e e t , "And t h e r e ' s ac tua l ly a parking space to 

go with i t , " 

Margaret manoeuvred the car into this vacant spot like an 

©xp©rt, and they walked into a large room filled v/ith small tables, A 

file:///irhon
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smartly tailored woman ushered them to a secluded retreat in the corner. 

Each table v/as covered with a red and white chock table cloth, and hold 

a large glass ash tray, A French-speaking v/aitress come over to serve 

them, and Tod gave th© order in French. 

"Does m© good," h© ©xplained, after she had gone. 

"This v/hole trip has don© rae good already," Joyce said softly. 

"You don't know how I v/as dreading it. After all, I haven't been her© 

sine© Dickie's death, I thought I M b© unabl© to face th© old places. 

But I found th^t I could and I did, Wc even visited the Tennis Club this 

afternoon, and later I walked through th© park and sat on th© same bench -

at least it v/as on th© same spot - where Dicki© proposed, I must confess 

that I felt a little tearful while I was at the Tennis Club, but by the 

timo I had reached the park I folt practically no ©motion at all. You 

know, I tried. I honestly tried to fe©l sad and tragic. I always used 

to b© abl© to, but to-day, oven though I v/as in th© some places wher© Dick 

and I fell in love, I couldn't. I realizod that I couldn't ©von remember 

what he lookod like. After all, it was ovor six years ago when he left 

me," H©r ©y©s w©re fix©d on her hands, which were foldod quietly on the 

table in front of her, "It isn't easy to say this but I think I may hav© 

b©en a fool all those years and nobody had th© courage to toll me. Of 

course, it was a tragic loss at first, but after the pain and shock wore 

off, I think I enjoyed being th© martyr. Or maybe feeling that way was 

all that kept m© from going mad v/ith lonoliness and heartbreak. Dickie 

and I had so much, you knov/." 

Ted squirmed in his chair. Margaret shot hira a warning glanc©. 

"Yes," Joyce continued calmly, "these things can't go on for-

©ver but it took a trip to Montreal to teach me so. 'i/hen I came to that 
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park bench and felt perfectly blank, it was like looking into a 

mirror, A distorted mirror. And I didn't like what I saw." 

Ted and Margaret looked embarrassed, 

"I hope you don't mind my rattling on like thifi," pursued 

Joyc© hurriedly, "but I haven't really let loose for so long that I 

can't help it, I only wish now that I wer© to b© th© maid of honour 

after all. I'll never forgive myself for not accepting but I was 

afraid that I might not be able to go through with it. I didn't want 

to let you down. You seo, I was rather jealous and resentful of your 

happiness. I didn't realize it, but I was," 

Th© waitr©ss brought the order to th© table. They at© in 

comparativ© silence yot thoy shared a far greater und©rstanding. Joyce 

had helped to clear th© air, Ted folt immeasurably better. He pressed 

his leg against Margaret's under th© table, tiHiat a girl! She grew 

lov©lier every day. He felt a consuming desir© to kiss her, to hold her 

in his arms. He busied himself by spr©ading more strawberry jam on his 

last piece of toast. He drained his toa cup. 

The woman in th© tailored suit approached the table. She was 

smiling* 

"Was ov©rything satisfactory?" sh© asked, 

Ted thought her French accent was charming. "Y©s, indeed," 

h© replied, 

"Would you like to have your tea cups read?" 

"Oh no, th^nk you," said Margaret quickly. "Wo must get 

right hom©." 

"Oh, it won't tak© a minut©," coaxed Joyco. "Will it?" she 

asked, turning to tho woman. 
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"No, madcmoisello. Not if you wish a quick reading." 

"But it's all so silly," Margaret porsisted. "Don't you 

think wo'd better mov©, Ted?" 

"No," said Ted firmly. "Not at all. I think it should bo 

fun." He looked squarely at her, 

Margarot straightened herself in hor chair, Hor eyos fell, 

"Very well," sh© said quietly. "I seem to be outnumbered. But be 

briof, if you ploase. W© really must hurry." 

"Oh isn't this fun!" squealad Joyco happily. "Her©, do me 

first." 

Tho womâ n clutched th© cup in both hands and compressed hor 

lips. For a full half minute nothing was said, but sh© finally looked 

up, "Things haven't been going too well for you lately, but I se© happi

ness ahead. And it will com© soon. You are going to meet a tall, dark 

man and you'r© going to marry him. Not this young man," sh© said, indi

cating Ted, "but another," Sh© paused to study th© cup mor© closely. 

"Abov© all, I se© a surprise. Yes, thero's a surprise hero that will 

threaten your hard won happiness. You'v© got to b© strong about it and 

shov/ courago, madcmoisolle. Th©re's no indication what sort of surprise, 

but it will bo tho last thing in th© world you'd expect. It might have 

something to do with money. I don't know. Anyway it will b© overwhelming." 

She turnod her attention to Margaret's cup. Margaret was 

loaning forward ovor tho table, white and still. The woman lookod puzzled. 

"You two are great friends?" she asked. 

Joyco and liargaret noddsd, 

"Thon p©rhaps it's not so strang©, B©eause you, too, idll be 

involved in this surprise, madcmoisolle, and it will also hav© a far reach-
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ing ©ff©ct on your life, I wish I could tell you mor© about it but 

I can't," Sh© busisd herself with both cups. She put Joyce's down 

and turnod her att©ntion back to Ilargarot, "You 'd.11 know happiness 

too," sh© continued, "Even greater happiness than your friend, though 

it may not be so lasting. Still, I see that you are one who makes the 

most of ©very moment. It's always a good idea," 

Margaret stared at her, fascinated, 

Th© woman reached out for Tod's cup. 

For s©v©ral moments sh© did not speak, 

"This surprise that I mentioned," she said in a low voice, 

"is going to affoct you most of all, so much so that I am afraid it 

will react unfavourably on your health. Watch yourself, young man, B© 

prepared for any ©v©ntuality," She cleared her throat. It was as though 

she wer© forcing h©rs©lf to b© cheerful, "You, too, ar© about to know-

happiness, however, A great happiness, I see a trip too, and unless 

I miss my guess, it's a v/edding trip." 

Joyc© clapped hor hands. "Isn't sh© wonderful?" sh© exclaimed. 

"I alv/ays said th©r© v/as somothing to this fortune telling business!" 

"It's been very nice," said Margaret, as the woman seemed 

about to continue, "Thank you. Do you want to come with me to the 

ladies' room, Joyce?" 

Th© two girls loft th© tabl©, and Joyce could b© heard protest

ing their rude d©partur© all th© way across the room. The woman followed 

them with her eyes. "I hope I haven't said anything to upset the ladies," 

she murmured to Ted. "Your fiancê e seems rather upset." 

"Oh no, that's all right," Ted replied hastily. "We're being 

married in a few days, you know, and sho's just a littl© jumpy." He 



- 199 -

hand©d the won:an some monsy, 

Hor dark ©y©s w©r© enigmatic. "Thank you, monsieur," shs 

said, as she withdr©w. "I wish you all the happiness in the world. And, 

ontr© nous, I don't think that the surprise will have anything to do with 

money. But bo on your guard, monsieur, Bonjourl" 

On th© way hom© in th© car, Joyce chattered ©xcitodly about 

th© great surpris© that vms awaiting them all, but neither Margaret nor 

Ted evor broached tho subject of the fortun© t©ll©r again, 

Aft©r dinner, Ted called for tho two girls and they set off 

to walk to Bill Donnely's, Each one seemod occupied with his or her 

thoughts, and there was little convorsation until they approached tho 

Fentons' noighborhood, 

"Joyco callod Unci© M©redith to-day but ther© was no ansv/©r 

to eithor th© hous© or th© offic© phon©," Margarat announced to Ted, 

"I didn't wont to say much to hor. I thought I'd lot you explain, dear." 

"Goodnoss," said Joyc©, "is it something serious?" 

"Joyc©, we don't know," replied Ted gravely. "We hop© not, 

but we feel that Mrs, F©nton may bs mentally ill in soms way. This is 

to b© kept strictly between us but I feel that she is a virtual prisonor 

in hor ov/n houso." 

"Oh, T©d, that sounds fantastic!" 

"Possibly, but while I hav© no proof I have soma pretty strong 

reasons for bolieving as I do. First of all, I went to visit th©m and 

could get no answer, I knew someono v/as in that hous© b©caus0 I saw a 

curtain movo, Yot whilo I was still at the door, Dr, Fenton com© along 

and insistod that no on© was homo. Woll thon, yostorday I droppod around 

again to ask him to have dinner with us. Mother had hoard that Mrs, Fonton 
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had gon© to visit her brother and v/e thought he would b© alone. But he 

wouldn't como, H© plead©d previous ©ngagoments. Yet again, I felt that 

somoon© els© was in that houso. This tim© I heard noises from upstairs, 

as if someone were shuffling dov/n their liall. But Dr, Fonton laughed 

and said it was only tho char v/oman, Joyce, I folt difforently. It was 

Mrs, Fsnton, I'm positive," He docided not to mention Marion's appea

rance on tho street that day. It was just possible that h© had boen 

mistaksn. P©rhaps it had not been sh© after all, 

"That's too molodraraatic," scoffed Joyce, "I'll run in to

morrow, and I'll bet I can clear up the mystery in two minutos," 

"Joyco doar," counsoll©d Margaret, "I would advis© that you 

go at this thing v©ry carefully, W© don't want to upset Uncle Meredith, 

If anything's v/rong, he'll be able to settle it as woll as anyon© can." 

"?/e'll so©," said Joyc©, and that ssemed to b© that. 

Bill was waiting to rocoiv© them. Thoy adjourned to the 

ping pong room in th© bassment, 

"Drinks?" askod th© host, as ho bustlod around a small bar 

in a corner of the room, 

Joyc© looked surprised, "Why, you crazy boy," sho said. 

"It's not even eight-thirty yet," 

"That's all right," said Bill cheerfully, "the sun's over 

th© yardarm," Entertaining gav© him a certain dignity, Ted noticod. 

Ho was mor© composed and loss jittery, and his fac© v/as not so apt to 

twitch. Tod remembered in som© surpris© that Bill had been considered 

handsom© in school. Far handsomer than either himself or Dick, 

"I'll have a beer," Ted roqu©st©d, 

"Nothing for me, thanks," said Margaret, 
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"I certainly wonH have anythin<^, either." Joyce was 

still lookinj^ critically at him, "I5aybe later," 

Bill poured a highball for himself and a beer for Ted, 

"Bridge?" he asked. 

Ted thought that bridge should be the solution, 

"̂ That a boring game," Joyce complained, "I*ve never 

really bothered to take it up," 

Ted felt that his original impression of Joyce was 

confirmed. He would willingly have strangled her. Bill, however, 

seemed not in the least disturbed, 

"Well," he countered affably, "I have a new album of 

recordings "by Artur Rubenstein, How about naming through that?" 

"Oh, that would be wonderfulI" exclaimed Joyce, "Which 

album is it?" 

"I'll leave it to you to guess," said Bill, as he turned 

his attention to the gramaphone. 

"I love the classics, don't you?" Joyce breathed. 

Margaret was looking at her closely. "I love any music," 

she answered. It was true. She could listen to music forever, yet she 

could not distinguish Brahms from Shostakovitch, Stephen Foster from 

George Gershwin, 

Bill played through Rubenstein»s album. It was Grieg's 

Piano Concerto, No one spoke. Bill seemed in a trance, Joyce watched 

him and Margaret watched her. Ted kept his eyes averted from everyone. 

The music moved him profoundly. 

The concert ended and, for a while, the conversation was 

lacklustre, Joyce bombarded Bill with questions about his occupation -

or lack of one. He was vague about what he had done, but positive about 
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why he did not want to do more, 

"Well," she said stoutly, "I don't blame you for taking 

your time in looking around. After all, a life's work is not some

thing to be decided upon lightly. But painting is fascinating. Can 

I see some of your work?" 

Bill hesitated, "Next time you cone," he temporized. "1*11 

have some out on display," 

"Now don't you forget," Joyce insisted. 

"Excuse me a moment," interrupted Ted, and he If̂ ft the room. 

He could hear Joyce still talkinjj about the art of painting as he went 

upstairs. In the upper hallway he paused to listen. There did not seem 

to be anyone around, 

"Anybody home?" he called out softly. 

There was no reply. He ran up another flight of stairs and 

down a short corridor. At the end of this hallway was Bill's v:£2!tes=sn. 

It was not locked, but he had forbidden his family to enter it except 

for the purpose of cleaning, Ted darted in and looked hastily around. 

He opened a cupboard and there, before him, was a pile of canvasses. He 

picked out the back three and withdrew. He sprinted down the stairs and 

out to his car. He opened up the trunk and laid his .bundle on a large 

sheet of paper that he had placed there previously. Then he locked the 

trunic, and returned to the ping pong room. 

"But every man needs some woman to look after him," Joyce was 

insisting, ("Hideous female propaganda," Bill murmured, winking at 

Margaret,) "Men are such babies really. For instance, let»s take you." 

Ted slipped quietly into his chair, Margaret was looking at 

him rather anxiously. He smiled reassuringly at her, 

"You must have room for another beer now," Bill remarked. 
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and everyone laughed except Joyce, who seemed anxious to carry on 

with her discussion, 

Ted accepted another beer, 

"All right, then, what about me?" Bill demanded of Joyce, 

"Well, for one thing, if you had a wife you probably 

wouldn't be wearing that absurd blue tie idth a brown sports coat," 

"Listen," said Bill with some heat. "If there's one thing 

I shall always insist on choosing myself, it's w own ties," 

"Oh, I think yo\ir tie shows excellent taste. But, even if 

you are a painter, I feel that women have a better colour sense than men, 

I think that I would have chosen one of your other ties to wear with 

that jacket." 

Bill grunted, Joyce, aided from time to time by Margaret, 

held forth on the advantages of wifely care, Ted felt that there was 

nothing for him to say, and even Bill desisted from interrupting - very 

often. 

By eleven o'clock Bill was claiming that it was all a 

conspiracy, that he was perfectly happy being free and single, and he 

suggested that they tuck into some sandwiches that his mother had prepa

red earlier. 

By eleven thirty, they were lingering over second cups of 

coffee, and Bill was discoursing on his favourite subject - the imminence 

of war with Russia, Joyce was thunderstruck, 

"lYhy," she exclaimed aghast, "you wicked boy! It»s talk 

like that that brings on wars. Supposing we were all to talk that way? 

What do you think would happen then?" 

"Peace in our time," replied Bill, 
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"How on earth do you figure that out?" 

"Why, it's simple. Any country which entertains thoughts 

of war tries to convince others that war is really not imminent at all. 

Lots of gullible people in the democracies are taken in, even though 

the monster is happily swallowing up country after country around him, 

and they promptly start 'Let's Keep our Boys out of Foreign Wars' Clubs, 

That's just dandy for the aggressive nation which soon has things its 

own way. But if that nation thinks that we are strong and vigorous, 

and that we are prepared to fight a long war, then it will never attack, 

Q.E,D." 

"But you've got to prove that Russia has aggressive thoughts 

in her head. She has done nothing except to strengthen her own borders, 

or at least make them comparatively safe from attack. How do they know 

that the United States won't send over an atom bomb first?" 

"Yes, the Americans are so noted for starting wars." 

Ted rose to his feet. "This has been a perfectly charming 

argument," he said, "but really, I've heard it before at a far more 

convenient hour." 

"Yes," Margaret agreed, "we really must head for home." 

Outside, in the car, Joyce turned to filargaret, "Thank you 

for introducing me to someone as little like Dick as possible," she said 

thoughtfully, "But you know, they both have one trait in common. Dick 

needed someone to look after him, and so does Bill." 
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- CH-APTSR 14 -

27 February 1945 . 

Th© station v/agon pulled up in front of th© small hous© 

with a squsal of brakes. Dick ©merged and looked about him with 

satisfaction. His chauffeur, Fred Anglin's driver-batman, led tho 

way into an office. Tho only hoat in the room was suppliod by tho 

usual meagre fire in the usual miniatur© grate. Th© walls could 

boast only of two largo calendars and a security poster ('Don't talk,' 

it screamed, 'th© enemy has ears/ and it shov/ed th© usual thin-lippod, • 

sardonically smiling Gorman watching with fiendish glee as an Allied 

vessel slowly sank benoath th© waters.) Th© room itsolf \TXB hare except 

for a desk, thr©© chairs, and a cmiall, st©©l filing cabinet that was 

hidden away in a corner. 

Fred gr©©t©d Dick at th© door. Th© corners of his ©y©s v/ere 

crinkled in a cordial welcome. "It's wonderful to see you, Dick. You' 

r© looking iUJull." 

"Thank you, Frod, I'm roally looking forward to working with 

you. In fact, I'm looking forward to working, period," 

"Woll, I don't know whether there'll b© ©nough to keep you 

satisfiod for long, but I'm hoping that evorything will work out just 

swoll!" 

"Me too," 

"Com© and I'll introduce you to th© boys, and thon wo'll go 

down and havo a look at tho diggings. Our billet is a pretty grim spot, 

but our choice is limited, to say th© least, W©'11 hav© to ©at out, too, 

except for breakfast, and th© choic© of food is mor© limited still. But 
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wo'll hav© fun," Ho prossod a buzzer. Almost immodiatoly a Sergoant 

Major appQar©d on the scene, 

"Sergeant Major Elliott, I want you to meet Captain Fenton." 

"How do you do, sir." 

"How ar© you, S©rg©ant Major?" 

"As you know. Captain Fenton is going to be with us for a 

tira©," Fred ©xplained. "I thought I'd introduco him to th© boys bofor© 

I show him th© mansion he'll b© living in." 

"Y©s sir. I'll gather th© boys to-gether," Th© Sergeant 

Ifajor vanished, 

"Ho's a marvel, that man, I think you'll liko tho follows, 

too, Thoy all livo out on a subsistoncs allov/anco and are scattered 

around th© area. Of course there isn't nearly as much for them to do 

now that most of th© army is on th© continent, but I guess they keep 

busy. As long as they hand in reports conscientiously and I roceiv© no 

complaints from tho units they look after, I giv© them a free hand. 

They've n©v©r let ra© down yet. They handle a great many security lec

tures, although I do manag© to giv© a few myself." 

Ther© was another light tap on the door, and th© S©rg6ant 

Major roappoarod. "Th© men are ready, sir," h© said. 

"Thank you." Frod led th© way down th© hall to a small room 

that was usod for meetings by day and pokor games by night. "Most of 

those follov/s are bett©r ©ducated than I," h© ©xplained to Dick. "We 

have a la.'ffyer and two school teachers, amongst others." He oponed tho 

door of tho mo©ting room, Th© m©n jump©d to thoir feet and stood stiffly 

to attention, 

Fred smiled at them, "Thanks, boys," h© said, "Please sit 

down," Thoy did so, H© motioned Dick into a chair beside his at the 
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head of the table and thoy, too, took their places, "I've asked you 

all to como in this morning to moot an officer who is to be v/ith us for 

a v/hil©, I think w©'r© very fortunate to have hira, H© went through 

officers' training at the sam© tin© as I did, and graduated near th© 

top of his class. He com© ovor here immediately afterwards and saw 

soven months of action as an infantry officer on the continent," Dick 

v/as fidgeting as h© f©lt the men attempting to siz© him up, "Th© only 

reason ho's hor© with us is that he was severely woundod and was just 

discharged from hospital to-day. He has been restrict©d to duties in 

England, And I can tell you ono other thing that isn't generally known -

h© has been r©comra0nded for tho Military Cross," His brief pause was 

both dramatic and ©ffectiv©. "Boys, I v/ant you to moot Captain Fenton," 

There was a murmur of greetings, and then Fred introduced each 

member of th© section porsonally. Dick was impressed. He liked their 

polit© mann©r, and h© liked th© obvious ©steem and affection in which 

thoy h©ld their 'boss', Frod Anglin, H© stayed and chatted to them for 

a whil© until Fr©d explained that th©y would all meet again that night 

for a pokor party, Thon ho suggssted to Dick that thoy drivo to their 

lodgings, 

"Does anyone sloep her© in the offic©?" Dick asked, 

"Only one of th© men. There must b© someone around at all 

times to answer th© phon©." 

Tho boarding hous© turned out to be a spacious old hom© s©t 

back from th© road and surroundod by a trim hodg©. 

"Bn!" said Dick in-surprise. "I didn't expect anything as 

grand as this!" 

"I'm sur© it us©d to be very nic© but it's certainly in a 
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stat© of disropair right now. One© upon a timo there wer© several 

boarders, I'm told, and thoy had themselves quite a gay time, but last 

summer tho old v/oman who owns tho houso suffered a stroke. So sh© 

throw out all her boarders except the officers connected with the 

security section. Thero's a wartime law under which sh© has to koep 

us, but sh© sees that v/e don't got any mor© than sho is absolutely 

forced to provid©." 

"What's she lik©?" 

"I'v© never laid ©y©s on the old bat. Sho's bed ridden," 

Thoy v/alkod up th© path, 

"Fred, did you say that you were the sol© boarder?" 

"Yos." 

"Then don't tell me you're the father of the occupant of 

that baby carriago!" 

Fr©d laughed. It was a rich chuckle, and he so obviously 

enjoyed giving free rein to it that Dick was always anxious to say 

something witty, 

"I don't think you'd say that if you saw th© mother," Fred 

explained, "Sh©'s loonoy as a march hare. But it's a very cosy set

up. You soa, the father's a Canadian, with a vdf© and six children of 

his own back in Queb©c somewhere. H© comes hor© for a visit whenever ha 

can g©t leav©. Matt©r of fact, h© v/as her© last v/sek-ond. Ah! Horo's 

Flora now," 

A young woman in whito uniform arrived on th© scono, Hor 

oy©3 w©re vacant and her jaw was slack. Her hair lookod as tidy and clean 

as th© cord on a woll usod mop, Hor largo feot were ©ncasod in slippers 

that were in shreds. Sho stared blankly at tho men. 
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"Flora, this is Captain F©nton» Havo you his room roady?" 

"Y©s sir. Mrs, Harrison said ho v/as to hav© th© one next 

to yours," Sh© shuffled along in front of them and threw open a door. 

"Thank you. Flora," Fred said by way of dismissal. Sho left them, and 

th© scuffing of hor slippers along the floor grow faintor and gradually 

died away. 

"Well, this is it! Not ©xactly th© royal suit© but you 

have a b©d, a bureau and a window and I doubt if you'll bo in h©ro much 

anyway* I ko©p my spar© uniforms in tho offic© and so I never corn© back 

from morning till night. For ono thing tho sight of Flora is too depress

ing. For anothor, it's lik© tho tombs. No one's evor around," 

"I can so© why," Dick dropped his valis© and haversack, and 

tested tho bod. "Not too bad." 

"Woll, I'll leav© you to got sottled, Wand©r up to th© 

offic© when you're ready for lunch and I'll introduco you to tho local 

©at©ry. L©t ra© vrarn you, though - by twolvo-fifteen thoy'r© out of sausa^ 

m moat and by twolvo-thirty th©y're out of brussel sprouts. So you'd 

b©tt©r me©t m© at twolvo. Walk straight up to th© top of the road and 

turn right. You can't miss it, old top, Thon, this aftornoon, if you 

f©©l up to it, I'll take you around and introduca you to a fow of tho 

characters who run th© units around hero," 

"Sounds swell. Thanks a million, Frod. I think I'm going to 

enjoy my stay here vory much." 

"Good, It's groat to hav© you. By th© way, I know my 

ultorior motives aro showing but I'm long ovordu© a leave. Do you think 

you'll b© able to take over in a coupl© of weeks?" 

"Sure, if your Serg©ant Major's smart enough to know all th© 

answ©r3." 
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"He knows them, all right. I never havo any worries when 

h©'3 around. All I'm n©©ded for in that offic© is to sign letters," 

"Well then, I guess I can tako over," 

"Good. By th© v/ay, I hav© no plans for this week-ond if 

ther©'s any plac© you want to go." 

"No, I don't think so, thanks," But he reconsidered, "Gome 

to think of it, maybe aftor Thursday night I'll be more anxious to take 

advantage of your offer," 

Frod grinned knowingly, "0,K, old boy. Just say the v/ord. 

See you for lunch!" 

Dick o?en©d his valise and spread a few of his more treasurod 

possossions around tho room. Soon his mother was regarding him fondly 

from tho buroau and Ted was grinning cheerfully from th© mantel. Dick 

stuck snapshots of his father and Ellen in th© side of his mirror, and 

left two larg© photographs of Joyc© in th© bottom of his suitcase, H© 

peppered th© bur©au and mant©l with brush©s, combs, books and various 

othor articles of his kit, but still the room looked cold and bare. Even 

tho addition of two lightly clad and well proportioned young ladies - on© 

over his bureau and th© othor ovor th© foot of his bod - had no effect. 

Ho shook his head. "Well, I tri©d," h© muttered, and decided that it v/as 

tim© to meet Frad for lunch. 

Lunch turned out to bo, as Fr©d had sugg©st©d, a slightly less 

than sumptuous ropast of sausag© meat, plain and undisguised; brussol 

sprouts, saltless and watery; and potatoes, cold and greasy, A porridge-

lik© d©ss©rt was no more appotizing. 

Frod laughed ruefully. "Well, nevor mind," he said. "It's 

cheap. And to-night v/e'll spread oursolves to dinner in tho hotol, Th© 
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m©al may not b© so much bettor, but at l©ast we can hoist a couplo 

beforehand, and tho surroundings -will bo moro glamorous," 

Dick had a strenuous day. With Fred ho visited many of th© 

army csimps in th© vicinity - reinforcement^ depots they wer© for th© 

most part, where men received their final training and documentation 

bofor© proceeding to th© continent. Nevor had ho met such a staggering 

array of Li©ut©nant Colonols and Majors, He returnsd to his room mor© 

than ready for a short rest and a bath, only to find it fillod with his 

heavy luggag© which had been forwarded from th© kit storage dopot. So 

h© spent th© next hour filling his cupboard and th© drawers of his bureau 

with moro clothes than h© would ©v©r n©©d in fiv© y©ars. He th©n m©t 

Fred and they adjourned to the local hotol. On© drink led to several 

and Dick renewed acquaintances with at least a dozen officers and men 

whom h© knew and who wor© stationed nearby. Frad was alv/ays at his side, 

insisting on buying all th© drinks and introducing him to anyone v/ho 

might possibly some day b© of sorvic©. 

Lif© for Dick assumed a much more reseat© hue. His legs, 

which had b©en stiff and aching all afternoon from the unaccustomed 

©xercis©, now folt as though thoy did not even belong to him. In short, 

h© had forgotton that h© had any limbs at all. The pallor had loft his 

cheeks which now shone lik© prize Mackintosh apples. There was a sparkl© 

in his ey© that match©d Fr©d's, Fred, in fact, spent the ©vening beaming 

on all and sundry. He had a companion to work with whom he liked and 

admired, and furthormor© h© v/ould now b© able to tak© that leav© to 

Cornv/all that ho had planned for so long. He bought a fifth round of gin 

and orango for himself and Dick and thre© others who had ventured too 

close. 



- 212 -

Dick remembered later that the conversation had boen 

extremely witty, and tha-t he and Fred had convulsed their companions 

for fully half an hour with scintillating repartee. There v/as also 

somo vagu© recolloction of a sixth drink. It seemed that h© and Fred 

had known each othor for three years, seven months, eight days and 

several hours and somehow this made it imperativ© that he buy another 

round* They slid into th© dining room at eight-thirty, entirely obli

vious of the rathor frigid glaros being tossed thoir v/ay by the wai^ 

drosses. Soup appeared, as if by magic. Of that they wore sure. But 

neither could remember what follov/ed. Fred thought that they had choked 

down somo plaice; Dick was sur© that it must have been rabbit stew. 

At any rate they wore both agr©©d that the conversation had continued 

in a sparkling vein and that they had injected a littl© lif© into the 

staid old room. They d©cid©d that they would hav© to hav© dinner liko 

this ©vory night - until each on© looked at the bill and then into his 

wallet. Aft©r that, they wer© very sober. 

"I think w© should do this one© a week," Fred ventur©d 

cautiously as they wer© walking back to the office. 

"Yeah. Any aspirin in the office?" 

"Sure, but you v/on't need any. The party should be in full 

s^dng by now and the boys always manage to lay in a good, big keg of 

bosr." 

"Thanks. I'll stick to th© aspirin." 

Fr©d lookod hurt, "But this is a party," he remonstrated, 

"I know, and I'm ©njoying it," Dick insisted, "but I would 

liko to be able to manoeuvr© when it's all over." 

Fred laughed, "You will," h© said, "I'll take car© of you." 
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"That's damned whit© of you, but who's going to tako car© 

of you?" 

"Th© Sergeant Major. I tako my cue from him. As soon as 

h© starts to cast an anxious oy© upon mey I stop drinking." He laughod 

again. It was certainly an infectious sound. Dick laughed too. And 

ho was quick to note that th© Sergeant Major threv/ anxious glancos at 

both of them as soon as they walked in the door. True to his word, Fred 

drank sparingly. Despite the constant entreaties and ministrations of 

the ton othor mombors of the section, Fred consumed but tv/o glasses of 

boor th© whole evening, Dick restricted hiaiself to ono aspirin and a 

glass of water. He could seo that his abstemiousness was a grave dis

appointment to tho men, but he knew that h© had mad© a lasting friend 

of the more temperate Sergeant Major, 

Th© poker gam© lasted until one o'clock and Dick enjoyed 

himself immens©ly although his head was aching and he lost over throe 

pounds. The mon wero all very friendly but nover ones did any of them 

overstep tho slight lin© of distinction that separated ©fficient officers 

from v/©ll trained men. Yot ther© was no feeling of restraint, Fred 

obviously had their respect and, by boing friendly and natural vdth thorn, 

Dick hoped to earn it, too, Excollent refreshments were served, and non© 

too soon, as soveral of the pokor olayors v/ero evidently in need of some 

solid nourishment. One moraber producad a banjo, and another, the posses

sor of a surprisingly fine tenor voice, lod th© group in a sing song. 

Finally thor© v/©r9 jokos, a limitless fund of typical army jokes in which 

on© leads to another in an endless, unbroken chain. Dick laughed heartily 

at them all, ©v©n th© filthiest ones, but followed Fred's exarapl© and did 

not offor any of his own. 
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It was three-thirty when the party broko up, "My God, 

I'm thoughtless," Fred exclaimed as thoy h©ad©d for home and bed, 

"This afternoon I drag you all ovor th© countryside and to-night I 

k©©p you up until nearly four o'clock, and here it's your first day 

out of hospital. You must bo doad on your foet." 

Dick mustered up a faint smile, "Not at all. I've onjoyod 

myself. And I think you'v© got a darn fine bunch of fellows there." 

"Well, I certainly like them," Fr©d replied. "But I refuse 

to b© svdtched off tho ]aain subject - namoly, you. To-morrow morning 

you will stay in bed. Understand?" 

"Yos sir. When may I g©t up, sir?" 

"Noon, and not a moment bofore." 

Fred oponed the front door of their lodgings, which was nover 

locked. "Now remember what I said! You hav© a good rest to-morrow." 

"Y©s, sir," Dick paused at his door. "But I would be most 

obliged if you would call me for breakfast. It upsets the flow of all 

my digestiv© juicos if I miss any of my meals." He winked at Fred, "Good

night," he said, as h© went into his room, 

"Good-night Dick," Fred stood there for a few seconds, looking 

at the closed door, with a v/orried expression on his face, "He's overdon© 

it to-day," h© mumblod, as he entsred his own room, "Like hell I'll call 

hira for breakfast." 

Dick was actually so exhausted that he foil into bod still 

wearing his underwear and his shirt, and then was unabl© to fall asl©©p. 

H© lay there, tossing and tvdsting until the bod v/as hot and the covers 

all askow. That desperat© f©Qling overtook hira that comes to anyon© 

suff©ring from insomnia who knows that to-morrow is to be a heavy day. 
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His mind vra.s racing from person to porson with feverish intensity, 

Ther© w©r© visions of Tod being blown up as he led his company into 

action. He thought of his family. Ho tried to picture his sistor's 

fianco. H© kn©v/ that the tim© would soon come to write another lettor 

to Joyce, but should it b© couched in th© languag© of a lover or a 

frisnd? If he were to b© s©nt hom© to-morrow, could thoy possibly take 

up whore thsy had l©ft off? He doubtod it. Thes© obscure visions of 

Joyco instinctively led him to thoughts of Wilma. Disturbingly intimato 

thoughts that caused him to thrash around in his bed mor© wildly than 

©ver. What on e?a'th could it b© that sh© had to toll him? That sho 

did not lovo him? That sho, too, had a fianco somewhor©? Frod had 

n©v0r volunt©©red any information and Dick had boen too proud to ask. 

Nevor mind, Thursday night would be the night, all right. Why the ho^l 

did it s©em so damnably far av/ay? Wasn't it fiv© o'clock Wedn©sday 

morning already? H© groaned. His legs wer© throbbing and ther© were a 

thousand littl© hammors tapping the insid© of his skull. He buried his 

fac© und©r th© shests and vowed to himsolf that h© would not mov© so 

much as a muscl© until 3l©©p ovortook hira. H© had one more vision of Tod 

being bayon©tt©d. He thought of Wilma as sho had been during the party 

in his hospital room - a warm and vital woman, v/ith no trace of tho rathor 

bittor and sarcastic sang froid to v/hich she sometimes fell victim. And 

that red hair! H© groaned again. 

It was nearly six o'clock when h© finally f©ll asl©©p, 

Th©r© h© was again on a street which, by now, h© could rocog-

niz©, H© vras one© more bathed in the enshrouded rays of a street lamp 

at an intersection, and prickly foar was covering his body with goose 

pimplos. He knew that he could turn only on© way. H© squarsd his shouldors. 
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Ho had be©n down this stre©t before. Th© dim outline of tho houses 

and th© church was familiar. ?/oll, nothing drastic had happ©n©d th© 

last tim©, and h© was detQrmin©d to b© calm and cool now, Yot tho 

palms of his hands v/ere wot and he knew that his knees wer© shaking. 

On he w©nt as before but this timelher© was no sound of weeping, no on© 

offering to accompany him. His shoos rang out on th© sidewalk. Soon 

he stopped and sniffled. Something was burning, H© lookod around, 

Thoro! Through th© darknsss and the fog! That hous© on th© right was 

on fir©. Ho started towards it but h© v/a.s unable to walk quickly and it 

was som© time before he reached th© gate. By than smoke v/as pouring out 

of the windows, and he could see the dancing flames through the glass 

paz*tition of th© front door. His heart was beating wildly nov/, although 

it was not the fir© that caused his panic, H© droppod to his hands and 

knees and crept stealthily up th© sid© of th© path under covsr of some 

bushes, Th© smok© was stinging his nostrils, burning his throat. Yet 

he must roach that front door uns©©n for somoon© would b© waiting for him 

in that houso. Then it was that h© sav/ it, A shoe! A large, black 

shoe. Ho gasped. At last h© could so© th© fiend who controlled him so, 

H© looked up - slov/ly and with mounting horror and reluctance his eyes 

travelled up tho pant leg that confrontod him, Bofor© h© had even reached 

th© kn©© a blinding flash of light illumined the darkness and a mighty 

explosion rent th© air, Dick was hurled to the ground, H© tried to raiso 

himself up but h© had no strength, H© struggl©d dosporatoly, H© must 

see that faco! H© cried out in his frustration. Ho cried out again and 

again. 

He awok© to find himself on th© floor, Frad had switched on 

the light and was standing ov©r him. 
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"Dick, for God's sak©, ar© you all right?" 

Dick passed his hand wearily over his eyos. "Yes, I'm all 

right," H© got up and threv/ some of the bed clothes back on the bod, 

"What timo is it?" 

"Sovon o'clock and raining like a son of a gun. It's still 

pitch black outsid©," 

"Uh-huh." He sat down on the edge of the bed, "I'm terribly 

sorry I disturbed you but I just had a nightmare. It's very strange, 

I had exactly th© same typ© of dream while I v/as in th© hospital, I 

was screaming in my sleep there too, until ?/ilma wok© me up," 

"What's it about?" 

"Oh, a street that I wandor down in tho dark, I can't stop 

myself although I know that someono along tho way is waiting to kill rae," 

"Sounds a littlo grim," 

"Brother, it ^s grim," 

"Are you all right nov/?" 

"Yeah, Fine, Aro you going to got dressed?" 

"God, no, I don't got up till eight or a quarter after," 

"Well, don't forget to call mo. And thanks a lot for coming 

in," 

"Think nothing of it, I want you to take it ©asy for a while, 

I mad© you do too much yesterday." 

Frod returned to his room and Dick straightened out his bed. 

He vms almost ill with v/eariness, and this timo ho fell into a drugged 

sle©p from which he did not ©ra©rge until ©leven-thirty. He lookad at 

the small travelling clock besid© his bed, 

"Josus Christ!" h© exclaimed and jumped up. 
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H© met Fred for lunch and afterguards they sauntered back 

to th© offic©, Th© 3ki©s had cleared and the ear th smelt soft and sweet 

in the afternoon sun l igh t , Th© boys sat outsid© on the stops as long as 

t h e i r consciencss would allow them. At two- th i r ty they went r e luc t an t ly 

indoors, 

. "By th© way, have you any c ivvies?" Fred asked, 

"Yes. Of a s o r t , " 

"Well, you can wear them any tim© you v/ant. It'3 one of 

th© charms of this job. It's so that we can investigate without being 

mysterious, I guess, or too noticeable," Fred sat dov/n at his desk, 

"Here's sera© mail for you. My, the hospital sent it over quickly," 

Dick thuaibed through five letters, and then opened on© from 

Tod, H© lot out a howl, "He's gstting some leave and ho's coming ovor! 

I can't believe it!" H© read on avidly, "H© says he's sur© I must b© 

out of hospital by now and that I should b© v/ith you. Therefor© I'm to 

expect a phon̂ i c^ll from hira any day after this Sunday." 

"That's v/ond©rful, Dick. I'll postpone my loavo till he's 

gone." 

"Thanks for offer ing, Fred, but t h e r e ' s no need. He says 

he ' s 0xhaust©d and tliat h e ' s l o s t twenty-five pounds and tha t a l l he 

wants i s a room with a comfortablo bed so tha t he can s leep. He also 

says h e ' s hungry." 

"For food?" 

"Yes, With Ted it would b© for food." 

"Well then, you'll hav© to feed him at th© hotel." 

He next came to a letter from Joyce. He opened it slowly, 

in a state of reluctant curiosity. It was the cheeriest sounding letter 
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that Joyce had written him in months. She had just r©c©ived th© not© 

that h© had s©nt hsr from London, the one whicri he liad v/ritt©n as if h© 

had still been in love with her. At the ©nd of the letter she announced 

that sho vra.s going back homo to Brantford. Th© Gla.rkes and the Thoraases 

and the Fontons had all b©©n v©ry kind^but her mother had not been v/ell 

and sh© was returning hom© to help take car© of the hous©. Dick found 

himsolf unabl© to car© loss wher© she went. Th©n he r©buked himsslf. 

Fr©d glanced at him. "Hullo," h© said. "Bad news? You 

look as though you'vo lost your best filend." 

At that vory moment Dick mad© a decision, 

"No," ho said firmly. "But I'vo just docided to break off 

my engag©m©nt. Fred, old boy, you're nov; looking at a freo man." 
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15 September 19U7 . 

Ted pushod a pioce of scrambled egg around on his plate. 

Elspeth was watching him. 

"Not hungry, dear?" 

"No, Mother. Not very." 

"But you usually love your breakfast I" 

Tod did not answer. Instead, he looked unseeing at the 

sports page of the Gazette. How could he toll his mother about the Fentons? 

What was there to toll? Anyway, his mothor r©sented Marion Fenton and the 

interest that he took in her. Not that she wuld wish any harm to befall 

hor, but, if Marion were inconvonionced by son© small misfortune, Elspoth 

would not be too sympathetic. It was another instance of the maternal jea^ 

^ousy to which Elspeth so often succumbed. 

She tried another tack. "I'll bo downtown to-day, dear. 

Is thoro anything I can get you?" 

"No thanks. Mother." Ted was depressed not only when he 

thought of the Fentons; ho had not been able to forget the prophecy of th© 

fortuno-teller, and her gaunt faco and her black 9y9s seemed to be burnt 

into his memory. It was not what she said; it was what she did not say. 

Ted pushed away his plate. This was ridiculous! Letting an old crono and 

^ cup of tea upset him! 

"Mrs, Shaw phoned to ask whether I thought you and Margaret 

would prefer a pair of sterling silver candle sticks or a decanter, I knew 

that you were to get two decanters from your aunt Vivian, so I suggasted the 

candle sticks," 

"Fin©," Tho worst part of that damned tea cup reading v/as 

that it drove a further wedge between him and Margarot, It was just another 

incident that they would nover be able to discuss with perfect freedom, Ted 

realized that his faith was waning,yot ho still clung to Margaret's belief 
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t ha t ho would l i v e for yea r s . Ho mustl'" 

" I ' vo simply got to mako another attempt t o buy a hat 

to-day. They a l l look so porf©ctly f an ta s t i c on an old faco l i ke mine." 

"Oh, I don ' t know why," Yet, come to think of i t , Margaret 

seemed t o be ovading any discussion of his supposed i l l n e s s , Wh0n©ver 

there were signs tha t i t might be montionod, she changed the subject d i r e c t 

l y . Could i t be t h a t she, t o o , was los ing f a i t h? Ho vo u ld put i t up t o 

her onco moro - a f t e r ho knew the outcome of his electrocardiagram. 

Ho f e l t a hand descend on his shoulder, Elspeth was 

standing over him and sho was looking concerned, "Dear, what i s i t ? " As 

Ted s t a r t ed t o p ro t e s t she hurr ied on. " I t ' s no use saying tha t everything 's 

f ine because I know d i f f e r e n t l y . After a l l , you'ro my son and I understand 

you p ro t ty w o l l . More than t h a t , my dear , I lovo you more than anyon© 

olsQ on e a r t h . Always remember t h a t . And when you'ro upset about something, 

then I'm upset t o o . And wo'v© both been upset for two weeks," Ted had 

l a i d aside th© papor and he was s t a r ing f ixedly a t h is coffee cup, "I 

know you haven ' t confided in me in som© time and I ' ve t o l d myself t h a t i t i s 

a l l par t of the process of growing up. But you know, son, a burden shared 

i s often a burden ha lved ," She sl ipped her arm around him and stroked his 

forehead, something t h a t she had not done for many years , Ted was deeply 

moved. How nice to be comforted; what b l i s s to be able t o pass off ono's 

worr ies . How many timos as a small boy had he not run to h is mother vdth 

some ovorwholming hurt J But of course ho was a small boy no moro. His 

problems and his personal t r aged ies wero nô v h i s own, t o be faced and con

quered by him alono. He moved ever so s l i g h t l y away from his mother, Im

modiately she droppod her hands to hor s i d e s . 

"Everything's a l l r igh t with Margaret?" 

Tod noddod* 

"You'ro still happy about the marriage?" 
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Ted nodded again . Ho did not dare t o look a t her . Ho 

wondered i f he could t r u s t himself to speak. 

"Thore's nothing wrong wi th your hea l th?" 

"Oh Mother, why aro you cross-examining mo l ike t h i s ? 

Of courso t h e r e ' s nothing wrong, I'm jus t a l i t t l e t i r o d , t h a t ' s a l l . 

And exci ted . After a l l , one doesn ' t got married very of ten ," He rea l izod 

that h is vo ice , which was usua l ly soft and low pi tched, was now loud and 

s t r i d e n t . He t r i e d to soften h is t ono . "Don't you worry about me. Mother," 

he continued, and ho looked a t her tender ly , "I 'm a l l r i g h t , " ?7ith tha t 

he l e f t the room, "I 'm going out for a walk," ho ca l led from tho front 

h a l l , " I ' l l bo back for lunch ." Tho front door oponed and banged shut . 

Elspoth stood where she was for some timo. All her l i f o 

she had planned and schemed for hor family. Hor husband did not seem t o 

nood hor einy more. After a br iof and middle-aged, but passionate and 

i d y l l i c , in te r lude during tho war, t h e i r ro la t ionsh ip was back on i t s usual 

impersonal piano. As long as he was in tho house, she dominated him. But 

of l a to he had been spending mor© and more timo playing bridgo a t the c lub , 

Elspeth was obliged nov/ to f a l l back on vromen's company in the evenings. 

She saw so much of her f r iends during the day a t luncheons and club meetings 

tha t sho hated having to seo them again a t n igh t . Sho must have f a i l ed 

somewhor©, she v/as th inking . In f a c t , sho must have f a i l ed everywhere. Her 

husband was s l ipp ing away from her and now her son was leaving her . But 

then ho had been slowly but surely withdrawing from her ever since h© had 

f i r s t met Dick, And now ho had Margaret, E lspe th ' s brow was furrowed 

with concern, Yifhat could be virrong with him? He was de f in i t e ly much th inne r . 

His face was whi te , and the hollows in h i s choeks made him look almost ca-
cLuL 

davorous. If anything was troubling him, why A S E ^ he not tell her? Could 

it be somothing that was strictly between himself and Margaret? Or could it 
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be somothing that was so serious that he wanted to spare her? After her 

talk with him this morning, and after his unusual outburst, Elspeth was 

convinced that hor son ivas undergoing great suffering. And, whether it 

was mental or physical, he seemod to be suffering alone. 

There it was, then. She was much less active in club 

work now. Her husband was not only indifferent, but almost hostile, Sho 

had novor boen able to grow fond of any of her women frionds - fond enough, 

that is, to confide her personal problems to them. And now sho was re

buffed by hor own son! It was just too much. Tears welled up in her 

0y©s, "You silly old fool," sh© told herself sternly, "you haven't done 

this for thirty yoars," But the tears kopt coming, faster and faster. 

They rolled unchecked dov/n hor cheeks and splashed on to her blouse. Her 

new, whito blouse* 

Suddenly sho flimg herself on to a chair and buried hor 

head in her arms, Hor hair, over which she took such infinite pains, 

spilled over and fastened on to a plate covered with toast crumbs and the 

sticky remnants of some marmalade, Sho paid no hood* She sobbed violently 

and allowed tho tears to flow unchecked, "For all the use I am, I might 

as well be dead, I might as woll bo dead, I might as well be dead," 

Gradually th© sobbing docreased in intensity. There were 

no moro tears to shed. Her throat and hor chest ached and burned. Slowly 

she raised her head until she was looking into a mirror on the wall, Sho 

saw the face of an old woman with straggly hair, red-rimmed blue eyos, thin 

lips in noed of repair, and lines. Everywhere deeply ©tched lines. 

She shook her head and rose to her feet so that she might 

examine horsolf moro closely, "Oh, I don't know," sho said aloud, "A new 

peraionent, a now hat and somo make up and I'll hold my own at that wedding," 

She tilted her head to ono side, "That's hotterI I'll go and buy that hat 

right nowl My husband and my son will be proud of mo yet." She continued 
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to scrutinize herself and tilt her head this way and that, and she even 

managed a gay little smile., Sho thanked God for an irrepressible optimism, 

Sho n©QdQd itl 

Moanwhil© T©d vms sauntering slowly along Westmount avenue. 

Free Saturday mornings had been but recently instituted by his f irai and he 

was still unusod to them* Ho wondored what on earth he could do with 

himsolf, Margaret, ho knew, was having a fitting for her wodding govm. 

Bill would probably bo hanging around doing nothing, but somohow or other 

he did not feel in the mood for Bill's pessimism. Ho was in need of a 

moro stimulating diversion. And then the thought struck him. Of course I 

Embarrassed with himsolf at first, ovon a little ashamed of such emotions, 

he S9t off for his church. It was tho first time in his life that he had 

over dropped into the church on a week day merely to pray. 

The organist must have been practising. The atmosphere 

was rich and soft, like velvet. Purple velvet. Two or three other people 

wore sitting quietly near tho front, yot Tod did not notic©, He slipped 

unobtrusively into a back pew, and knelt on on© of tho cushions. Ho 

closod his ©yes and leaned forward to pray. The music seemod to flood 

his mind to the exclusion of all conflict, all thought. He was propar©d 

to pray, yot he could not. He remained motionless. The organist reached 

the end of a Bach toccata. The silence in the church was startling. Then 

there was a soft scuffling of feet, and a woman walked up the aisle and out 

tho front door. Soon the organ spoko up softly. Schubert's 'Ave Maria'. 

Ted stirred slightly. He still soemed unable to pray in any formal fashion, 

but ho knew that he was in communion vdth Someono, scmewhere. He was moro 

sure of it than ho had ever been of anything. And ho felt a peace that was 

a balm to his soul. He thought tenderly of all the people whom ho had over 

loved - he realized that there had been only four in his whole life - and 

pictured each ono in characteristic scenes. The organist ceased, the threo 
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womon in tho front row departed. Still Ted did not move. Ho felt re

freshed somehow, and cleansed, but ho hated to leavo without offering 

ono formal prayer. It was a long tim©, h© remomb9r9d ashamadly, sinc9 h9 

had prayed for tho woll being of Dick's soul. Or for the health and 

happiness of his own. family. Or ind©©d for anything that did not affect 

him in som© selfish, tsmporal way. So he waitod. 

At l©ng:th somothing happoned. H© knew what he must do. No 

matter what th© hospital reports might advise, ho would carry through his 

plans to marry Margaret. And he would have faith. It might not be faith 

in a long and healthy life, but it would be a faith that what he was doing 

was for the best and that Someone was watching over him. He felt isolated 

and alone no longer. He would carry on as nomally as circumstances would 

permit until the end. There nowi He breathed a sigh of relief. He had 

made a docision. Or was it ho who had made the decision? Could it be 

that....? 

He rose to his foot. His knees were stiff and cramped. 

Ho looked around tho church. There was no one there. "Thank you," he 

murmured softly. Then ho glanood quickly around once more. How trito 

that romark had sounded! Yet why? Actually, he felt rQli©ved, and for 

that welcome relief he was sure that ho could thank this visit that was, for 

him at least, singular. He was grateful. From now on, he would pray more 

often. 

He blinked uncertainly as he walkod into a blaze of sun

light. Rarely could he recall having seen such a clear and warm September. 

He consulted his v/atoh. Ten forty-five. He could drop over to the Tennis 

Club but the temptation to play would be too great. He had determined that 

he would give any strenuous form of exercise a miss until he knew mor© about 

his condition. Besides, he was not in th© mood for tennis. 

He would make ono more effort to see Dr. Fenton. He must 
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havo another t r y a t seeing Marion, 

As he was approaching his d e s t i n a t i o n , a car drew up on the 

other side of tho s t root and h© vras greeted by a loud honking of hom, 

"Hey Ted! I want to t a lk t o you," 

Tod crosssd th© stroet. It was Bill. 

"VHiat are you up to?" ho askod him, warmly. He was glad to 

seo him. 

"Going downtown. Want to come?" 

"No thanks. Bill. I can't," 

"I think I ' l l buy a s u i t . Haven't had a n©w on© in ages* Be

s i d e s , I should have ono for your wedding," 

"Haven't you lo f t i t r a the r l a t e ? " 

" I ' l l be a l l r i g h t . I know a man," He l i t a c i g a r e t t e , "That 

was good fim l a s t n i g h t , " 

"Yes, thanks very much. Me a l l had a grand t imo ," 

"Er, do you th ink Joyce enjoyed he r se l f ? " 

"I 'm sure she did*" 

"I'm glad* I foel t h a t she could use a few laughs a f t e r tho 

tough break sho 's had ." He drew an ospocial ly long puff on his o iga ro t to , 

"I thought you said she wasn ' t a t t r a c t i v e ? " 

"Oh, come on," said Ted, somewhat panic s t r icken , "I never said 

tha t J You haven ' t passed t h a t around, have you?" 

Bi l l laughod, "Don't worry. But I think I'm going to give her a 

c a l l today. She in t r igues me," He slipped the car in to f i r s t gear and 

raced the motor. "Ivlaybe she ' s r i gh t . . Maybe I do need someone t o look a f t e r 

mel See you around!" Tho oar sped off. 

Ted stood where he was, open mouthed. Yet why not? They wer© two 

poopl© who found i t d i f f i cu l t to f i t themselves in to a conventional modern 

day p a t t e r n . They might e a s i l y find happiness t o -ge the r , Joyc© could boss 
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and mother Bill to her head's content and h© vmld lov© it, Ted realized 

that Bill's success with womon had always been limited. For one thing, 

ho was too bombastic, H9 monopolizod the conversation whenever he could, 

and very few women can stand that sort of treatment for long. He hated 

dancing, and considorod moving pictures a waste of time. Small wonder, 

then, that women found him a bore, and, well, 'strange' was the moro 

polito adjective with which h© was most often tagged, Ted chuckled. 

If Joyce could break dovm that unoompromising attitude of his, his hat 

was off to hor. Thon ho remembered how sho had subdued Dick in a matter, 

almost, of minutes, and he shook his head. She was not a woman to be 

underrated. 

He neared the FentonS' hous© and stopped. Was he 

making a fool of himself? Joyc© certainly thought so. Even Margaret 

was wondering. Yet he had seen Mrs, Fenton - and really, it could have 

been no one else - in a state that was definitely far from normal, Sho 

gave evory indication of having suffered a nervous breakdown of some kind. 

And he had n©v0r seen her since. Then there was Dr. Fenton, He looked 

as if he had aged ten years. Evidently there was something disturbing 

him to a marked degree. Finally there was the definite feeling that some

thing secret and, yos, sinister, was going on behind those walls. No, he 

was not making a fool of himself. He was right to investigate. He crossed 

the road and walked up the path to the house, just at that moment Moredith 

Fenton rushod out of tho front door and ran towards the car. He was in a 

wild state of disarray. He jumped into the car, started up the engine, and 

backed hurriedly down the driveway. In so doing, he nearly struck Ted, 

He noticod the younger man for the first timo, and the car skidded to a stop, 

"Ted, my boy, have you some time to spare?" 

"Yes sir. Of course," 

"Then jump in. Somothing very unf Jtunate has happened 
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and could be a great help t o mo," He held the door Of the car open and 

Ted leaped i n , 

Meredith drove along for a v/hil© in s i l ence . Tod sat 

in h i s comor , tense and expectant . F ina l ly Meredith spoke, 

"Yes Ted, I'v© f o l t sure t h a t you Bli've known tha t somo

thing was vrrong with u s . Well , you'vo been r i g h t . I though tha t perhaps 

I could patch everything up without t e l l i n g anyone, but I se© now tha t t h a t ' s 

quite impossible. S t i l l , only Marion's brother and one other person know 

what I'm going to t e l l you, so I would appreciate your d i s c r e t i o n , " 

"Oh s i r , you k n o w . . . . , " 

"Yes, I know, Ted, We need say no moro about i t , " He 

cleared h is t h r o a t . He was approaching the business sect ion of the c i t y 

and had to move comparatively slowly. "There i s no need my t e l l i n g you 

that t h i s a l l concerns Marion, You see , Ted, with somo people, gr ief can 

be absorbed without too much l a s t i n g danger t o the nervous system. Others 

work off a personal tragedy with t e a r s or h y s t e r i c s , or e lse they t a l k 

about i t u n t i l the wftfst par t of the s t r a i n i s over. But when we received 

word about Dick, Marion did ne i the r of these t h ings . True, when she talk«i-

about hira, t e a r s would como t o her eyos, but she nover r ea l ly brok© down. 

At l e a s t , not in my presence. And the shook must have beon calamitous 

to her . She was always so ready with sympathy for o the r s . And i t was 

always completoly genuine. If a f r iend of her,So was in t r o u b l e , she suf

fered with her . You know t h a t . Well, for v/eeks a f t e r Dick's death she 

v/ent around as if nothing had happened. At f i r s t I was worried. I wished 

desperate ly tha t she vould givo vent to her grief somehow. But everything 

seemed so normal and she ŵ as so successful in ac t ing as i f nothing had 

happened, t ha t my fears were soon l u l l e d . And, of course, I was under a 

s t r a i n myself. After the f i r s t few days I had t o re turn to my p r a c t i c e , 

and I think t h a t I was busier t ha t spring than ever before in my l i f e . But 
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Ellen was with her mother a great deal, and that helped." 

For what seemed to Ted the fifti|?h time, Meredith ran his 

hand nervously over his face. It was a new mannerism - a sign of un

certainty in a man who had alv/ays seemod completely self-pos'cesced. Ted 

noticed, too, the sagging chin line, the grey pallor of the face, and th© 

black pouches that had recently formed under his eyes. T©d was suddenly 

aware that the knuclcLe of his own left index finger was red and rav/. He 

had reverted to chewing at it when under strain, a habit in which he had 

not indulged for two years. He rammed the hand into his pocket, 

"Apparently it did not help enough," continued Meredith softly. 

The car was halted for a red light at the corner of Peel and Sherbrook©, 

and it seem©d that they would b© stationary there forever. "Iferion and 

I had moved into separate rooms, v/hicĥ I might say, is a mistake in any 

marriage at any age. I v/ould come in late at night, tired out, and go 

straight to my room to grab some sleep. Oh! I blame myself for so much 

of this. So very much!" The light changed but Meredith flooded the engine 

and the car stalled. Immediately a flurry of honking broke out from behind 

them. Ted turned around and glared furiously. Meredith fumbled with the 

start©r. Th© sounds of impationt honking increased, Ted W8.s just about 

to leave the car and say a few choice words to all concerned when the car 

leaped forward. All th© cars behind were still motionless bocause the 

light had changed again, A taxi driver allowed himsolf one final blast of 

frustratod rage, Ted muttered under his breath and Meredith mopped his 

brow, Ted lit two cigarettes and passed one over. Meredith puffed at it 

greedily. 

"Wh©n the boys started coming home and we went down to the 

stations or to friends' homes to greet th©m, we v/ent through anxious times. 

As you know, Marion was on the welcoming committee for the boys of your Unit. 

I wanted her to hand th© job over to somebody else, but sh© wouldn't. 
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Meeting you WHS hardost of all. We v/ere so terribly glad to se© you, but 

of course it brought back everything so clearly to us." It's funny, thought 

Ted, staring out the v/indov/, how all of thes© lovely old homes have been 

turned into boarding houses. He v/renched his head back to look again at 

Meredith's profile. He couldn't watch him. How could h© ever forget the 

brav© smil©s and words of those two pooplo who met him at th© station? And 

the questions thoy asked about Dick's death?*^,... 4D worried about keeping 

up my own appearance tb&t again I le/t Marion down, I couldn't hav© noticed 

that sh© was suff©ring mor© than I, Then Donald cam© back, and there was 

Ellie's wedding. That was a diversion but, by the end of 1945, she was 

gone. And all the way out to Vancouver! Marion and I were alone in that 

house for the first time in our livesi*) 

They had passed McGill University now. Sherbrooke Street had 

narrowed as they approached the east ©nd of the City. Tod folt a sense of 

depression - even of dread - steal over him. He wished that Meredith would 

not pause so often, yet h© hat©d to hav© him go on. K© â ĵ̂ sted the small 

window so that the air poured all over his fac© and through his open shirt. 

"It must havo been awful for her alone in that big house. We 

couldn't move into an apartment because of my office being in the same 

building as my home. And besides, it would hcv© meant th© severing of our 

last connection with Dick. So w© stayed on and I seemed to b© working 

hardor than ever. However, Marion was out playing bridg© a good deal, and 

she startod to do a little entertaining, so it was all right. Actually, 

it was about threo months ago when I first noticed a great change in her." 

He turned off and headed down a narrow street that Ted knew was noted chief

ly for its disorderly houses. Children were all over the placo and slovenly 

mothers sat languidly on front door steps, Msredith drov© down a short way, 

and drew th© car into the curb. "Here we are," he said. "I dare say w© 

shan't have to -wait long." 



- 231 -

Ted looked around him incredu^usly. \Jhat Marion Fenton 

wTould have to do -̂ vith this sluiii. and squalor, he could not imagine. 

"It seemed that Marion v/as passing through overwhelming 

periods of grief, and th^t they v/ere occurring with ever-increasing 

frequency. She went out less and less. She complained of sleeplessness, 

and one© or twice I prescribed sleeping pills for her. Two or thre^ 

times I thought that I missed some sedatives from my office, but I 

nevor connected their disappearance with her. On© day, apparently, 

Marion \ms down this way visiting a family of on© of the lads from your 

Unit. It was somo welfare job. She felt that she would go crazy 

without some sort of relief and she had a nervous attack right out on 

th© strset. Sh© tried to pull herself together but without much success. 

She knew that sh© would b© unabl© to steal any mor© narcotics from rcy 

office, so she decided that this would be a good neighbourhood to lock 

for some,'' He looked sadly around, Ted was motioning tv/o children away 

from the mudguard, "She was right. She pleaded migraine,,or something, 

and right then and there was put in contact with someone who was peddling 

tho stuff, l^en thoy sav; how she was dressed, they soaked her plenty. 

She rented a room in that hotel down there," with a shudder he pointed 

out a dingy, squalid, low-rocfed wooden house a few doors down the street, 

"but sh© was rapidly acquiring tho cunning of a dope addict. She dressed 

shabbily and found a new operator. She would go down to th© room wear

ing her ordinary clothes, change into some old rags, and thon find the 

operator. He would hand her what sh© wanted and thsn back she'd go to 

th© room and give herself a shot. Then, after a while, sh© would change 

back into her good clothes a,nd come homo." 

M©r©dith leaned back against th© car cushions and closed his 

©yes. Ha looked as if he wore close to a collapse. Ted longed to comfort 

him, but what could he do? He turned his head away. Two boys of about 
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eight were fighting almost directly outsid© his door and he watchsd 

them absently. They were shrieking at one another in a language he 

was unabl© to understand, but there v/as no mistaking thoir hostility. 

Finally one boy trippod and fell. The other kicked him twice in th© 

stomach. The fallen on© lay prostrate. His face was clialk whito. 

Satisfied that he iiad -won, the victor spat at him, pulled a cigarette 

stub from his pocket and lit it. He sauntored up th© street. Ted v/as 

about to investigato the fallen youngster, when that worthy opened his 

eyes, grimaced v/ith pain, and clambered slowly to his feet. His eyes 

were filled v/ith a smouldoring hate, and he was biting his lov/er lip. 

Suddenly ha shot up the street and tackled his erstwhile opponent around 

tho knees. The fight was resumed, Ted could hear some bloodthirsty 

yells but v/as unabl© to see anything. Besides, Meredith had resumed 

his tragic talc, 

"As I say, I became suspicious about threo months ago, but 

I couldn't credit Marion with taking dopo, I thought that she was far 

too unvorsed in the ways of th© world to ever find any, for one thing. 

But she 7/a3 acting very strangely and I v/as worried. One day when sh© 

was out, I searched her room. Imagine how ashamed I felt when I found 

nothing. I put it down to nerves, and we went on our holidays last 

month. But somehow it wasn't successful. We were poles apart, I tried 

to comfor!, her but I guoss I v/as clumsy and awkward. After thirty-two 

happy years, I folt that our marriage had soured and there seemed to be 

nothing I could do about it. One thing, though, I am sure of, when we 

were away she rarely, if ever, took any narcotics. But she drank three 

or four cocktails a day, and that surprised me. Furthermore, th© holiday 

soemed to do her no good. So I was no further ahead when I returned to 
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town threo weeks ago," Meredith opened his eyes v/ith apparent 

reluctance and looked anxiously up and dov/n the street, Ted need 

not hav© beon there, Meredith v/as talking as if to himself. Ted 

looked around, too, and was startled to find a pair of blue eyos 

peering questioningly at him through the v/indov/. They belonged to ?. 

girl v/ho must havo beon in her early teens, yet v/ho v/as ludicrously 

dresssd to giv© th© appearance of maturity. Her hat was concocted out 

of an old piece of felt and had a blu© and gold feather wrapped around 

it. Her hair was frizzled and a dirty mouse colour; large, mascaraed 

eyos and a scarlst mouth were startlingly evident in a face that was 

deathly v/hite. She wore a skirt and a blouse. Over these, a cloth 

coat, trimmed with imitation fur at th© wrists and collar, was held open 

by her hands which wer© thrust casually but firmly into the pockets. 

The whole appearance v/as one of defiant cynicism, middle-aged youth, 

bitter wedrinosa, Ted glanced quickly at Meredith, but the older man 

had once mora closed his eyes and given himself up to utter exhaustion, 

Ted turned back to the girl. They almost bumped noses, for her head 

was insid© the car window by now, Ted v/as oppressed by th© suffocating 

odour of cheap perfume. He shook his head quickly. The girl seemed 

loath to go. 

"Alloz-vous, en," he hissed, "I.Ion pere est malade." 

The girl looked at him doubtfully. Apparently she thought 

that he was a shyster for sho treated him to a brief but lucid harangue 

in French, Then she loft and v/alkod langourously down the street. Ted 

noticed th© swing of the hips, the sheer fit of the coat over her thighs 

and buttocks. He shuddered, 

Meredith stirred. It was as if he had com© out of a trance, 

H© passed his hand ovor his face. 



- 234 -

"What ?/as it I was saying?" he asked, 

"You had just returned from your holidays," Ted answered 

gently. 

"Ah, yes." The voice was almost a whisper no'//, "My 

suspicions mounted rapidly. Then, ten days ago, the lid flew off 

everything. Marion wont through th© ritual of changing her clothes 

in this room of hers, and headed out in her rags to buy some of this 

stuff. But when she returned to tho room she found that all her good 

things had beon stolon. She was distraught, and promptly gav© herself 

a larger dos© than usual. Then, instead of having a sleep as sh© 

usually did, sh© lost her head and started for home, Sh© took a street 

car and apparently walked th© last part of tho v/ay. I don't know if 

anyon© sav/ her, but I am hoping not. At least^nobody has mentioned any

thing to mo. As a matter of fact, Ted, it v/as tho night that you dropped 

in." Ted said nothing. "Of course, when she com© in that night, I knev/. 

I called her brother, and also arranged for the services of a very good 

and trustworthy nurso whom I know. We tried to take car© of her, and 

gradually she confossod tho whole story." H© buried Ids faco in his 

hands, "My poor, beautiful Marion!" 

H© paused to blow his nose. Ted felt sick to his stomach, 

ĵfnat next? he wondored, 

"It was that cursod war," cried Meredith, passionately. 

"Look at all the millions of livos it has ruined! It took away my son, 

and now it's working hard to take away my wife. But I won't let it, 

I'll fight it, do you undorstand? I'll nurs© Ifarion back to health if 

it's th© last thing I ever do," Suddenly he was calmer, "You suspected 

something, didn't you? But you se©, I didn't vmnt to tell anyone udess 
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I had to. And things seamed to b© going so woll. Marion vnits respond

ing splendidly to treatmsnt, and I was planninn; to tak© her away by 

the end of th© week. Sh© wanted to get v/ell and ij/as doing ©verything 

sho could to help effect the cur©. Her v/ill pov/ar was magnificont. 

I had told her yesterday that Ellen was coming for a visit, and would 

go away v/ith us. I didn't tell Ellen the truth, but I had said that 

her mother v̂ ŝn't v/ell and needed her. So Donald and the baby are 

going to his mothor's and Ellen wi3-l be here for two or three weeks. 

Marion v/as so ©xcitod! W© relaxed our vigil slightly and this morning 

she disappeared. So I'm v/atching for her to turn up at her room," 

"But she'll know that you'll look hore. Surely sho'11 go 

soiaswher e el se," 

"No, Ted, because she would never tell us whero this room 

was, or, for that mattor, wher© she got her supplies. But I put detec

tives on th© track, just in case this eventuality should ever arise. 

And wo found out that the room has been rent0d by Marion until the end 

of the month. So I feel sure she'll b© along," 

"I se©. What if sh© comes down tho street and notices th© 

car?" 

"It's moro likely that she'll come up because the house is 

so clos© to th© lov/er street, and h©r street car v/ill run along there. 

I'm banking, of course, on th© hop© that sh© isn't her© yot. It would 

take her a long time to get to this district by street car, you know," 

"I'm perfectly v/illing to look in at th© house," 

"No, I don't want any excitement. If she's in th© house, we'll 

just have to wait until sh© comos out. Meanwhile you can keep a watch 

down th© street, if you don't mind, and I'll koep an eyo on th© rear-

view mirror," 
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Ted lit two mor© cigarettes and they sat smoking in 

silence. Kids were tossing a rubber ball back and forth ovor th© 

hood of th© car, and two or throo times it struck th^ windshield, 

but neither paid any ho©d, 

Ted f©lt her approaching befor© h© actually saw her, A 

Strang© prickly sensation in his spine caused him to stiffen. There, 

coming up the street, v/as a woman carrying a small hand bag. He strain

ed his ©yes. The glint of th© sun on th© car, and th© actions of th© 

children as they darted to and fro in front of him, caused hira some 

uncertainty. Yet h© knew. There was no doubt. His mouth was so dry 

thâ t ho v/as unable to spoak. He finally nudgod his companion and point

ed frantically down the street. He was furious with idmself for not 

being calm and cool. 

Gradually the figure took shape. She was walking very slov;ly. 

Th© grade at the foot of tho street was ste©p, and sh© paused ©very few 

moments to regain her breath. 

Ted found his tongue, but it \ms furry and thick. This must 

all bo a continuation of that awful nightmare that began two weoks ago. 

"Shall v/e get out?" he hissed, 

Meredith was trembling. "No," he said, "I want to watch for 

a bit. She'll have to cross th© street anyway, if she wants to got into 

th© house," 

Slowly, tortuously, th© lone figure climbed the hill, ks if 

conscious of th© heightening tension, the children gathered up their ball 

and moved away. A bakery wagon rattled by, and then there was nothing to 

obstruct the view of the men in tha car. 

Marion reached tho level of th© house in v/hich she still ranted 
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a room. Sh© stopped, and turned to face it. She did not notice her 

husband's car, v/hich wa3 thirty yards away. Meredith sat waiting, for 

what ha did not know, Ted's hand was frozen on to the door handle. 

His knees f©lt go weak and shaky that h© v;as positive they would not 

have th© strength to support him, Meredith released th© hand brake, 

and the car slid down the hill for a fev/ yards. Still Marion did not 

notice. They coild se© her fac© now. A terrible struggle v.'as reflect

ed there. She stood umioving for som© minutes. Ted made a movement as 

if he wero going to open the door, but Meredith closed his hand over his 

v/rist and held it in a viso-liko grip. He must have Icnown then what her 

decision //ould bs, for his face brightened at the same tira© that Marion's 

gr9v/ distorted, Hor lips v/ere moving. Then sho turned away from the 

house, dropped the hand bag, and started up th© hill towards the car. 

Her words floated through th© open windows, "I won't!" They could both 

hear her broken sobs. "I v/on't!" 

Meredith was beside himsolf with joy. "Oh, my dear," h© 

cried out. "You're all right. You're going to be all right." With 

surprising agility he leaped out of th© car and ran to her. Ted sav/ him 

tako his wife in his arms befor© he himself slipped silently out, crept 

around to the back, and walked briskly up tho hill. He fslt that he could 

not stand anothor emotional seen©. H© hoped tliat Dr. Fenton would not 

mention that h© had been there. He had no wish for Mrs. Fenton to know 

that he had learned hor secret. 

When h© reached th© top of tho hill h© found that h© was out 

of breath, his heart was beating clear up to his throat, and h© was soak

ing wet. He shook his: head grimly as he hopped a passing bus. I'm 

really some figure of a man, he thought contemptuously. 

By the time h© had arrived homo, ho was exhausted. A cold 
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shower washsd av/ay much of his fatigue and he arrived at the luncheon 

table somev/hat refreshed, Converoation v;aD desultory, to cay the 

least. Elspeth felt that as long as no one told her anything, she 

did not se© v/hy sh© should be tho life of th© household any longsr, 

Mr, Cumrnings seemed to have loss to say v/ith every passing day. Ted 

was completely immersed in recollections of th© scones he had just 

vdtnessed. 

The phone rang. Ted answered. It wus Bill. 

"Hi!" 

"Hullo Bill," 

"Feel l i k e doing anything to -n igh t?" 

"In what way?" 

"Oh, a show or something," 

"Might do." 

"Good, I've just called Joyce, We can all tiave a drink 

semewher© afterwards," 

"Well! Moving right in, oh?" 

"How do you mean?" 

"Oh, nothing. The thought of you going to .a shov/ slays me. 

But I think it should be fun," 

"I'll investigate the hidden meanings later. Meanv/hile I'll 

arrange to have the car and pick you up at eight o'clock." 

"0. K. Fine," 

"See you later," 

"So long," 

Ted hung up and started to return to the dining room. The 

phone rang again. 
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"Hullo?" 

"Hullo, darling." 

"Hi, hon." 

"Hear what h3.ppened?" 

"Yeah. B5.11's taking Joyce to the movies. Now ain't that 

something? I'll bet you're busy trying to make something out of it!" 

"Meanie! But mark my words: I think things are going to 

happen in that direction." 

"Just liko a woman. Alv/ays match making!" 

"Talking about match making, darling, v/hat are ycu going 

to be doing for th© next sixty years?" 

"Making love to you!" 

"Mm, Sounds nice. Can you spare a little this afternoon? 

Besides, I need a man with muscles to help m© dig some suitcases out 

of the basement." 

By now, Ted's lips v/ere practically inside the mouthpiece, 

"Anything, honey," he crooned. "Just so long as you're there to be 

kissed." 

A voice penetrated through the cloak rocra wall from the 

dining room. 

"Ted Cummings, you come and finish your lunch this instant. 

Your tea is getting stono cold." 



•• Chapter l6 •-

1 March, 19^5 . 

"I say, Hodgkins, do you so© what I see?" 

"I don't know, old boy, what do you see?" 

"A rathor peculiar looking object heading up tho ward, 

Strang©I I could swear I'd seen it boforo." 

"Boon to tho zoo latoly, old chap?" 

'^o. But I havo boon to tho Aquarium. Charming spot, tho 

Aquarium. I picked up tho most smashing blondo there, onco. Between 

tho stuffed whale and tho tropical sun fish," 

"I picked a blondo up onco. I ©njoyed it ovon more whon I 

put hor down again. If you know what I moan," Ho sighod wistfully, 

"It was such fun *• for a while," 

"Just for a whil©?" 

"Yes, His band you know," 

"Ohl quitel Frightful bores, husbands," 

Dick grinned at them uncertainly. They were paying him no 

attention, "Hi,follows," ho said, H© had only bden away from them for 

two days, yet he folt like an outsider already, A ruddy stranger. Was 

there an unacknowledged resen-bment f9lt by those left bohind towards 

those who woro dischargod first? Dick was uncomfortable, and longod for 

a show of friendly recognition. Tho caastant bantor of Hodgkins and 

Travors, which ho had once foinid so spirited and amusing, was now bogin-

ning to pall. 

"I say, Hodgkins, would you mind informing this character that 

if he -idshes an appointment ho must see ono of my Adjutants?" 

"Delighted, old boy." Hodgkins studied Dick critically. Tho 

rest of th© boys on tho ward were watching end grinning, withholding any 

form of greeting until this performance was over. Hodgkins was looking 

vory sorious. "Ha," he breathed. He walked all around Dick, sizing him 
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up as i f h© wore on an auction block, "Bn," h© repeated, 

"Noiv, look h e r e , , , , , " Dick began, and h is voic© was positi*-

vely thunderous, 

"Beastly bad form, ra i s ing ono's voico, don ' t you th ink , 

Travors?" 

"Indeed I do, Hodgkins." 

Thor© was s i l e n c e . Dick growled something u n i n t e l l i g i b l * . 

A snickor was v/afted t h e i r way from ono of tho beds. 

"Hasn't changed much, th© boy," observed Travers amiably. 

Dick was s c a r l o t . I t seemod t h a t everyone was watching his 

©vory mov©. "Finished, fe l lows?" he asked, and h i s voico was honey sweet. 

Hodgkins and Travers beamed fondly on him. "vyhy, i t ' s our 

own Dickie Fenton, "burbled Hodgkins in apparent su rp r i se . "I d idn ' t 

know you, a l l dressed up and ©verything." 

"You looked much mor© seductive in your night, s h i r t , but i t ' s 

good to soe you anyway," addod Travers* 

Apparently Hodgkins had nothing fu r the r to say to Travors, and 

Travers had nothing fur ther to say to Hodgkins, I t was open season on 

conversation and a l l tho men in th9 ward threw questions a t Dick simul

taneously. He f e l t b e t t o r . He ta lked cheerful ly with ovoryon©• 

"Where's Tom Goodall?" ho asked f i n a l l y . 

Hodgkins assumed a coy and demur© ©xpr©ssion. "Waiting for 

you to havo a l i t t l e chat with him, I expect ," ho said s l y ly . H© rubbed 

on© fore i ingor along tho length of th© other one, 

"Oh, don ' t bo such an a s s . Whore i s ho now?*" 

"Probably down with a p s y c h i a t r i s t , " ventured Mi l l e r . "I 

don ' t think ho ' s u t t e red two words since you l o f t . " 

"Such devot ion," murmured Dobbin. 

"You follows c e r t a i n l y reduce me to h y s t e r i c s , " snapped Dick 

ac id ly . But h© was ashamed of himself for over having shown signs of 
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pique. Thor© was no doubt t h a t thoy were a l l pleased to soe him, and 

ho was c e r t a i n l y glad i f he could brighten up t h e i r evening in any way. 

I t was then t h a t Travors not iced a suspicious bulge undor 

Dick's t rench coat . Ho lookod s ign i f i can t ly a t Hodgkins. 

" I s n ' t i t n ice to have our boy back with u s , " h© exclaimed, 

"Charming," breath9d Hodgkins e c s t a t i c a l l y . Ho caught on im

mediately, "Just chanaing!" He then engaged Dick in earnest conversation 

and Travers s k i l l f u l l y l i f t e d a b o t t l e of rye whiskey from the v i s i t o r ' s 

pocket. Th© suspicious bulg© was flat t©ned. A snicker broke out a l l 

ovor the ward, Dick smiled fondly a t 9V9ryono, 

"S ' long, fel lov/s, I must look for Tom, See you soon," He 

s t a r t ed to walk up tho ward and then tumgd suddenly, "I say, Travors ," 

h9 s a id , "don ' t forget to pass t h a t bo t t l e aroimd. Can' t hav© you got t ing 

roary^oyed a l l by yoursolf , you know." H© was very pleased with himself. 

Trav©rs and Hodgkins woro obviously vory disappointed. "Ta- ta l" Dick 

marchod out of tho ward. 

Frod had boen v©ry obliging and had offered Dick the uso of 

the s t a t i on wagon for tho ©vening, although ac tua l ly no ono was ever 

supposed t o drivo an army vehiclo for p leasure . But i f Dick wor© to b© 

involved in any t r o u b l e , h© could j u s t say t h a t h© was out on a secur i ty 

check-off, for in s t ance , to soo whether or not he could sneak into tho 

vehicle park of tho Ordnance Depot, under cover of darkness, jind, of 

course, Wilma would b© In uniform, so he could always say tha t he was 

giving a l i f t to a mombor of the Armed Forces. Not t h a t tho Provost 

would ovor chock up , but i t was j u s t as W9ll to hav© a few answers on 

tho t i p of h i s tonguo in case . , , . ! 

Ho looked a t h is watch. Six-f i f toon! Ho s t i l l had f i f toen 

minutos t o spare bofor© ho was to moot Wilma, and ho wanted to spend them 

with Tom, H© had two t i n s of l obs t e r fo r him, A thought struck him and 

h is hand flew to h i s pocket, Gon©I Those , , * ! So tho l a s t laugh was 
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t h o i r s l Ho chuckled ruefu l ly . Woll, anyway, ho had a fow c iga re t t e s 

for Tom, i f nothing ©Is©. But where could the man be? Ho looked in to the 

l ava to ry . Tom was not ther©. H© f i n a l l y spottod him s i t t i n g alone in a 

small l i b r a r y t h a t had rocent ly been redecorated for th© benefi t of tho 

convalescents . If Dick oxp©cted Tom to enthuse over h i s v i s i t , ho was 

speedily d is i l lus ionod* 

"Hi, Tom? 

Tom's roply was a grunt* 

"Woll," sa id Dick in su rp r i se . "Perhaps I should go out and 

com© in a l l ovor a g a i n , " 

Tom seemod t o rouse himself. "Guoss I'm j u s t joalous t h a t 

you'ro on th© ou ts ido , and I'm s t i l l a p r i s c n e r , " he growled sourly . 

"W©11, i t shouldn ' t b© long now. Havo you heard anything?" 

Tom grunted fo r tho second t imo. "Not a word. Bat th© orderly 

room sergeant loosened up ©nough to say tha t I was going back to Canada 

soon." 

"Woll, that should bo nic9." 

"Y9ah? Woll, why don ' t you go back? You could i f you wanted 

t o . " 

Diok could think of no roply. "Nothing seems to havo changod 

much around h o r e , " he said lamoly. 

"I was reboardod yesterday, and they to ld m© to expect a com-

plet©ly now c l a s s i f i c a t i o n , " Tom continued wear i ly . "But they d idn ' t 

say why, or how." 

"Aro you fooling h o t t e r ? " 

"I got thos© blinding h©adach©s," he r8pli©d. "And I seem 

to b© got t ing moro and moro of them l a t e l y . " Ho was olonohing and un

clenching h i s f i s t s . "Tho whole damned t h i n g ' s got t ing on my ne rves . " 

He looked i l l and t i red* 

"I shouldn' t wonder." 
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"You'r© looking better." It was said almost grudgingly. 

"Thanks^ I'm fooling fine." 

Thor© soomed nothing moro to say. Dick was wishing that ho 

had nover come. Thor© seomed no common ground at all on which to m0©t 

Torn, now that thoy wero no longer patients to-g©ther in th© sam© hospi

tal. Tho moro drawn out the silence, tho more difficult it was for Dick 

to reopen the convorsation, H© felt himsolf flushing "with embarrassment. 

It only sorvod to mako matters worse whon ho noticed that Tom was scruti

nizing him closely through half closed eyolids. 

"I'vo missed you, Fenton," said Tom suddonly. It was as if 

he wor© bestowing, on behalf of his king, th© greatest honour offor9d 

by his country. His voice was doep and r9sonant. 

Diok was at a loss for a rq)ly. Ho opened his mouth and moved 

his tonguo around, but not ono word could ho coax forth. He wondored 

angrily how ho could over havo landed into this situation, 

Tom was still regarding him closely, Dick forced himself to 

look at him, but it was an effort, H© was no moro succossful in raising 

a friendly smil© than he had boen in convorsation,. But Tom was elaborating 

on his previous statement, "I had novor realized boforo what a magnifi

cont thing was friendship," ho was saying softly* Ho was interrupted 

by an orderly, who poked his head around the door. 

"Soon Captain Batchelor, sir?" ho askod, 

"No, I haven't," replied Tom curtly. 

Dick regained his olusiv© powors of spooch. "I had two tins 

of lobster for you," h© said, and h© could oven smile, although ho felt 

that it carried no moro warmth than th© smil© of a politician who has lost 

an election. "But I'm afraid thoy never got past those hawks in th© ward. 

They picked my pockots." 

Tom did not intend to hav© the subject changed. "You know, 

Fenton, I liked you right from the start, but I was envious of you. En-
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vious because you had a start in lif© and I had nothing. In fact, you 

stood for ©verything that I r9s©nt©d. You'vo nover had a worry in your 

lifo, hav© you? You'vo novor known the meaning of insocurity. Whilo 

you woro attending oxponsiv© schools and colloggs I was doing manual 

labour in a mill. Do you knov/ what that meant? You do noti Woll, it 

moant ten hours a day in a dingy fire trap that should have boen con-

domned forty years before. It meant a starving wage, at first, of twen

ty cents an hour. But the president of tho company! Ho mado thirty 

thousand dollars a year out of tho mill alone. On top of that, ho owned 

half th© town. And what h© didn't own his rolatives did. And did thoy 

©vor; worry about us? Did thoy over look into the conditions *• tho squa

lor and poverty and tho dospair - that was prevalent right under their 

v©ry nosos? Thoy did notI They saw nothing and wantod to soe nothing. 

How we hatod and despised them in that town! I saw my mother di© of tu

berculosis and no on© raised a hand to holp her. Two yoars lator my 

fathor's hand got caught in a pioc© of machinery at the mill. It had to 

bo amputatod. It's a littl© different from your lif© story, isn't it, 

Fenton? You don't wondor, do you, that I don't smil© as much as you do, 

that I ha von't all your graces and your ohaim?" 

Dick stood bosid© a stack of books with his hoad slightly 

avertod. H© was still embarrassod. The last thing in the world that 

he wished to hear was th© lif© history of a man, suspected of disloyalty 

to his country, on whom ho was obligod to report to higher authority 

onco or twice a week. Ho folt a sens© of shamo, and yot h© also folt a 

mounting indignation. Did Tom Goodall think that ho was tho only person 

on oarth who ovor startod lifo undor a disadvantage? And bosides, had he 

not soized th9 oppor-tunity to sorvo his country and bocan© an officer? 

His country? Cora© to think of it, what country did ho consider to b© his 

ovm? Dick longed to make answer, but Tom was talking again, 

"I loft tho mill when I was twenty. I had obtained my junior 
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matriculation by corrospondenco and I went to woric in a bank. I found 

that I had replaced ono form of slavery by another. No physical danger 

but I found tho most crushing and deadening routine. I folt stiflod. 

And I was still boing paid a starving wago, I could do practically 

nothing to holp my father or my younger sisters. But I mot somo of the 

so-callod right people. What a laugh! They taught mo to play badminton 

and tonnis, and I even found mysolf with a commission in tho Roserv© 

Army. And I workod! I worked lik© a slave. But thero's no chanc© for 

honost ©ndeavour in this system of ours. After being with th9 bank for 

ten years and working every night until I could hav© dropped with ex

haustion, thoro was an oponing for an assistant manager in tho next town. 

I folt, and quito roasonably so, that my chance had como. But do you 

knov/ what happon©d? A man was given tho appointmont who was -two yoars 

junior to mo in length of service, and fivo yoars junior in ago." His 

oy©s w©rQ blazing now and his voico was harsh and strident. "And do you 

know who that man was? Th© now assistant manager? Ho was the younger 

son of tho pr©sid©nt of th© mills." H© laughed dorisively. "ind you 

talk about your democratic society! " 

Dick wondered if ho should say somothing or if ho should wait. 

He know, from an R.C.M.P. roport ho had road, that Tom had boen unpopu

lar with his co-workors and was not considorod a groat assot by anyono. 

Ho could toll him that ho was not oven highly rogardod by his own party. 

But a look at Tom's face - it was contorted with hat© and baffled envy, 

and a largo vein was standing out worm-liko on th© sid© of his head -

stopped him. 

"I wanted to resign but I couldn't. I had to livo, and my 

father noodod wh^atevor support I could givo him. But I did no moro work 

than I had to. I realizod that somothing would havo to bo dono to revi

talize our society, somothing that would roduco us all to the samo lovel. 

What right had old Goorgo MoKinloy playing God with half th© livos of the 
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town? God, did I say? Ha!" Ho lookod as if ho might oxplodo. Tho skin 

was drawn tight ovor tho bony, angular faco; it was as if tho forohead and 

oho©k bones w©r9 going to burst ol9ar out into tho open. And the vein 

ovor his tompl© throbbed moro angrily than over. "I turned to politics. 

And yot, ov©n there, whoro a group of far-so©ing man in my party aro 

trying to holp mankind, we knew nothing, but opposition and frustration. 

And, a few months later, with tho beginning of the war, porsocution. At 

tho start you know, it was novor a war of th© p©ople but a war of a few 

industrialists using th© uneducatod masses to prot9ct their vostod intor 

rosts." Diok bogan to squirm. Ho had found his tongue now, all right, 

and had to bito it to ko©p from using it. Tom was hurrying along. "When 

I could cbaaeastisp foel that the war was a thing of moaning, then I joined 

up." Thro© w©©ks aftor Russia was attackod, Dick was thinking, and at 

that ho was ordered to ©nlist by his political superiors. Dick had por-

ch©d hims©lf on tho edge of a d©sk by now and was able to look Tom in tho 

oyo without any troublo. Certainly h© was ccnscionco-stricken no more, but 

m©roly fed up with this man. "Tho army vms littlo difforent, Thoy had 

to givo mo a commission boforo long booause I had had on© in tho Rssorve 

Army. But no on© has ©ver offered to holp mo. Always I have tackled 

©verything alono. And I'vo done my jobs woll in spit© of ovoryono. Senior 

officorsl How I hat© them - so smug and complacont becaus© they havo s<xn9 

red to woar on thoir tunics." Ho spat out the words and then buried his 

faco in his long thin fingers. Dick noticed that tho nails wor© chewed 

doiivn to tho quick. 

"Now you know a littlo more about mo," Tom murmured finally. 

"I'vo nover had tim9 for normal, human rolationships. I'vo novor had tho 

timo, th© monoy, nor indeed tho inclination, to tako a woman out moro 

than onco or twico. Nor havo I ovor had a closo friend." Ho movod ovor 

to Dick and laid his hand on his shouldor. Dick remained -whoro ho was, 

frozon to tho spot, ovory nervo and muscl© crying out thoir rovulsion. 
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"I guess you'r© about tho f i r s t roal friend I'v© ©ver had." Tho pacing 

grow f a s t e r and fas ter . "I do hopo that wo can continuo boing friends 

whon tho war's ovor," Tho l inos on his faco had softenod, and tho ox-

pression in his oyes was bos©0ching. His whole attitude was ono of c • 

spani©l dovotion. But his ©yos soon oloudod over, and th© long, thin 

fingers r©ach©d out and grasped Dick's arm with a frightening forco. 

"Don't l o t mo down, Fonton. You'ro about tho la s t bit of fa i th I hold. 

Always r0m©mb©r that ," 

H© turned and ran out of th© room. 

Gosh, Dick thought. Just whon I was about to give him tho 

story of my father's l i f o , right from poor farmer's boy to succossful 

physician! And that ' s not a l l . I could havo spared him a few ohoico 

•pithots about tho Communist party. I wcndor i f nearly a l l tho members 

of tho party aro not l iko Tcm - b i t tor , warped, frustrated, always an

xious to blan© ©verything and ©voryon© for the ir failure except them-

S9lV9S. 

Thon ho folt d9pr0SS9d. Tom's pr9S9nc9 always had a dismal 

effect on him. Poor Ton! Yot he was repulsive, both physically and men

tally. Dick could hardly c en tain a shudder as h© thought of that bony 

hand on his shouldor. Ho roused himself, and walked slowly towards tho 

main ontranco* H© was lat© and Wilma would b© waiting. Wilma! Evon 

thinking of hor mad© him feol bottgr. Y9t not much. Tom's last words 

folt somohow liko a thinly voiled threat. Had h© guessed that Dick was 

shadowing him? Diok docidod to chock one© more with the orderly room to 

ascertain whether or not Goodall had a pass for Friday night to go to 

Aldorshot. Tho orderly room sergeant was sitting in th9 office writing a 

lottor. Ho r9m9mb9r9d Dick and sp99dily supplied him with th9 information 

ho required. No, ho said, Lioutonant Goodall had not beon grantod a pass 

for to-morrow night. But ho had heard it on good authority that ho was 

boing transferr©d to a d©pot vory soon from whonco h© would bo sent homo. 
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Tom would not bo in Aldorshot to-morrow, so ho could watch discrootly 

from a distanco and SQ© if h© could identify anyon© ©Is© who might bo at 

that address. H© was still d©torminod not to mention anything about it 

to Frod. Not until aftor ho had inv©stigat©d. H© yawned and loaned 

his h©ad against th© back of th© hardwood bench. Any untoward activity, 

whothor physical or ©motional, tended to tiro him moro than ho carod to 

admit. Soon ho was dozing, do spit© tho click clack of amy boots on tho 

floor around him, and tho occasional buzzes of convorsation. Ho was 

floating through spac© - a vast, inky vacuum where ho could neither soo 

nor h©ar. Soon, howover, h© noticod a lamp post shodding a f6©bl9 light, 

H© had been there boforo, Yos indoed! Th©r9 was th9 str99t that h9 always 

f9lt constrained to investigatg. But this timo was diff9rent. He would 

show himsolf and whatever power was rosponsibl© for drawing him on, that 

ho had a strong vdll of his own. Just as his foot touched tho sidewalk, 

h© wrenched open his ©yos* 

He was moro dopresssd than ©vor, and oven thoughts of Wilma 

W9r9 not ablo to dissipato entiroly tho loaden fooling that seemed to haW^ 

•m bonumbod his whole mind and body. Ho lookod at his watch. It was al

most soven o'clock. Wilma was lato. Ho wouldJ'foel better when sh© camo 

and thay W9r9 abl9 to l9av9 tho hospital bohind and breath© somo fresh 

air. This ontranco was enough to givo anyono th© croeps *• a baro hall

way with subduod lighting and tho fog pushing its f9ath9ry t9ntaol9S 

through any aportur© that it could find. Ho had a headacho and his oyos 

woro smarting. Ho got to his foet and bogan to pace up and down. It was 

vory oold. Why didn't TiTilma ccano before th9 9voning was ruinod boyond all 

hop© of recovery? 

"I'm so sorry to b© lato, but wo had a draft of wounded men 

como in this aftornoon and I just couldn't leave earlier." Sh© linkod 

hor a m through his. "Am I forgivon?" 
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l©ss. All morbid thoughts flod from his mind, H© only knew that th© 

©vening had b©en savod. Ho smiled and press©d her am firmly into his sijit. 

QB̂  "As long as you'r© har© with m© thor© couldn't possibly be anything 

to forgive ," h© said at last* 

Sh© blushed. "That's a very pretty sp©©ch," she whispered. 

"Thank you." 

H© pilotod her out the door and into the waiting station wa

gon. 

Tho loungo and dining room of th© inn at Hindhead complet©ly 

r©stor0d Dick's customary good humour. Whon ho stopped insid© from th© 

fog, and th© blackout, i t was as i f h© w©r0 oomplotoly shut off from tho 

outsid© world. Thor© was no such porson as Tom Goodall; ho n9vor had 

nightmaras; th©r9 was no g i r l thousands of miles away in Montreal with a 

ring - his ring - on hor f inger. Thor© was just t h i s young nurs© b©si<fi.̂  

tal him with the sof t , wavy rod hair , the largo ©yes and the clear com

plexion, who was to hav© dinn©r and spend tho ov©ning with him. Thon 

with a start ho realized that sho had somothing of importanoo to t o l l him. 

For tho socond timo that night ho was to bo told tho story of somoono 

ols©'s l i f© . What©V0r secret was to como, ho was not worriod. Sho ob

viously was not married or ©ngag©d, and he f e l t that sho liked him. Thoy 

sat down on tho sofa. Tho f ire was bright and ohoerful; tho l ighting 

subduod* 

Diok helped Wilma out of her coat and arranged i t across hor 

shouldors. "Firelight doos wondorful things for you," ho said soft ly . 

I t was thon that ho realizod tho plain truth. Ho could doubt 

i t no more. 

Ho was in lovo with Wilma. Deeply and forevor in lovo. 

"Something to drink, s ir?" An agod waitar was hovering ovor 

them. 
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Dick was consulting his watch. "Wo havo half an hour," 

ho announcod to Wilma. "Our tabl© isn't r©sorv©d until a quarter to 

©ight." Ho lookod choorfully at th© waiter. "What have you got?" ho 

askod him. 

"Just gin, sir," tho waiter r©plied apologetically. 

Dick wished that he know moro about Tdlma's likos and dis

likes. Did sho drink gin and if so, with what? H© wanted th© wait©r 

to think that h© know her intimately. H© wanted evaryono to think that 

sho was his girl, H© looked at her enquiringly. Sho noddod hor hoad 

with an almost imporcoptiblo movemont. Dick smil9d. "Two, ploaso," 

h9 said confidontly to tho waitor. "With ©rang©," England in wartime 

off©rod vory littlo othor than somo typo of synthetic fruit juico to go 

with gin. And never was thoro any ice. 

Th9 waiter moved away* Dick noticed Wilma's hand lying in 

hor lap. It was a beautiful hand. It looked as if it wero incapablo 

oi. doing any rough work on a hospital ward. It was soft and smooth 

looking, and snowy whito* Tho nails W9r9 glist9ning but natural; each 

ono romindod him of a sholl. A beautiful, symmetrical shell. Ho reached 

ovor and slipped tho palm of his hand undor this most dosirabl9 of ob-

jocts. Ho caressed the back of it with his thumb. Sh© sighed and stirred 

slightly, H© raisod his 9y9s to hor faco. It was flushod somewhat from 

tho fir© - or was it from tho firo? - and tho r9fl9ction of tho flamos was 

dancing ovor her aust9r9 blu9 uniform. Y9t sh9 was complatgly feminine. 

It was only the strong9st solf control that kopt him from gathering hor 

into his ams. Her head belonggd on his shoulder, not a couplo of foot 

away r9sting on tho back of tho divan. 

Sho turned to faco him. He read his answer in hor oyos. Yet 

it was a voilod answer. Lovo there was, but caution too. And ho felt 

that ho had caught a traco of disillusionment or bittornoss* 

"Your drinks, sir*" Apparently tho waiter had boen b©nding 
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ovor thorn for scm© s©conds. H© soundod impatient. 

"Sorry," said Dick. H© withdrew his hand from Wilma's lap 

with an infinite reluctance, and passed her a drink* 

Sho took a sip, end placed th© glass carefully on a tablo in 

front of h©r* Dick passed her a cigarette end sh© lit it* "You know," 

sho said, as sh© settled back into tho sofa, "I think I'd foel an awful 

lot better if I told you what I had to say right now. It's hanging over 

my hoad liko tho sword of Damocles." 

Dick knew a moment's concern. "Gosh," ho gasped, "is it that 

serious?" 

"filhat girl can tak© horsolf seriously nowadays?" She was 

trying to speak lightly but hor fac© was stiff and strain©d. She gazed 

into th© fir©, and then around tho room to make sure that no ono was near 

them. Sho glencod beseechingly at Dick, who, by novr and in spite of his 

oarlier nonchalance, was filled with approhension and concern. 

"I'd lovo to hoar tho story of your lifo," ho assured her. E© 

reached for her hand again, and cradled it in his ov/n. Whatever she'd dono, 

it would mako no diff orenco* But sho must always bo besid© him like this. 

Always! H© pr©ssed her hand. Again h© had a longing to take hor in his 

arms. H© brush©d th© back of hor hand vdth his lips. H© wanted to say 

somothing soothing and endearing, but ho did not trust hims9lf * 

"I was bom on a small faim in Northern Ontario, "she bogan. 

Hor oyos wor© on th© fir© and h©r voic© vras so low that h© had to move 

closer to hor in ordor to hoar. Tho contact comforted him. Anything, ho 

thought. It makes no differeno© what it is! 

"Wo wer© v©ry poor and I was ono of ©ight children* But my 

father was detorminod wo'd all havo tho education that had boen doniod him. 

Wo never seomed to havo any docent looking clothos, and I've known th© timo 

whon wo'v© all b9en good and hungry for days. But tho house was fillod 

with books, and wo woro all taking corrospondonc© ooureos of on© kind or 
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another. My mothor was a great holp to us, as sho had boen a school tea

cher." Sh© leaned a littl© closer towards Dick and he seiz©d th© oppor

tunity to slip his ana around hor* Thoro wore people sitting on the othor 

sido of tho room looking faintly amusod, but neither Wilma nor Dick noticed 

them* 

"My father showed foresight," Wilma cmtinuod quietly* "Two 

of my brothers ccntinuod thoir studios and workod thoir way through col-

lego* One is a dentist in North Bay, and tho othor was a school teacher 

in Timmins bofor© h© joined up* I was noxt oldost and, when I was s©v©n-

teen, I loft for Toronto, firod with th9 ambition to bo a nurse. I wont 

through my training and graduatod in I9I42" Sho reached down to tak© a 

sip of hor drink. Diok drained his glass and motioned tho waiter for a 

repeat order. H© was afraid to have Wilma continue, y©t frantically im

patient that sho was speaking so slowly. 

"Th© hard part is coming," said Wilma, -with a norvous laugh. 

"Lfayb© you think I'm prosuming or attaching too great an importance to 

all this. But you see, you will bo tho first p©rson who has ©ver known 

th© whole story, at loast from my lips, so it's not ©asy." Dick murmured 

reassuringly with a calm that ho did not feel* 

"Shortly aftor I graduatod I mot Alex. He was a patient of 

mine, in fact. H© was quit© a bit oldor than I, but vory wealthy and he 

camo from ono of Toronto's oldost families. Ho was in tho hospital for an 

appendectomy and stayed for at least a week longor than was nocessary* As 

soon as ho was sent homo ho bogan showoring mo with attention. I grew weary 

of rotuming 9xp9nsive gifts, but my room was always fillod with his flowers. 

Two othor boys, who wero my own ago and who usod to tak© me out occasionally, 

docidod that thoy couldn't stand such compotition, and stayed away. I was 

d©pend©nt on Alex more and moro. Furthermore I was flattered. Ho was hand

some and know ©verybody, and I was t©rribly ©xcitod. Imagino how I folt, 

then, when he askod mo to marry him. Mo! A poor farmor's daughter who had 
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to loam which fork to uso with which courso at a formal dinner party. 

I took him homo, thinking that a glimpse of our farm would cur© him, but 

ho was porfectly charming. Strangely enough no on© at home liked him. But 

I had mado up my mind. It was to bo wealth and socurity for m© and besid©s 

I was wildly infatuated. So, on November th© tw©lfth, 19^5# I bocam© Mrs. 

A,l©xand©r Clifton, the third." 

Dick stiffen©d and his arm f©ll from around her shoulder* 

Surely this was not possible. Wilma turned to fac© him and, at th© sam© 

time, lookod anxiously about tho room. Thoro was still no ono near thom 

but her voic© was lower than ©v©r and h©r ©yes downcast when noxt sho spoko. 

"This is tho hardost part," sho whispored. "I don't quit© know 

how to say it, oxcopt that you'll find reference to it in ©vory book on 

SOX phychology." Hor fingors w©r© nervously plucking tho sofa covers. 

"You must remember that I was very yoxmg and inoxp©ri©nced. D©spit© th© 

fact that I was a nurse and supposed to knov/ all about ©verything, I 

hadn't giv©n much thought .,.." Sh© brok© off then plung©d on. "I was 

rapod, Diok. Raped on my wedding night. And not one©, but thr©o tim©s." 

Sh© shudd©r0d and closed her 9y9s. Diok sat motionless, foeling usel9ss 

and rather idiotic, yot aware of an ovorwh©lming ocmpassian welling up with

in him, and a towering rage against this unknown monster* 
ti 

Tho old waiter shuffled up^them with two mor© drinks. Wilma 

turned h©r head away from him with a quick, norvous gesture. H©r first 

drink was only half finished. Th© waitor apologized to Dick for tho timo 

ho had token, and ©xplain©d why h© had bo©n d©lay©d. Diok heard nothing. 

Automatically ho handod ovor a pound noto and told tho astonished waiter 

to k©©p th© change. Wilma remained hunoh©d ovor on th© far sid© of tho 

sofa. Sho had drawn oomplotoly away from him, and Dick could not ov©n see 

hor fac©. They romain9d this way, sach ono struggling for the control of 

his omotions, until a noisy party of Canadian officers passed through tho 

loungo and into tho dining room. Somoono stirrod tho fir© and added another 
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log. Then the lounge was deserted. They could hear only th© crackling 

of th© fir©, and th© assortod dinn©r-typ0 noises of voico and cutlery 

issuing through the half open dining rocm door. A booming male laugh from 

that room seom©d to rouso Wilma. 

"W© had flown to Victoria," sho continued, turning around 

to faco Dick once more* "Had I boen noarer home, I think I would have 

left him noxt morning. But I couldn't . Tho thro© weeks w© spent out west 

wer©,lik© a nightmaro to m©* Mor© and mor© I r©alized that this was a dif| 

*erent man io my fianc©-; H© knew, of cours©, how I felt, and kept telling 

me how much I owed him, and what he ©xp©ct©d of me* I loathed th© very 

sight of him. Ho wantod a sorvont, not a wife, i might havo been forced 

to livo with him forover ©xcopt for what I found out soon aftor w© ro

turnod to Toronto." Her voic© had trailed off into a whisper. "Ho was 

diseased." 

Dick by now folt liko a boxer who has boen badly mauled, and 

is hanging on tho ropos* Ho want©d to roach ovor and at loast cover Wilma's 

hand with his, but sho soomod so romote that he did not dare* Ho felt that, 

to stoer h©r lov© in his diroction, ho would bo called upon to ©xert tho 

utmost tact and patience* He gulp©d down tho rost of his drink, and triod 

to imagino what this Alex might look liko. 

"There's vory littl© moro to toll," Wilma was saying, Hor 

voico was lifeless and dull and Dick could understand how much tho rocital 

had exhausted her. Rogardloss of tho consoquonces, h© reached out for her 

hand. But sh© did not draw it away. It r©mainQd in his, inert and damp. 

"I sued for divorco. I had to use a littlo blackmail boforo ho TO uld agroej 

it was th© first time any Clifton had ever been divorced and his family 

woro horrified. Whon all that unploasontness was ovor, I spont two months 

in a sanitarium. Not that I had contraotod th9 dis9as9, but my ngrvos w©r© 

protty badly shattored. And there you aro, you seo." Sh© att0mpt0d to 

smile at him. "That's my socrot* And tho whole thing has loft mo afraid of 
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mon, oven whon I know thoy'r© sweet and kind l iko you. Kissing someon© 

only brings back tho most foul memories. I don't knov/ that I can ©ver 

change*" 

It was too much to bo borne. "Of course you can change," ho 

whispered passionately. "Nothing is impossibl© if you lov© someone, and 

if somoono loves you. Hero! Look at m©!** Slowly, sho raised her head until 

h©r Qy©s woro on a lovel vdth his. It was tho soccnd timo that he had seen 

her looking bewildered and vulnerable. H© ached to protect her, to smooth 

out tho linos of worry from her forohead. Yot sho was looking at him 

trustingly, and that was encouraging. "I lovo you," h© said, and ther© 

was only a faint ©oho ringing through his mind. It was not strong onough 

to carry him back to a park bonch on a July night of long ago. "I lovo 

you so much that I know you must lovo mo too - at loast a littlo." His 

hand was supporting her chin, and thoir lips wore only inches apart. A 

party of four om©rg©d from th© dining room and paused to watch this perfor-

manc9. Then thoy passod on, with apparent roluotanco, to an inner loungo. 

"Lot mo holp aw," ho whispored. "Givo mo a chanco." 

They woro int©rrupt©d again, this time by th© hoad wait©r. 

"Your tablo is roady, sir," ho announced from a discroot distanco. It was 

obvious from tho tone of his voice that th© tabl© had, inde©d, beon ready 

for som© tim©, and that h© was conferring a favour on them by lotting them 

din© at all* 

"B© right ther©," said Dick. Th© man bowed slightly and with

drew* "It was cortainly a gr©at mistak© trying to thrash this thing out 

her©. It's about as private as a goldfish bowl." 

"I'm sorry," Wilma said. Sho roachod into hor bag for hor com

pact. "It's all my fault. But I just had to got it off my chost right away. 

You don't know how much hotter I foel. You'ro a wondorful listener." Sho 

surveyed horsolf critically in tho mirror. "I look a fright," sho said. 
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Sh© s©em©d to bo rapidly returning to nomal . Th© c r i s i s was ovor. 

Dick was f i l l o d with the d©sir© to discuss th© question 

further. He f e l t that, i f i t was to b© a campaign, h© should loso no 

timo in launching it* Yot ho roasoned that th© n©xt movo was hors. 

After a l l , he h a i profess©d his lovo, and sho could bo in no doubt as to 

his s inceri ty . Th© dinner progress©d pl©asantly enough, howovor, and 

th© subj©cts discussed woro t r i v i a l . 

"Thank you for a l l you said to-night ," sho told him as thoy 

wor© driving back to th© hospital . "It was wondorful to hoar, whether 

you meant i t or not ." 

"You s i l l y l i t t l e goose. Of cours© I moant i t . And I can 

prov© i t* I t happens that I was ©ngagod to a g ir l at homo, and now I'vo 

broken i t off*" 

"Oh Diok! You shouldn't havo. Not on my account." 

"And why not? I'm in lovo with you." 

"But I'm such a poor r i sk . Why, I'm not ov©n normal. I may 

n©v©r bo ablo t o marry again." 

"Thon I doubt i f I ' l l marry either!" He suddenly slowed th© 

vehicle down and pullod ovor t o the side of tho road. "Now," he said 

sternly, "I'm going to k i s s you and no nonsense." 

Ho bont his fac© over hors. Th© kiss was soft and gentle. 

"There, now," h© munmired. "That wasn't so bad, was i t?" 

His next k i s s was mor© ins i s tent . The third time, ho nar

rowly avoided throwing discretion to tho winds. Ho f e l t that th© ros-

pons© -was encouraging. I t may have boon mild, but at loast sho had not 

drawn away from him. 

As thoy approachod tho hospital , sho broke a long silence* 

"I can get leavo t h i s wook-end," sh© announcod timidly. 

"You can? Wondorful! So can I! Whoro'11 wo go?" 

"Whorov©r you say," 
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"O.K. Loav© ©verything to mo. I'll fix up something wizard 

for us. And I am in lovo with you, Wilma. I novor knew that I could fe©l 

lik© this." 

"Not ©von with the girl at hom©?" 

"No* I'll tell you all about her ovor tho w96k-end. Not that 

thor9's much to toll. I've only boen with hor for about a week in my who-tt. 

M life." 

They arrived at the hospital. Sho l9an9d over and kiss9d 

him on tho ohoek. "It's wondorful boing with you," she said. "Mako mo 

lovo you. I doubt if I'm worthy of you. But make m© love you!" 

All the v/ay home in tho station wagon, tho words echoed a-

round his heart liko a prayer. 

H© put the car away and walkod down th© street to his board

ing hous©, Th© night was cold and clear but vory fow people seemed to 

b© abroad. As h© approached the house a group of Canadian soldiers passod 

and thoy wore singing. H© stoppod to listen. "There's a Long Trail A-

Tfinding! Thoy wor© doing woll, too. Dick nodded affably at thom, although 

it was doubtful if thoy noticod him in tho dark* Ho was happy and ©xcitod 

and burst noisily into tho houso, longing to havo a chat with Fred. But 

Fred was obviously asleep and th© hous© was in darkness. 

H© ©ntorod his room and immodiately his elation vanished. H© 

hat©d that room. Ho romovod his boots and tunic, and put on his bath robo 

and his slippars* Than h9 found his writing easo and p9n and placed them, 

along with oigarottgs and a light9r, on tho saanll tablo bosidg his b9d. 

With a d9t9rmin9d gl9am in his eye he pull©d a chair up to tho tabl9, lit 

a cigar9tt9, grasp9d his p9n firmly in his hand, and than sat back in tho 

chair. Aftor a short whilo ho leaned forward again. 'March first 19^5»' 

ho wroto, 'Doar Joyce' One© again h© sat back, chewing idly at th© end 

of his p©n* 

An hour lBt©r ho was still seated in th© same chair. His hair 
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was tousled, and there were dee^) lin*-'!?; under hi^ ̂ >yps, The floor 

was littered v/ith pieces of paper that he had criunpled and hurled av/ay 

from him. His hand v/as shaking slightly as he heXd in front of hin a 

sheet of Canadian War Services not© paper. In a grim sort of v;ay, he 

lookod rather pleassd, and began to read aloud, 'My dear Joyce, I hope 

that this letter does not cause you too great a shock, but I folt that 

I had to v/rite it to-night. Actually, I suppose that I should hav© 

written it a few weeks ago. No doubt you vdll find it difficult to 

understand, and I'm afraid you may think rather harshly of m«=>, but I'v© 

m©t somoon© and fallen in love. Try to believe me when I say that it is 

th© last thing in th© world I would have wanted, but it v/as sometldng 

b©yond my control. After all, you must have difficulty in remembering 

me just as I, of late, hav© ©xp©ri©nced difficulty in remembering you. 

When all is said and dene, vre only had a very few days together, I feel 

that this might cat^o you embarrassment and therefore I would be only too 

glad if you were to say that th© ©ngagement was broken by you, Ted and 

my family aro the only ones I'll mention it to. About the girl, v/ho, 

by th© way, is a Canadian nurse, there is no us© my saying anything as 

yot, I don't ©v©n know how sh© feels about me. But naturally it's not 

fair to anyone concerned if I am in love with her and still engaged to 

you. I do hop© that we can b© friends always, and for any pain I may 

have caused you, I am most truly sorry. Regretfully, Dick,' 

Dick locked at the letter for a while longer, grunted, and 

addressod an envelope. Ho put the letter, unsealed, into the top drawer 

of his bureau. He must writo his family and imil both letters at the 

sam© time, 

H© f©lt somewhat relievedj yet, when he retired to bed, he 

was unabl© to sleep. For hours, he lay still, wide awake and exhausted. 



- 26d -

It -was almost daylight when ho dozed off. He had a dream about Joyco, 

and V'-as able to picture her with startling clarity, Th© reproachful 

oxpression that he could se© on her face was enough to touch th© heart 

of any mâ n. 
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18 September, 19̂ 4-7• 

T©d left his desk a littl© early in ordor to b© at Dr. 

P©rcival»s offic© at five o'clock. Tod liked Bud Porcival who, for 

some timo, had beon tho modical officer attached to his unit. H© had 

mad© th© appointmont bofor© Bud had had a chanc© to see th© hospital 

reports, and so had no du© as to whether th© nev/s would b© good or 

bad* At any rat© h© did not want to think of it and thus be emotional

ly upsot b©fore h© even arrived in tho doctor's waiting room. So ho 

paid particular attention to all tho store windows that he passed, and 

picked out dozens of articles of all types and descriptions that he would 

havo liked to buy for Margarot and th©ir apartment. 

Bud v/as ono of th© very few young doctors of his graduating 

year (McGill '14.0) who ŵ as contented with being a general practitioner. 

Whilo most of his class mates wor© still struggling with post graduat© 

work, h© was rapidly acquiring an ©nviablo practice. He apparently lived 

only to s©rv© humanity, and worked from early morning till lato at night. 

Ho was singlo, and was considorod to bo on© of Montreal's priz© 'catches'. 

But he dovotod his few spare hours in winter to playing squash, and in 

summor to golf and sailing, and had littl© tim© l9ft over in which to on

joy tho society of women. 

Tod roachod th© waiting room at fivo minutes to fivo. Bud 

sharod this larg©, impersonal room "ssith thro© other doctors.- a hoart 

specialist, a nos© and throat spocialist and an oculist. Th© arrangement 

was very beneficial to Bud, as these m©n w©r© oldor and well established 

and passod a great deal of work his way. Tod sat down on an uncc(mfortaA<t. 

Utar woodon chair and attemptod to consolo hims9lf. But the r9ason for his 

visit now struck him full forco* Ho thought ruofully of how nervous ho 

used to f©©l waiting to bo ushered in to th© dentist's office, and wished 

that it wer© such a trivial thing as a dental appointment now* He studied 
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th© four doors leading into tho diff9r9nt o f f i ces . His oyos lingered 

for somo soconds on on© marked J,R, PERdlVAL, M.D. H© vdshed that th© 

door could bo honaetically scaled. Could h© hear scmoono moving arotmd 

in thor©? His heart was racing. H© wanted t o run holter skelter out 

th© front door and nover loam about that t e s t . Why had ho not been able 

to accept th© situation as trust ingly as Margaret? 

A nurs© st©pp©d out of ono of th© off ices and sat down at 

a d©sk. Sh© was obviously the r©c©ptionist. Tod went ov9r to her, and 

gav9 his nama. Sha smiled at tract ive ly . 

"Oh, y e s , Mr, Cummings, Dr. P9rcival w i l l b9 free to S9e 

you in just a minuto." The words chi l led his blood. 

He resumed his seat . . His fac© was flush©d and his eyos blood

shot. Fancy having t o go through a l l th is again! Ho knew what the result 

of th i s v i s i t would b©* Why was ho not content to leave himself a small 

loop hole of doubt to crawl through? Ho had gon© over a l l this so many 

times! Ho only know one thing. Ho was going ahead with his plans no 

matter what tho hospital report might show. I t was either that or suicit^t, 

i i i , and ho cortainly had no intention of shortening those fow days h9 

might hav9 l9 f t to him. But thon, of courso, ho might have moro than 

a fow days. A few y9ars mayb9! That wouldn't bo so bad. Ho could crowd 

a great doal of happinoss Into a fow yoars. 

A door openod and his body grew r ig id . Tho r©c©ptionist was 

called in t o Dr, Martin's o f f ice . The door closed. Tod found that ho was 

gripping his knoos. H© hoped that tho doctor would not hav© to ©xamin© 

him for he was soaking wot, and in diro neod of a shower. He docided to 

divert his attention from thoughts of the forthcoming interview, so h© 

looked at tho magazine supply. Ther© were throe 'Timos'i a l l old issuosj 

'Good Housokooping'j no good at a l l j 'Fortune'; how could h© over concen-

trato on that! He could soo scdo 'New Yoricers' on a tablo in tho comer. 
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but h© lacked th© energy to go over and pick them up. Ho doubtod if his 

kno©s w©ro strong onough to carry him. Thor© wer© three other people in 

th© waiting room, and h© d©cid©d that ho might as woll concontrato on ono 

of thom* Ho choso a middlo aged man with short, stubby, tobacco-stained 

fingors and anccquilin© noso. H© was about to invent a privat© lif© for 

him, when a whit© unifona approached and blotted tho man out of his vision. 

"Dr. Porcival will so© you now, Mr* Cummings." Did h© de-

t©ct a not© of sympathy in hor voice? Tod darod not look at hor, in cas© 

his fat© w©r© written in hor faco. He would prefer to hear th© v©rdict 

from Bud. Anything to delay the moment! Ho rom©mb9r9d no moro until ho 

found himself in Bud's office, carefully closing th© door* 

Bud was walking towards him with out stretched hand. "Billo, 

Tod. Nic© to so© you." His faco was solemn and troublod* 

T©d grasped his hand automatically. H© folt calmer now, and 

tho obvious sorrow engraved in Bud's face did not ©scap© him. "So," he 

whispered. "It's true!" 

Bud faltorod. "I beg your pardon?" 

"Bud, I took rathor an unfair advantage of you. I think I 

should have ©xplain©d somothing to you bofore." H© sank into a chair, 

and Bud l©an©d back against his d©sk, surv©ying him curiously. "You see," 

Ted continued, "my condition is written all over your fac©." Bud was about 

to protest but T©d smiled sadly and shook his hoad. "Don't," ho protested. 

"I'vo boen through all this boforo* You soo. Dr. Fonton oxaminod me at th© 

b©ginning of th© month and told m© that I had ©ndocarditis. I hated to ac

cept his judgment and yat I didn't want to hurt his foolings and insist on 

hospital tosts. So, whon I could stand the susp9ns9 no longor, I callod 

you. My fianco©, you so©, insists that what I n©ed is faith* But I can 

soo now that I noed a lot moro than that*" Ho was twisting nervously about 

on th9 chair. "How long. Bud?" 
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Tho youth in Bud's face vanished temporari ly and ho displayed 

an un©xp©ct©d maturity* Y©t h is fac© looked d©©ply sympathstio, and i t 

was as i f ©very word wero t o cost him a wealth of offort* This was tho 

f i r s t f r iend whom ho had ovor sentenced t o d i e . "How long did Dr. Fenton 

say?" ho asked cau t ious ly . 

"Thir ty days. That was on the f i r s t of Soptombor." 

"Woll, tho olectrocardiagram shows tha t you can count on more 

than t h a t . If you'r© ca re fu l , i t might ©von be a mat ter of months," 

"I soo. That ' s a s l igh t ropr ievo, and I'm grateful for small 

morcios. After a l l , I'm g©tting marri©d in ten days ." 

Bud continued to look worr ied, but h© said nothing. 

"I know© You think I hav© no r i g h t . But beliove mo, I ' ve 

thrashed i t out with mysolf a thousand timos, and I have docidod to l o t 

ovonts tako t h o i r na tu ra l course* And I honestly fool t h a t Margarot wants 

i t t h a t way." 

"I wasn' t thinking of tho moral s i d e , Ted* From th© engraved 

invi ta t ionx I rocoivod and a l l th© announcements in the paper, I gather t h a t 

i t i s to be a W9dding of scmo siz©. And tha t wi l l impose a great s t r a in 

on your system, t h a t and the ©xcitemont of tho honoymoon." 

"I must tako t h a t chanco. Thanks for ©verything. Bud. There 's 

no noed in my ko©ping you any longor. I'm j u s t going to s a i l along as i f 

nothing wor© tho ma t t e r . And I can thank God t h a t I ' haven ' t got cancer, or 

somothing r o a l l y pa in fu l , . I t could a l l bo a l o t worso*" 

"Yos," Bud agreed, "Of course i t could. By tho way, has Dr, 

Fenton proscribed anything?" 

"Rost i s about a l l , I guoss ," 

"Woll, I'll have somothing sent along from your druggist and 

you just follow tho diroction on tho bottle. Do you want mo to call Fenton 

and toll him I'vo soon you?" 



- 265 -

Tod smiled wanly, "Don't worry. Bud, Ther© ar© no ethics 

to worry about, Dr, Fonton and his family aro down in thg Berkshiros 

for a holiday. Thoy won't bo back until tho day bofor© my wodding. If 

then*" Ho roso uncortainly to his foet, "Thanks for everything, Seo 

you at tho church, if not before*" 

Whon ho had gcno. Bud lean©d against th© back of tho door, 

'I must got hardon©d to this,' h© thought desperately. 'And I must learn 

to koop my hoad,' He ran a finger along tho insid© of a wilting collar, 

'But h© roally threw ra© for such a loss. And such a nic© guy, I must 

phono to-night. I can toll him scmo things that can at loast holp him.' 

Ho roused himsolf with an offort. 'But I mustn't got so upsot in the fu

ture.' H© allowed himself a minuto or two moro in which to regain his 

solf oomposuro. H© swallowed an aspirin with a glass of water. Then h© 

opened tho door* 

"All right. Miss Tuckor," ho said briskly. 

M©anwhilo Tod had sauntorQd slowly up tho stroet. He camo 

to a restaurant that he and Margarot occasionally visited. H© paused. 

H9 lookod blankly about and thon so©m©d to rooovor himself. Up a flight 

of stairs was a dining room; downstairs was a bar. Ho lookod about him 

again. His faco was glistening in th© lat© afternoon sun. He licked his 

lips. Thon h9 walk9d down th9 stairs - carafully, as if each ono woro in 

some way a trick to upset him - and op9n9d thg door. Ho blinked and squinted 

in th© imaccustomod darknass. It took a whilo for ©vorything to fit into 

place. It was the hoad waitor who finally advisod him that all the tablos 

war© fill©d, but that ther© was a vacant stool at tho bar. H© surged for

ward and sat down. Ho askod for a ryo and water. Whilo waiting for it to 

bo brought to him, ho planted his elbows on th© glossy surface of th© bar 

and buried his fac© in his hands. First h© bocam© conscious of a soft buzz 

of conversation. H© was not alono in the world, then. Tho mutod strains 

of a Strauss waltz floated gracefully into his consoiousnoss from a dovico 
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in tho coiling. Somohow ho found all those sounds soothing. Tho clink 

of ice in a glass caused him to opon his ©yos* Th© bartender was standing 

there watching him, his faco a mixture of doubt and anxioty* 

"You all right, sir?" h© ask©d. 

TQd was 9mbarrass9d. Th© two mon on his loft had stoppod 

thoir discussion of socond hand cars, and wore staring at him. "Fin©," 

ho muttered. Ho raisod tho glass to his lips. His ©yes found tho mir

ror, only partially obscured by bottlos on sholves, which was directly 

in front of him. H© kn©w at onco why tho bar tender had lookod so wor

ried. His hair had lost its wave and was all ovor his hoad. Ho had do-

v©lop©d a habit of running his fingers through it. His oyos woro rod-

rimmod and hoavy with fatiguo. His faco, always long and thin at tho 

host of timos, was now skin and bono. Th© n©rvous flush had gon© and ho 

was ash white. Th© ice was rattling in his glass. His hand was trembling. 

H© swallowed th© drink and askod for anothor* 

Ho folt as if Dick were b©sid0 him. T©d lifted his head 

high. H© was not a young man, bowod down by sorrow, drinking alon© to 

instil courag© into a doomod body. Ho was a young man drinking with his 

host fri©nd in light-h©art©d c9l©bration of his forthcoming marriage. All 

day long ho had folt as though Dick wer© close to him. H© had n©ver neodgd 

hira so much. It was impossible to go to Margarot for help and comfort. 

Sho was too intimatoly involvod in his plans. And his mother and fathor 

would bo too prostrated with griof to bo ablo to offer any solution. Of 

course, ther© was no actual solution, but Dick would have known th© best 

cours© of action to follov/. Ted smil©d wistfully. Had his friend not al

ways boen th© moro astuto planner of the two? Also h© had boon tho moro 

practical, dospito his light hoartad ©xtorior. As Tod was downing his se

cond drink, ho and Dick wer© arguing ovor tho host place to spend a leavo. 
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Dick, of courso, was boing stubborn and ins i s t ing on Cornwall. Or woro 

thoy s i t t i n g in a pub rominiscing about thoir collogo days? I t didn't 

mattor. Thoy W9r9 to-g9th9r again, and Dick understood. Ho always un

derstood about ©verything, N©V9r would Tod find anyono ©Is© to tak© his 

plac©. Tod blew his nos© and push©d his empty glass onco moro towards tho 

waitor. Th© waiter was reluctant, but roplenishod i t . 

"Dammit, mustn't b© s©rious,'Dick, old boy. This i s a night 

for rejoic ing. At l eas t that awful doubt has beon removed. Now I know 

that I'm going to d ie . And soon. I t ' s a l l protty grira, but at loast I 

can think of you up thoro waiting for mo. I t makos i t so much oasior. 

But como, now. Mustn't bo sorious! I wish I knew a joke to t o l l you but 

I can't think of ono that 's appropriate. Gosh but I'vo had throo drinks 

quiokly! Looks l iko you' l l havo to tako caro of mo to-n ight , old boy. 

Romombor tho night in Edinburgh when you insistod on biying drinks a l l 

round? I t cost you four pounds ton. You nov©r knew th i s but when you 

showed ronew©d signs of gonerosity I pourod saa© gin and beer into your 

whiskey. You wouldn't think I'd ev9r try to s l ip you a 'mickoy', would 

you? lliy plan was succossful. Within fivo minutes I was trying to keep 

your hoad from f a l l i n g into tho »john', but at least i t saved you four 

pounds ton. Six pounds moro l i k o l y , for tho nows had spread and people 

woro pouring in for a freo drink on th i s crazy Cainadian, 

Tho bar t9nd9r was looking in amazomgnt at th i s young man 

who was chuckling so strangely to himsolf* Haughtily T©d pushod his empty 

glass to ono sido. I t would havo boon so much easier to maintain his dig-

^nity had tho wrotchod bartender not shown such a strong tondgncy to spl i t 

into eight or ten oxact imagos. I t was so d i f f i cu l t t o know which ono to 

roprimand. Tad blinked, and rubb©d his ©yos s©v©ral t imes, but a l l those 

mon wer© s t i l l thoro and they lookod mor© aliko than 9V9r. H9 gav9 i t up. 

"Ch9qu9," h9 d9mandod of tho imago who soemed to bo nearest to th© middlo. 
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All tho mon promptly vanished. Then Ted v/as looking -at the strangest 

man h© had seen yet. He v/as sitting across from him and apparently 

vory confused. Ah! Of course! He laughed shakily. 

He thought of a littl© rhyme, 'Beer on whiskey rathor 

risky.' It spun round and round in his head. It sounded like fun, 

"Waiter, add a pint of boor to my chequo," he demanded airily. Both 

wore brought to him siraultanoously. He paid his bill and dov/ned the 

beer. Then he practically ran out of tho bar bocause he v/as seized 

with an insane and alinost uncontrollable urge to cry out. He must make 

soms noise! But he could think of nothing that would suit the occasion. 

Besides, they had added some new steps outsids. It just wasn't fair. 

They required too much attention* Whoops! There we go! Steady! Breath* 

less and triumphant he r©ach©d the sidewalk at the top. H© lookod at his 

m̂ atch. It kopt jumping up and down his wrist, and both of the hands wer© 

racing wildly around their orbit. By ©xorting great pationc© and by 

closing on© eyo, h© finally cam© to the conclusion that it was fiv© min

utes after six. He had only been in th© bar twenty minutes. 

"I'm drunk," he muttered aloudg "I'm good'n'drunk and I'm 

glad of it!" The sidewalk showed an alarming tendency to roll. It was 

liko boing on board ship. Gangway! All ashore that's going ashore! 

Ooh! This would never do. First he was walking up th© right hand of 

th© sid©walk with great dignity; then he v/as all but pitched headlong 

into th© gutter. He swept around the corner on to Sherbrooke street and 

headed tov/ards th© Ritz Carlton and th© haven of a taxi, H© told th© 

driver his address, and fell asleop. 

Elspeth answered her doorboll to bo confronted by the unheard 

of spectacle of her Ted boing supported by a taxi driver. She let out a 
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littl© scream. T©d winked at her, 

"He's all right, lady," said th© taxi driver rsassuringly, 

"Just beon sniffin' too many corks, that's all," H© d©po3ited his 

load on a sofa in the front room. "That'll b© ©ighty-fiv© cents." 

Elspeth paid the man and returned to look at Tod. H© was 

sound asleep. She tucked a blanket around hira and tip-toed out of the 

room, Sh© mot h©r husband in th© hall. 

"Ted's drunk," sh© ©xclaimcd dramatically. 

"Probably met som© of th© boys and had a fow b©©rs," ho 

ans-̂ vered, apparently undisturbed. But h© soon reconsidered, "Very 

drunk?" 

"He's asl©sp on the sofa. I'm worried about him. He's not 

himself. Something t©rribl© is th© matter v/ith him," 

"Nonsons©. I was in a state of nsrves, too, ton days bofore 

I got married, Ho'll b© all right." 

Elspeth shook her head sadly. "No, There's somothing 

drastically wrong, I know. And yot apparently we can do nothing," 

Sh© turned to him beseechingly, "At least, ̂  can do nothing. You have 

a talk with him later. Really, this is so unlike hira. He knew that 

Margaret and Bill and Joyc© v/oro coming to dinner, I just hopo they 

don't have to so© him lik© this," Sh© walkod slowly towards tho kitchen, 

Mr. Cummings went in to th© front room and sat down whore h© could watch 

over his son. Tho longor h© sat and watchgd, th© more uneasy ho grew. 

Yot ho was unabl© to tear hirasglf away, unablo to mov© his ey©s from tho 

face that was half hidden amidst red cusliiona. It was only when the 

doorbell heralded tho arrival of guests that h© loft the room, 

Whilo everyone ©Is© -was sipping a cocktail, Ted was under a 

cold shov/sr. H© folt sick and miserablo, but at least h© was sober. 
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H© vowed that he v/ould never b© so cô vardly as to drink too much again. 

By the tim© that he had shaved and dressed, he was feeling better. But 

there ^AUS a hollow fooling inside him that he knew would be with him 

until the day h© di©d. 

He v/©nt downstairs and gr©©ted ev©rybody. Ho apologizod for 

boing lato, 'Mot samo of the old gang after work,' was all ho would say. 

In fact, he said vary littlo moro to anybody, and dinner was rather a 

dismal affair. Bill poured out his views on the future of the world with 

a minimum of interruption, Joyco, howevor, soemed to have developed a 

new r©straint. No one noticod, Margaret and Elspeth and Mr, Cummings 

spont the meal secretly watching T©d, 

It was while they w©re lingering over coff©© that Bill an

nounced th© nev/s of his job, 

"I don't want you all to drop dead of shock," h© began, "but 

I have a job," A murmur went up all around th© room, "And I ow© it all 

to Tod," 

"Gosh," said Ted, blushing. "I didn't reali?© that it v/ould 

all happen so quickly!" 

"It seems," pursued Bill, "that ono night last week, v/hil© at 

my house, said Ted Cummings w©nt up to my sacred studio and stole thre? 

of my drawings," 

"Borrowed," corrocted Tod, flushing still more d©©ply, 

"Tod!" Elspeth sounded shocked, 

"Thon h© peddl©d th©m all ovor town. He went to architects 

and commercial artists and God knows who! Imagino my surprise in th© last 

two days to find myself sv;amped by calls from all thes© p©opl©. Well, 

I had three calls anyway! On© firm said thanks very much for lotting 

them se© a sample of my* genius but they couldn't use m©. So that loft 
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two. Fancy having two firms call up and ask you to work for them! 

Down I went with a few more of my things and I finally settled on an 

advertising agency. With the type of work I'm going to bo doing, I'm 

practically my own boss. Of course, there's a probationary period, but 

I'm sur© I can handl© it. And my salary! I couldn't boliev© my ©ars 

wh©n th©y told me!" 

H© spoke quiotly and ©arnostly, without many of his old 

facial contortions. H© had assumed a ne-j? dignity and self confidonc©. 

Elspoth found horself liking him for the first time in her lif©, 

Mr, Cummings looked rolieved. Bill's v/eekly visits to hie office had 

never serv©d any useful purpose and they were usually embarrassing to 

both parties, 

"Congratulations," he said, with an unaccustomed heartiness, 

"Wo'll have to celebrate this," He drew a little black engagement book 

out of his vest pockot and thumbed through tho pagos, "I'm fr©e for 

lunch next Tuesday, Supposing you join mo at th© Club? How about on© 

o'clock?" 

"Wondorful, sir. Thank you very much." Bill was flushing 

with pleasure. 

"That's really perfect," Ted was grinning broadly. "That's 

always beon the v/edding present I've wanted from you, lihen do you 

start?" 

"To-morrow," 

Elspoth gathered up tho coffoo cups and wont to the kitchon, 

Th© throe men wer© talking businses. Margaret turned her attention to 

Joyce who, apparently, was deep in thought. Her forehead v/as furrowed 

and her ©yes v/©r© focussod on Bill's face. Could sh© hav© been compar

ing him with hor memory of Dick? Yet no two poopl© could have been moro 
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different, either in temperament, looks or character, Margaret stole 

a glance at Bill. He was taller than Ted and, despite his highly 

strung condition, he was growing fat. His neck was oozing over his 

shirt collar and his jowls were developing to the point wher© they 

quivered whenever ha was emotionally disturbed. But his hands were not 

thick, and his fingers were long and slim. It was not so much that he 

was fat as that he gave the impression that he would be fat in very 

short order. Yet he was not unattractive, and Margaret could understand 

how a girl with a crusading spirit liko Joyce's could be interested in 

doing something about him. But Margaret v/as surprised to find that 

Joyce's expressive, brown eyes were not glowing softly as they were wont 

to do whenever Dick was near her. Instead they were troubled and wistful. 

At length she gave a little shake of th© head and turned to Margaret. 

"Let's go seo if we can holp Mrs, Cummings in the kitchen," 

Joyco had never confided her feelings about Bill, other than 

thanking !ilargar©t for having introduced her to him. Now, as Margaret 

followed her to the kitchen, sh© decided that, as a match maker, she was 

a failure. But of course with Joyce, one could never tell! 

The evening passed quietly and, consideidng the v.-ay it had 

started, vory pleasantly. An outsider would have been oblivious of the 

underlying tension. Certainly Bill thought that everything was serene. 

He took car© of the conversation for everyone. Before the evening was 

over he had declared war on Russia four times and had advocated soms 

very strong pieces of anti-Communist legislation. He also elaborated on 

his plans for Ted's bachelor dinner. He m s too excited to notice that 

Joyc© u-as adding very little to the discussion, nor did hs realize that 

h© was the objoct of her scrutiny for most of the evening, 

Ted, hov/ever, v/as hyper-sensitiv© to all tlat was going on. 
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He sensed the struggle that was raging vdthin Joyce, and he knew that 

ho, himsolf, v/as being watched carefully by Margaret and by his family, 

Margaret did not knov/ about his escapade before dinner, but he looked 

so palo and exhausted that she must have guessed that something was 

the matter, /Ind, with such a momentous personal problem as this, hov; 

could he ever carry on this intimato relationship with her day after 

day ad infinitum, as though nothing were going to happen? Right now 

she was regarding him anxiously. He winked at her and grinned. She 

looked startled, as if it were the very last thing that she expected 

him to do. Finally sh© smiled. How beautiful she was! How could he 

evor go away and loav© anyone as lovely and as desirable as that? The 

smile flod from his face. He had to force it back again when he sav/ 

that sho v/as still locking at him. 

His mother and father caused him the greatest concern. His 

mother had boen v/orried about him before, but now it was evident that 

his fathsr was upsst, too. And what a humiliatitn it h^d been for them 

when he had been brought hom© drunk by a taxi driv©r. He was not acting 

lik© a happily engaged young man v/ho was in love with his fiancee. He 

should, perhaps, giv© them an inkling of what was ahead, but it was 

unthinkable nov;. K© would v/ait until h© returned from his honeymoon. 

The poor souls! Their only son lived through a war and then cam© hom© 

to di© of a diseasod heart, Tnat would be loft for them when he had gone? 

Margaret, of course, would b© kind to them, but she might marry again. 

He gritted his teeth. He must not think of that possibility. If only 

his mother and father would stop staring at him! His mother looked pos

itively accusing. H© knew that h© was a great disappointment to her, but 

h© could do nothing about it. He smilsd on them both, and th©n fled to 
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th© r©frigerator to find another boor for Bill, He thanked God that 

Bill was so loquacious. That helped a littl©. 

At ten-thirty Joyce consulted her watch. " % goodness," 

sh© ©xclaimed, "look at the timo! If Bill is to be fresh when he 

starts work to-morrow, v̂ e must go," She literally bounced out of hor 

chair and went to the front door. "IThy, it's a beautiful night," they 

could hear her saying in tho front hall. "I have an idea. Why don't 

v/e walk home? Bill hasn't got his car and it will save Ted from taking 

his out of the garage. W© can drop Bill off en rout© so that ho can get 

a good night's sleep, and then Ted can seo us girls home." 

It v/as agreed upon, and they v/ere soon ready to leave, Thoy 

all felt that th©y needed some fresh air. The night ^ms clear, and it 

was very cool. Fall had arrived. 

Bill was still feeling chatty. As they sauntered along the 

quiet stre©ts tov/ards his house, he described much of the art of paint

ing. It was one of the unfortunat© traits in his character that, when

ever he was v©ry interestsd in anything, he talked about it to such an 

©xtent that ho bored his audience to th© points of distraction, lirhat was 

actually a lack of solf-assuranc© ©arn©d him the reputation of having a 

colossal conceit. To-night, hov/over. Ids various monologues had been a 

godsend, Ted and I^rgaret had long sine© acquired th© technique of 

pursuing their own thoughts whil© app©aring to concentrat© on everything 

that Bill said, Joyce appeared to be involved in thrashing out sora© 

personal problemj her lack of attention ^ms obvious to all but Bill, 

They arrived at th© Donnelly's home, Margaret and Ted were 

prepared to walk tactfully ahead to wait for Joyce, and Bill seemed ready 

for a final and brief good-night talk with her. But Joyce clung to 

Mar(?aret • 
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"Good luck to-morrow. Bill," was all sh© uttored, "Be 

sure and have a good night's sleep," 

Bill v/as visibly surprised and not a little chagrined at 

this offhand treatment. Ted could se© that he ©xpected something a 

littl© different, and, in consequonc©, he infused an extra note of 

warmth into his voice as they parted. 

They watched Bill run up his front stairs, three at a time, 

and everyon© waved. Then Ted and Margaret and Joyce moved on in silence. 

"I thought it.might have worked o?it all right," Joyc© said, 

after a while. "But I can see now hom' wrong I was," 

"Ifhatever do you mean?" asked Margaret. 

"I mean that I thought I could feel enough interest in Bill 

Donnelly so that I v/ould want to see a lot of him, I thought that he 

needed mo and that I could do so much for him. But nov; he's all fixed 

up with a job and won't need me after all. And besides, I keep think

ing of Dickie. This is just one of those days v/hen I can't seem to get 

hira out of my mind." 

Ted frowned. 

"R©m©mbering someon© who is gone is lovely, Joyce," Margaret 

said quietly. "But you're acting morbidly. It's no reflection on what 

Dick meant to you if you fall in lov© again. He would want you to. And 

I think that Bill does need you. Just because h© has b©en offered a job 

does not mean that he vdll do well at it. He certainly seems to b© 

int©rest©d in you, and I'm sure that you could do a great deal towards 

making that boy a great success, Ted assurss m© that h© has an outstand

ing talent and that, to get to the top, he only needs an encouraging hand, 

I think that you could supply that hand," Margaret looked at her friend 

out of the corner of her eye, "Besides, you need him; ttf 
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Joyce flushed, "Nonsense," sh© scoffed, "And anyway, 

aren't you rushing things?" 

"No. Not really, I've never kno^m Bill to take out any 

girl moro than two or thro© timos, and even then th© dates were usually 

spread over a period of months. But here he's asked you to do scmothing 

©very night sine© you'v© come to tov/n," It was Ted who spoke now. He 

was more than a littl© fed up v/ith Joyc© and this ridiculous attitude. 

Obviously she needed a husband and Bill needed a wife. They had both 

admitted their interest in one another, l̂ifhat could be simpler? 

They were vralking up a steep incline now, and conversation 

vms becoming increasingly difficult. When they had laboured to the top, 

and wero within a stone's throw of Margaret's house, Joyc© stopped. The 

look of self-tragedy had returned to her eyes. Somehow her whole body 

seemed to have drooped. It had resumed its old flaccidity. 

"It's all very v/ell for you two to talk," she complained, 

"Everything's worked out perfectly for you. You must remember that 

everyon© else's problems are not as elementary as yours," She unloosed 

a deep sigh upon the night air, Ted looked significantly at Margaret, 

"Dick and I could have boen just as happy. He planned so many things 

for us. His letters from England were filled with v/hat we would do v/ith 

our lives. Our marriage would have been so full, so rich! And the last 

letter I received from him was so full of tenderness! If I had ever 

entertained any doubts about his lovo cooling, that letter certainly 

dispell©d them," They v/ere standing in front of the Thomas house, "Ours 

would have been the perfect love affair," she concluded. She looked 

confidently around, as if for confirmation, 

Ted's right hand gripped Margaret just above the elbov/, while 

with his left he produced his wallet. "Joyce," he said, and his voice 
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was grim and deterra5.ned, for another scene was the last thing in the 

world that he desired, "Joyce, I have something to shov; you," He 

was by nov/ holding a letter. Margaret gasped in alarm. "I havo to 

do it, Margaret," h© said to her. "It's ridiculous to let this thing 

go unchecked another day. Joyce will keep remembering her love as 

more perfect with ©very year, and it's ruining her life. Will anyone 

b© in your living room?" 

"I doubt it," She was very tired and deeply troubled, Sh© 

oponed the front door and ran in. "No. Th© coast is clear. Mummy and 

Daddy v/ent to a movie and Campbell is out with his girl. But Ted *" 

"Margaret, my mind's made up," They all entered the parlour, 

Margaret turned on sotr.e lights, Ted turned to Joyco, whose face betray

ed a Strang© mixture of curiosity and apprehension, "I have something 

to tell you that may be rather a shock. Do you feel up to it?" 

Joyce nodded, 

"That letter you received from Dick was not the last one that 

he v/rcte you. When I v/as goin^ through his effects in that boarding 

house in Farnborough, I camo upon a letter addressed to you lying in his 

drawer. Something he had said to m© just before his death caused me to 

look at what he had written, I felt that there was no use hurtiiig any 

feelings unnecessarily. And besides, I was in no fit condition to worry 

about ethics, Th© envelope was unsealed although the letter had beon 

v/ritten several days earlier, I read it through, and decided against 

showing it to you, I could see no good that could com© of it. So I 

folded it carefully and put it in the back of this wallet. It's only been 

out once, when I shov/ed it to Margaret, She felt the same about it as I 

did. But your state of self-delusion has lasted too long," Margaret had 

com© up to ta.ke her place beside him, and had linked her arm through his. 
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Joyco stood facing them, Sh© v/as terror stricken, 

Ted held out the letter. It v;as faded and crinkled. For 

a while, Joyc© mads no mov©. Then slowly, agonizir.gly, she reached 

out her hand. The paper.shook as sho opened it up. Tod and Margaret 

v/atched hsr anxiously. She mad© no movement until s'le had scanned both 

pages. Then sh© read them again. 

Her face hardened. No longer could it be called soft and 

self-pitying. Th© eyes flashed and th© lips compressed into a straight 

line. She tore the letter into a hundred fragments and looked wildly 

about the room. She spotted a v/aste-paper basket and rushed over to it. 

She dropped th© pi©ces, one by one. She walked slowly to the door. Sh© 

stopped. Sh© leaned against the panelled woodwork. Then, very slowly, 

she turned around, 

Ted folt as if he should applaud a magnificent porforitiance, 

Margaret gripped his arm more tightly, 

Joyce's eyes v/ere filled with tears and her face v/as drained 

of colour. "So," she whispered softly, "You'vo known about this all 

along and you'v© never said a v/ordI What a humiliation you've put m© 

through! But I suppose this all comes ur.der the heading of trying to 

toach Joyc© a lesson!" Her voice v/as gromng louder and harsher. "And 

this other girl! I suppose you met her?" Ted opsned his mouth to roply, 

but Joyce gav© him no chanc©. "Don't tell me. I don't v;ant to kno'̂ .̂" 

Slowly she raised her head. It was a gesture of pride and defiance. 

Then sh© spoko mor© qui©tly. "I thought you were my friends. But to 

think that you could do this to me!" Th© tears v/ere flowing rapidly, 

"It's inconceivable." She pressed the back of her hand to her mouth, 

and sped swiftly out of the room and up tho stairs. 
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"Exit Bett© Davis," breathed Ted. 

Margaret roused herself. "Darling, I must go upstairs 

and mak© sure that she's all right." 

Ted pulled her close to him, "She's only mad at us because 

she's found out that her heart's no longer broken," Her lips were next 

to his, and they were warm and soft, "Talking about hert.rt3," Ted 

muHuured, "you should hear what you're doing to mine," 

Th© sound of a faint sob reached them. 

Then absolute quiet prevailed all over the house. 



- chapter 18 *• 

2 March, 19i|5 , 

All in all, it had b©en a pleasant day. Early in th© 

morning, Frod had been called away to lecture to a group of men who v/er© 

proceeding on draft to tho continent. It was a Friday, the day when all 

mombors of the section roportod to headquarters for a meeting. Dick was 

askod to preside. Of course ho knovv very littl© of what was going on, 

and the sergeant-major took charge of overj-'thing, but h© felt that he 

was l©aming something of th© function of the section and th© way that 

it v/as administered. lYhen the m©0ting was over, he spent some time talk

ing to th© different men, and then they took him to lunch at the hotel. 

He folt honoured, and especially pleased over a remark passed by th© usual

ly austere sergeant-major. 

"You know, sir," h© rumbled in his bass voice, mellowing 

after his second beer, "th9 boys liko you. If, as rumour indicates. 

Captain Anglin is sent to the continent, they hope that you will be al

lov/ed to tako over." 

It had been a pleasant day* 

He had almost forgotten what England could be lik© in tho 

spring, yot ho had had a proview of spring that afternoon, Fred had re

turned and suggested that they visit on© of th© units on the outer ©dg© 

of their territory. It was a beautiful day, and Dick was delighted with 

Fred's plan. They travelled ovor many of the Hampshire and Surrey lanes 

and byways and, whil© Fred was forced to confine his attention to tho 

task of guiding tho station wagon through some incredibly narrow stretches, 

Dick was ecstatic ovor tho trimly kopt odges, the verdant carpeting that 

was becoming apparent 9V9rywh©r©, a few picturesque houses with thatched 

roofs, and a glimpse of two or thre© large ©states. "Gosh, I wish w© 

could take somo of this home," he said. "You should se© Ontario in th© 
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spring," was Fred's reply. Furthermore, he was far from ecstatic over 

the condition of th© English roads, and gave free, vocal rein to his 

feelings. Once, indeed, when they had suddenly b©©n confronted with an 

English lorry as thoy were rounding a very steep and narrow curve, it 

looked as if all concerned woro in grave peril. Dick practically drove 

his feet through th© floor boards, but Frod was able to swerve th© ve-

hicl© right up against a hedge. Th© lorry lurched by, and thoy both 

gaspod vdth rolief* 

Later, on their way back to Farnborough, they stopped at 

a roadhouso for tea. Th© massive woodon structuro apparently was hundreds 

of years old. Dick was enchanted. They wore shown to a comer table 

and thoy gave thoir order to th© waitress. Dick lookod around him, 

"VTfhat kind of architecture would you call this?" ho 

hissed. 

Fred shrugged his shouldors. "Haven't the remotest," 

ho roplied. 

Dick was fascinated by th© lev/ ceiling and th© panell©d 

woodv/ork. Around the dark walls wer© hung weapons of all descriptions 

and of all ages *• bows, arroy/s, blunderbusses, swords, rifles, pistols. 

Dick was unablo to count them all. Across from him was an onomous fire

place that, he f©lt sure, must b© capable of heating th© great outdoors. 

As it was, it held only two small logs, which shed enough heat for th© 

room. Diok was interested in a coat of a m cur, too, which stood in a far 

comer. Thor© W9r© two hallways leading out of this room, presumably to 

th© kitchen and th© sl©©ping quartors, and, on the space of wall sepa

rating th9se passag©s, there hung two portraits. On© old gentleman, fierce 

of eyo and long of board, might have lived a hundred yoars ago. The 

other lookod as if ho wore a first cousin of Henry the Eighth. A huge 

arras covered the opposing wall. Dick had commenced an examination of the 
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sparkl ing ohandolier , whon t e a was placed before them. Strang© to r©-

l a t e , i t was exce l l en t . For on© t h i n g , both h© and Fred wer© giv©n a 

soft boiled egg. Thoy wore incredulous and sot about t o onjoy t ho i r 

groatos t t r e a t in woeks. Thoy f o l t t h a t thoy had mado a great discovery 

and vowod t h a t they would v i s i t tho placo a t l e a s t one© a w©ek. 

As they drov© back t o t h e i r o f f i ce , Fred engaged himself 

in choorful ly making plans for h is loav©, H© had contacted on Air Fore© 

fr iend of h is and thoy wore t o loavo for Cornwall on March th© n in th , 

"Are you suro tha t won' t ruin your chances of got t ing t o -

gother with Tod?" Frod asked. 

"No," Dick i n s i s t o d . "I don ' t think Tod cares whore ho 

goes as long as he can oat woll and sloep in a comfortable bed, and t i e 

ono on every night befor© dinner . And then, i f he wonts to go t o London, 

I can commute. Wo can got to a l l th© shows he wants . " 

"I j u s t hop© i t works out a l l r i g h t . " 

"Don't you giv© i t another thought . " 

A l e t t e r from Ted was awaiting Dick in th© of f ice . Tod had, 

by now, received word t h a t Dick had boen posted to tho Securi ty sec t ion , 

and was planning t o moot him ther© on Monday, Everything soemed so t t l od . 

"Well, t h a t ' s swe l l , " Fred was re l ieved . H© was so anxious 

t ha t ©verything should go well on Tod's leave t h a t Dick was embarrassed. 

"I'm not leaving t i l l Friday afternoon, so y o u ' l l have four days, anyway. 

I wont you to foel free t o take off anywhore." 

"Thanks," Dick sa id . "I f99l I should s t ick clos© to homo, 

though, and l o a m something of what goes on around hore . " 

"Nonsense. You' l l bo pe r fec t ly sofo wi th Sorgo ant-Major 

E l l i o t t . He knows ©verything. And Captain Ross at Headquarters i s always 

a good Joe if you'ro s tuck ." Ho sighed contentedly. " I s n ' t t h i s a wonder

ful set-up? No on© ©ver worrios about us and we're n©ver in te r fe red vd th . 
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I j u s t t r y to be careful tha t I don ' t spoi l ©v©rything. Good things 

are u sua l ly ruin©d tha t way." H© glanced a t h is watch, and whist lod. 

" I ' l l hav© to dash. I guess I forgot to t o l l you, but I ' ve been invi ted 

out t o dinner by som© frionds of mine in Ald©rshot. I met them through 

the service c lub , and they'r© awfully decent . Not t ha t I'v© discovered 

many decent people in Aldorshot ," ho rofl©ct©d darkly. "They hate se r 

vioomen around horo and t h e y ' l l rook you r i gh t and lo f t i f you give them 

a chanco. I hopo tho Canadians find a be t t e r spot than t h i s in the next 

war!" 

"Fred, I have a coupl© of things I want to do in Aldor

shot t o - n i g h t . Would you mind i f I took tho joep?" 

"Not a t a l l . Park i t ovor by the police s t a t ion if you'r© 

going t o b© any length of tim©, and l a t them know tha t you ' re around. 

Just t e l l them you're thor© on secur i ty bus iness . " 

Fred l e f t soon afterwards, and Dick put through a co l l 

to Wilma. I t ' s a l l f ixed , h© t o l d her . H© had thought tha t they should 

r e a l l y c e l e b r a t e , and had engagad two rooms a t th© Savoy. H© ignored 

her gasp. What did money matter? This was to bo an occasion. Further

more, he had bookod t i c k e t s for Lunt and Fontanno, and has reserved a 

t ab lo afterwards a t a n ight club j u s t off Grosvenor Square, For Sunday, 

ho had made th© necessary arrangements, h© informed her mysteriously, 

and they 'd b© out in th© country. H© vrould say no more. I t sounded 

lik© th© porfoct week-end, though, and Dick was exuberant. However, 

th© thought of what lay immediately ahead sober9d him down. 

Ho wandered out to th© door of th© bui lding. Two of th© 

men wor© in th© yard working on t h e i r motoroyclos. Fred 's dr iver batman 

was cleaning up th9 walk. The sun s t i l l shone with amazing forc9. I t 

was a very t r anqu i l seen© and prasented a great con t ras t with the t u r 

moil t ha t was beginning to chum within Dick, For two cen t s , ho wouldn't 
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do this to Tom. Of course. Ton wouldn't thor9, Maybo nobody would b© 

th©r© who vould b© of interest to the Canadian military authorities. 

Ho was glad that ho had not mentioned anything to Fred, Ho might not 

©von go. At any rat© ther© was timo to go into town to soo a movio bo

foro ho had to mako up his mind. 

He waved good-byo to th© members of th© section who wer© 

still around, hopped into tho joop, and sped off tov/ards Aldershot, Ho 

parked th© v©hicl© at th© police station and walked around to tho cinemas. 

Ho found a film that ho decided would not require too much concentration, 

and he went in. He lovod tho Qaglish oinomas. This one was big and 

roomy, and, most important, tho patrons wer© allowed to smoke. Ho sottled 

back in his seat, and gav© his attention to the screen. The hero, ob

viously waging a losing battle with advanced middlo age, was stalking 

th© heroine, Th© h©roin©, who might woll have boen his daughter, looked 

like a precocious girl of twenty trying to act a glamorous thirty. She 

stopped, posed, turned, posed, tossed her head and oyod him hungrily* 

Thoy advancod purposefully to the contr© of th© screen. Tho girl on 

e. 
Dick's loft squalod, which was a clu© that sho was probably sitting 

through tho picturo for a socond time, and that tho big lovo scene was 

about to oommenc©. So far, Dick's mind was still on Tom and that address. 

H© folt fidgety. Ther© was a hush in the th©atr© as th© two principals 

glared at one anothor. IVho was going to strike whom? Ah! They changed 

their minds. Thoy wor© in ono another's ams! Thoy woro making passion

ate lov© in th© Hollywood mannor. Th© only way the audience had of know

ing that it was passionate lovo was tho muscle that kopt twitching in 

the hero's jaw. Tho horoine m9r9ly lookod prodatory. It was proving far 

too oxciting for tho girl on Dick's loft. Sh© was squeaking again, and 

was squiming as violently as though sh© had th© 'seven day itch'. The 

horo and tho heroin© wero now standing ohoek to cheek. First the audignco 
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was given a glimpse of the hero's profile, complete with twitching 

muscl©; then th© scor© was ©v©n©d and th© heads of tho principals changed 

places. Finally thoir lips ground to-gothor. The young girl on Dick's 

left was panting with ©motion. "Thoy really hate ono another, you know," 

a woman in back was hissing to hor friend. "Sho's killod his chum, and 

has tried to kill him and ho suspects hor. In tho ©nd h© kills hor in 

self-dofonso and marrios a nice, young girl. I road it all in a movie 

magazin©." She was told, in soveral diff©r©nt ways to b© qui©t, Th© 

kiss was fading from th© screen. Dick had taken a violent dislike to 

th© horo and wishod that he could fad© with it. The next seen© took place 

on a rainy night. A girl - probably th© 'nice, young girl' - was walking 

along tho street. All at one© a man confronted her out of the shadows 

and sh© screamed. So did several people in tho audience, including 

Dick's neighbour, who was so excited that sho kicked him in th© calf of 

th© l©g. That was ©nough. H© knew th© solution to th© mystery, and 

he v/as in no mood for a show anyway. He got up and excused himself 

through to tho aisle disturbing, ©n route, a Canadian soldier and his 

girl. Thos© two made the couple on tho scre©n look like rank amateurs 

instead of two lovors whos© combined marriages totalled about six. 

Ho sauntored upstairs to tho cinema cafeteria and put in 

his ordor of tea, and beans on toast. It was soven o'clock, and still 

light. Ho rovi©wed his plans, which wer© vory simplg. At about nine 

o'clock ho would drive the joep ovor to the stroet in question and park 

it across from tho house. An air raid shelter had boon ©rectod in the 

centre of tho stroet at this point, and would obscure throe-quarters of 

the joep from the building. Even if the people in tho houso saw tho vo-

hiclo parked there, thoy would havo no reason for suspicion. For on the 

other sido of tho street, about thirty yards up the road, was a theatre. 

Senior officors often had their drivers call for them after a show. So 
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thor© should bo nothing strong© about that. Besides, he had examined 

the str©0t carefully from ©nd to ©nd, and that was tho only practical 

vantage point. He had no do sir© to stand in tho air raid shelter for 

what might be two or three hours. And fruitless hours at that. 

Ho drank his tea straightway, but toyed listlessly with 

his beans. He was not hungry. He was unabl© to drive a picture of Tom, 

vdth his lank and angular face, from his mind. For Tom was a man who 

felt, and perhaps with somo justification, that the world was always 

against him. He had fallen a ready prey to Communism and was now in such 

a state of mind that a mental breakdown was imminent. How much of a meiw 

-taco could a man liko that constituto to tho Canadian army? And yot, 

rogardlass of Tom's importance in tho schomo of things, tho moeting that 

was taking plac© might conooivably b© of harm. And somo of tho pooplo 

involvod might bo dangerous. And Tom should bo on his way homo to Canada 

by the timo any invostigation was under way. Ho might novor know a thing 

about it. Evon if ho did, Dick would probably nover so© him again. H© 

pushod his plat© away and left the table. Ho had d9finitely docidod to 

go through vdth this thing but ho was haunted by a pair of accusing brown 

©yes, and ovor and over h© k©pt hearing a hoars© voico ploading - "Don't 

lot mo down, Fonton. Ploaso don't lot mo down!" Dick shook his hoad. It 

was all damnod foolishnosa. 

Dick wandorod back to a seat in tho thoatro in timo for tho 

climactic scono. Tho hero was crooping through a dark room, holding a 

revolver. Suddenly two shots rang out. H© whirled, alanaed but unscathed, 

and fired several shots blindly into tho other end of tho room. Imagino 

his stunned horror whon tho heroin© fell, dying, to the floor. There was 

a death scon© where the heroine, as immaculato and unrufflod as a modol in 

Voguo, confossod all hor sins (mayhem, oxtortion, murder), and attempted 



- 287 -

a reconciliation, Tho horo, muscle "twitching furiously, was understand

ably rathor cool to thoso ovorturos. But ho magnanimously protended to 

forgive all and used two or three long words which apparently explainod 

hor mgntal condition. At any rato ho was succossful in causing tho 

audionc© to sympathize with her, and at the sam© tim© h© must have pl©asod 

th© censors. In th© final scene tho hero is walking off into tho dawn 

hand in haid with tho 'sweot young girl', who was apparently around as 

a sort of socond string heroin©. Someon© must have dreamed hor up, 

Dick reasonod w©arily, because a big name star must always walk off -with 

a girl. No on© is evor abl© to resist him, Dick paid littl© attention 

to tho addod attraction, a rathor unfortunat© British attempt at a mu

sical comody, and left boforo it was finished, 

Tho night was mild, and tho stars woro twinkling down 

from th© hoavQns, Dick was conscious of th© hum of a squadron of planes 

in the distance, until it was drownod out by tho roar of a bus climbing 

tho hill. Almost unwillingly ho tumod his stops tov/ards tho polico 

station. Tho night was dark, but far from boing pitoh black. Tho moon, 

shining sorenoly down upon th© amy town, was worrying not at all about 

upsetting tho plans of such an insignificant mortal as Richard Fonton. 

Within ton minutos Diok was parked bohind tho air raid 

shelter. There was no apparont activity in th© houso that h9 was watching, 

and h9 was thus abla to k99p his 9y9s trainad for a provost, or any traf

fic coming down tho str9et from behind him. If anything happened along, 

ho would have to movo, because there was no room for any kind of vehiclo 

to pass b©tw©0n him and the sholtor. The minutes ticked slowly by. Four 

timos ho movod, only to drivo around the block and tako up his position 

in tha sama spot, Tho moon was blottod out by heavy clouds, and ho 

watchod tho stars oxtinguished, on© by on©. It grew colder, and h© was 
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thankful that h© had th© protoction of a heavy, shaep-skin coat, H© 

watchod dozons of poopl©, civilians and servicemen, walk up the strogt. 

H9 r9cogiizod two or throo officors whom ho knew but h© did not spook 

to any of thom. His only amus9m9nt was in counting tho numbor of 

couples who disappoared into tho air raid sholtor. Eleven! Two of 

them woro farsightod, or oxporienced, onough to carry rugs. No ono oither 

approached, or loft, tho nondoscript houso across tho stroot. 

Sitting, waiting liko this, reminded Diok of a day in 

action, his last day, H© had boen bettor able to control his thoughts 

latoly. No longor was ho ofton tortured by remembering tho 9xplosion 

that bl9w Windy Mitchell into small pieces, and the seen© afterwards 

when Dick camo upon his hand and his wrist, tho big brown mole on tho 

joint of tho third finggr still intact. Ho could forgot, too, for as 

much as hours at a time, the day wh9n fourteen members of his platoon, 

men in whose company ho had workod and trainod, drunk and played, eaton 

and slept for th© past two and a half years, woro riddled by machine gun 

and mortar firo. Ho thought of his beloved company command0r,kill©d at 

Ca©n, and of th© company s©cond-in-oommand who died two days^ later, 

leading a section of men into th© opon to attract a withering firo from 

tho onemy that ©ach man know would moan certain death. Yet, by so doing, 

by focussing tho enemy's att©ntion olsewhero, th© rest of tho company, 

or what was loft of it, had boen able to ford a small stroam virtually 

unnoticod, and press homo a successful attack. Dick tried to direct his 

rominiscencQs into more pleasant channels, but thoso tragic memories woro 

too powerful for him. Dospit© the chill in tho air, ho was soaking wet. 

His heart thudded against his ribs as frantically as it was wont to do 

whon ho was first admitted to hospital. Why did h© havo to feol this way 

now? Ho was so ongrossod in his r0v©ri9 that h9 fail9d to notic9 a figur9 
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slip out of tho Ian© bohind him and approach th9 back of tha joop. Just 

as th© figur© was drawing l©vel, Dick threw a quick glance at tho houso 

opposit©, startod up th9 9ngino and drovo off. H© felt that h© had to • 

do somothing bofor© h© lost control of himself oomplet©ly. But, for a 

whil©, th© battle scenes stayed with him, 

STft«.T ^°® again it was that bitterly cold January day and all 

holl had brokon loos© on thoir sector, Dick's company commandor had 

just been stricken vdth an appendectomy, and tho command had fallen 

on his shouldors. His foelings were a mixture of prido, inadequacy 

and foar. It was ol0v©n o'clock in th© morning when ho decided to go 

forward and hav© a look at th© two company outposts. He and an orderly 

wor© creeping along the sid© of a dirt road when thor© was an ©ar 

shattering ©xplosion in a field to thoir right. Both mon droppod flat 

out on tho ground. Dick raised his hoad and scannad tha field. He was 

just about to movo on whon he heard a man cry out in agony. Again and 

again the cry cam© from tho middlo of tho fiold, Diok mad© up his mind 

to go to his resou©. But ho was too lato, Tho orderly cried cuts "VHiy, 

sir, that's old Murray." Baroly taking any of tho usual precautions, 

tho orderly dartod across the road. Before ho had cleared twenty-five 

yards, h© was dead. Ho had be9n shot through tha hoad. 

Th9 man oallad Mirray was still groaning and calling for 

help* 

For somo unaccountablo reason, Dick was frightened, more 

frightened than h© had ovor bo©n in his life, it was as if all tho fear 

of those soven months in action had crystallized to transfom him into 

a f 9ar-craz9d, paralyz9d wrock of a human boing. He was shaking, Th© 

nois© of the battle that was raging all around hira s©©mQd increas©d ten

fold. He put his hands to his ears. He looked at the inort, torn, blooding 
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form of tho orderly who had beon talking to him one minut© before* 

"Run," shrieked a voic© in his ©ar, "It doosn't matter where. Just 

got out of this hellish moss." But a voic© in the other ear was au-

diblo also. It wasn't so loud, but it kept insisting that all this 

fear was bound up with lack of sleep and food, and with battle fatigue, 

Prido, it said. Rosponsibility. You know you'ro not going to run away 

no mattor how much you want to. So get on with you. 

Murray criod out again. 

That was it, Dick raised himself off tho ground, Tho 

movoment required on incredible amount of offort. Slowly, with infi-

nit© care, he crawlod to the edge of the road. Ho flung himself across. 

So far so good. His heart was pounding so loudly that he was suro tho 

en ©my could hear it. H© wondered vaguely if th© outposts wero doing 

their job. Thon, whilo his eyo and his brain calculated tho best way 

of reaching Murray, his mind tried to conjure up a picture of Joyc©. 

Just a momentary flash to bolster his courag© and tid© him safely through 

this ordeal. For tho first timo, ho failed. There was no Joyce, Ho 

could so© only a fiold with a few bodies, a fiold being raked by machine 

gun and mortar fire, but a fi©ld with a writhing, groaning soldier who 

must b© h©lp©d. Just for a moment, Dick thought of an 'out'. Surely 

this man was not so important that he, as acting company commander, should 

risk his life end perhaps jeopardize thereby the safety of his whole com

pany merely to rescu© him. For ther© v/ere only two lieutenants left, 

neither of whom had had much experience in battle. Yes, he should pro

bably turn back. But all the tim© h© was racing tov/ards a hillcock, H© 

mad© it. His breath was coming in sobbing gasps. Th© ©nemy had spotted 

him. He could hear bullets embedding themselves in iihe other sido of the 

dirt mound. W©11, they could alv/ays call on Ted to take over the company. 

(But that was defeatist talk!) 
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Diok lookod about him. Behind, th© hedge lining tho 

road. To the loft, a clear space for a couplo of hundred yards, then 

a slope leading to a bare, grey forost. Somewhor© in that area there 

was at least one machine gun nost. Somgwhere, too, there were mortar 

emplacements. Ahead of him, the field, littered vdth dead bodies. Ho 

could have touchod three of them. Two wer© G©nnans, who had had con

trol of this area up until nin© o'clock th© night before; ono was a mem

ber of his company. He lookod quickly away from this young boy, whom 

ho knew -ffory woll, H© could so© Murray quit© plainly; th© man's calls 

wore nov/ m9r9 gurgles in th9 back of his throat. He glanced quickly 

to his right. More fields and, two or threo hundred yards back, his 

ovm troops. But, for all the men h© could s©e, he might as well have been 

in tho middle of the Sahara desert. 

Thar© was no point looking around any more. What the 

hell had happened to his norvo? He had never folt liko this in his 

life. Ted would bo ashamed of him. What's moro, his ovm men would des

pise him. Now Murray had seen him, was trying to edge tov/ards him. 

Only ten or twelve yards separated them. Dick moved out. H© was beside 

Mir ray. Then he h©ard it coming. Th© 'thing' that h© had known was 

marked for him was on its way. There was only one possibility. He 

threw himself ovor th© soldier whom he had struggled forward to protect* 

Tho crash shook th© very ground, bit Dick remained inort on top of Mirray* 

H© felt a succession of sharp, searing pains; then it was as if his 

logs had been cut off* Ho opened his ©yes. He was alive anyway! Mir ray 

stirr©d and Diok rolled over* H© saw that Mirray had not sustainod 

further wounds. H© glanced at his own logs* Th©y looked queer, somehow* 

Jagged things were sticking out of them, and th© trousers were matted 

with blood. He f©lt sick, and retched. Part of the vomit went over 
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Murray, but tho man did not notice. He had lost consciousness, Dick 

found that it was gotting dark. His head was swimming. He could re

member struggling and pushing and rolling around until Itorray was on 

his back and h© had pinionod his arms under his neck. H© could ro-

membor scroaming with pain ovory timo Murray's boots kicked th© jagg©d 

things sticking out of his logs* Of his woird crawl from tho field to 

tho ©dg© of the road, h© could romombor no further^ incidents. But it 

had s©©m©d to him as though ho wero swimming through a soa of blood, 

and that ther© was an octopus battling with him. As soon as he tore off 

one fiendish tentacle, th© octopus would try to chok© him with another. 

Dazzling lights wer© flashing down frcm the sky. Suddenly it all went 

dark, H© and tho octopus sank under tho blood. Ho reappeared once on 

the surface and screamed for holp. His strugglo was futile for ho had 

no strongth loft. Ho plumottod downv/ard like a stone. Tho battl9 was 

over .... ê E>. 

Dick was back in his appointed spot across from the 

house. Just think, he mutt©r©d savagely to himself, they want to giv© 

mo a Military Cross when I was th© most scared man in th© Canadian army. 

I was so damned near y9llow it wasn't funny. And there's poor old Ted 

sweating it out and gotting no recognition. Ho's said that he's often 

folt like I did, but I wonder. And then to have Murray die on the way 

over, while I was still stmggling vdth him! Christ, what irony! 

But he was feeling b9tt9r, Th9S9 sc0n9s just had to bo 

thought out. Like unwolcomo guests th©y kept forcing their way forward 

from the innermost recesses of the memory, Th© only way to got rid of 

them was to entertain them for a while. And now, oach timo they wont 

away, they left him alone a littlo longer. Thank God! Thoro v/as a timo 

in hospital whon it had soemod likoly that th©y might have unhinged his 
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mind. Dick was sur© that th©y wer© going to, although no on© olse knew 

anything about them. Not oven the psychiatrists suspected that h© was 

subj©ct to fits of nerves. And now h© was almost better. If he could 

only got rid of that recurring nightmare about the stroet ho had nevor 

s©0nl H© shivered and pullad his coat mor© closely around him, Thon 

he lit a cigarotto, 

H© glanced at his watch, Eloven ten, H© would stay until 

eleven thirty. H© looked at the theatre. It was closing for the night, 

Th© last patrons wor© sauntering out of th© doors, Th© houses across the 

stroet woro in total darkness, of course. No activity there. Everything 

grew still. Dick finished th© cigarette. H© was sl©epy, H© must go 

home! H© yawnsd. 

One© again a figuro slipped out of the shadows behind him. 

It walked carefully, slowly towards the vohiclo, Dick's head was nodding 

in the front seat. The figuro was now alongside the tail light, Dick's 

hoad foil forv/ard and h© opened his eyos, H© shook his head. The figure 

glid©d back into the protection of a wall. Dick looked around him un

easily. Then ho could hear footsteps. Someone was walking down the 

str©©t, humming. 

The man in the shadows grunted softly. His ©yes were 

smouldoring with hatrod. But tho man who was walking down the street 

stoppod bosido tho joop* 

"Woll, well, I thought I recognized the markings!" 

"Hi, Fred!" 

"What th© holl aro you doing parked hore?" Ho hopped in. 

Dick startod tho engine, "irdll you believ© m© if i t©ll 

you?" 

"W©11, my boy, that all depends on how plausible you can 

be. Ther©'s a s©x angl©, of course?" 
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Dick grinnod. "Wish ther© wer©. But actually it's 

liko this," The jeep startad up and moved away. 

Tho man stgpped out of tho shadows. Even in the war 

timo blackout any passor-by would have been startled by his face. It 

was long and angular and ugly. It was the faco of a man with his 

guard down J th© mouth was twisted and savage; the oy©s wer© piercing 

and cruel. 

For a whilo he stood quito still. Then he burst out 

laughing. H© laugh©d until th© tears ran down his cheeks. 

Finally he turned on his heel and walked swiftly down 

th© stre©t. 
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The Wodding Day , 

Tod's feet were on the floor before h© had really op©n©d 

his ©y©s. His brain was instantly active, so active, in fact, that 

he was not able to concentrate on ono singlo, coherent thought, H© 

looked at his watch. Seven thirty! How could he have slept so lato 

on his wedding day? But of course! He had tossed and turned all 

night, and had heard th© big clock on th© downstairs hall bang out 

every hour until four. What did he hav© to do this morning? H© 

couldn't think of much; in fact. Bill was taking car© of everything. 

He felt liko a us©l©ss appsndage. 

H© still had not answered the question that had been 

uppermost in his mind for th© past four woeks. Was ho being conceited 

and selfish in thinking that a month or two of marriage with him could 

compensate to Margaret for a lifetime of widowhood? He shook his head 

sadly. No man was that important, least of all Ted Cummings, When all 

was said and don© h© was just a young follow approaching his thirties, 

with a fairly good job, and ©xc©ll©nt prospocts - if h© w©r© spar©d so 

that he might realize them, H© walked over to th© mirror, H© was no 

groat shakos to look at, that was a cinch. His hair was brown and, at 

tho moment, sticking straight up from his head. Why th© devil did h© 

©v©r wash it last night? It was wild and uncontrollabl© and he'd have 

to pay spocial attention to see that it was properly flattened down 

during the ceremony. Oh well, what th© h©ll! He was staring into a 

pair of greenish blu© ©y©s. Thsy lookod tired all the tim© now, and th© 

n©twork of lines ©manating from th© cornors was d©eply etched. Ther© 

was black shading under the eyes, and hollows under the choeks. Yet 

his noso was straight; and his mouth, so ov©ryono always told him, v/as 
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his saving foatur©. If his fac© was long and thin, at least h© 

could always smil© and show ©ven, whit© teeth. His body was lithe 

and supple and his movem©nts w©r© graceful. He usually kept himself 

in tho pink of condition. But Poor Margaret! He shouldn't 

be doing this to her. It just v/asn't right. He paced around the 

room. But h© couldn't go over all th^t reasoning again. The die had 

b©©n cast. It was up to him to ©njoy this day, the culmination of his 

fondest wishes. And, as long as he was able, he would mak© it up to 

Margaret. She v/ould be th© happiest woman alive if ho had anything to 

do with it. Perhaps, with all their senses and perceptions sharpened, 

with the feeling that each timo he held her in his arms it might be th© 

last, p©rhaps with that tragedy constantly stalking them, they might bo 

privileged to know a happiness more pure and complete than those lovers 

who felt that on infinite lifetime was at their disposal, 

Whil© h© was throwing his bath robe over his shoulders, he 

heard a tap at his door. 

"Com© in." 

It was Elspsth. "Hullo, darling. Sleop w©ll? I brought 

you a cup of coff©©." T©d looked surprised. "I couldn't sleep, so I 

went dovm early and put on the percolator," sho ©xplained, smiling. 

She put the cup and saucor on his bureau and turned to him, "Oh, my 

dear, it will b© hard for us both without you. But after all, we'v© 

been mthout you before. Just as long as you'r© happy, that's all w© 

ask. And you should be. Margaret's a fin© girl, I won't d©njr.that 

you'v© worried m© lat©ly. You'v© had somothing really serious on your 

mind and I've prayed evory night that your troubles might cease, what©v©r 

they ar©. And I fe©l that my pray©rs hav© b©©n answ©redj you look 

hotter. Much better. You'll b© th© b©st looking bridegroom of th© year 
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and I'll be bursting vdth prido." Sho roached up and kissed him. 

Just for a moment h© h©ld hor, and with hor his childhood, his 

health, his security. 

As soon as sh© had l©ft th© room, his fathor ©nt©red, H© 

lookod old and Strang©, but h© v/as smiling, 

"How ar© you f©©ling, son?" 

"First rate, thanks. Dad," 

"It's a lovoly day for a wodding," 

"It cortainly is." 

"Is ov©rything all right, son? You'v© been acting rather 

queer latoly, and your mothor and I havo boen wondoring." 

"Everything's fine. Dad." T©d turn©d to look out th© \dndow. 

"You'r© not worried about, uh, v/sll anything? That is, 

you and Margaret....... I know young poopl© discuss thos© things 

nov/adays, but......." 

Tod's father had n©vor broached this subject before, and 

Ted could so© that th© convorsation was going to be painful. Ho turned 

away from the vdndow and grasped his father's arm affectionately. "Every

thing's going to b© all right. Dad. Don't you and Mothor v/orry about a 

thing. Now I must go and shave." He fled. 

H© toyed with some broakfast and rearranged some of his 

packing, and so was able to while away tho minutos until nino-thirty. 

Th©n h© was ssizod with the desire to so© Margaret. He must talk to hor! 

Ho dialled h©r numb©r. Sh© answered. 

"Yes?" 

"Hullo, darling. Nervous?" 

"Terrified. I'm sur© I'll never get up that aisle." 

"It seems so long sinco I've se©n you, sv/©etheart. Shat 
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with the bachelor dinnor on Thursday and all those poopl© at your 

plac© last night, I feel that wo'ro veritable strangers. I think 

I'll just drop ovor and ronew acquaintances." 

"But Ted, you know that's bad luck. Besides, I'm doing a 

thousand things." 

"Hon, I feel so restless I think I'm going to burst. And 

I'm just dying to tell you how much I lov© you." 

"Honestly? I love you too, darling. You'll never know 

how much. Yes you will too. You'll know later." She chuckled 

br©athl©ssly. "Como to think of it, you'll know quito a lot later. 

Now I must fly. Go for a drivo with Bill or talk with your mothor or 

something." 

"Yeah. O.K. hon. You go back to your chores. I'll call 

you at noon." 

"Ted, say you lovo me again. Just once more." 

"I lovo you, honoy." 

"Oh, t h a t ' s v/ond©rful. Everything 's so worth whil© v/hen you 

say t h a t . Keep on saying i t forever, da r l i ng . " 

"Don't worry. I w i l l . By©, hon." 

"Don't forgot to call me at noon." 

"Are you kidding? I'll bo counting tho minutes." 

"Bye then, darling." 

"By©, hon." 

What to do now? It was a lovely morning so he thought a 

walk might bo in ordor. But he had first of all to escape from his 

family. Elspoth thought that ho should rest; Mr. Cummings v/anted to 

take him along v/hile he did a couplo of messages. Ted spent a few min

utes explaining that he wishod to be alono for a short time. Thoy 
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thought it a rather odd request, but thoy lot him havo his way. 

The air v/as cool and brisk and Ted sauntered slowly along 

tho leaf-str©wn sidswalks, paying no attention to his direction. Soon 

h© found himsolf a few houses removod from th© Thonas hous©. Two d©liv©ry 

vans v/er© in front of th© door; on© was from a florist, the other v/as 

probably delivering a gift. Wodding presents! Ho could scarcely credit 

that all thos© gifts - the flat silver and tho chinawaro and th© coffe© 

tabl©s and th© ash trays and th© housshold appliances - would grace th© 

thr©e room apartmont that he and Margaret had rented. Most of the things 

would have to bo stored for years. A dinner service for twelve v/ould 

bo quito unnecessary for som© tim© to come. Perhaps it would never...... 

Ted turnod and walkod briskly towards tho church. Ho 

thought that h© might hav© a chat with th© ministsr, Stephen Savage. 

He opened the massive oak door, and the scent of gardenias smote hira. 

The siclcly, sweet smell of the masses of flowers was almost overpo'w©r-

ing. It v/as difficult to judg© wh©th©r th© church v/as being made roady 

for a funeral or a wodding! Ho stood for a momont at tho back and tried 

to accustom his ©yes to the gloom. It was so difficult to realize that 

in a matter of hours he would be standing up in front, shaky in the kneos, 

murmuring an 'I do' that would transform him straightway into a married 

raan. It should b© th© happiest day of his life. Under normal circumstan

ces it would have b©©n, T©d sank into on© of th© pews and buried his 

hoad in his hands. God's '^11 could not bo changod, but oh! how un

fathomable at times! 

Ho was cofflplet©ly r©lax©d as h© kn©lt th©re, his hands clasp-

©d over the back of th© p©w in front, his head resting lightly on his arms, 

A hush had s©ttl©d ©verywher©. Ev©rything was subdusd and unhurri©d and 
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there -was nothing harsh or discordant to jar on rav/ nerves. The 

sounds of the outsido world v/ere muted; th© light filtering through 

the great stained glass windows was soft. Peace! That was it. Peace 

of soul. That was what everyone strove for, and yet so few wer© abl© 

to attain. Communists, for instance. And atheists. How could they 

ever bo really happy, or secure? H© was floodod v/ith a sense of well 

being. It was unnecessary to go through the formalities of praying. 

Merely to relax in the sight of One who knew all things was healing, 

Ted v/ished that he had realized the power of prayer and meditation when 

he was in good health. He could not remember devoting his whole attention 

to God sinco ho had loft the battl© fi©ld, H© remained quite still. 

Perhaps ho was even asleep. But he was at peace, and ho was contented. 

No matter what happoned, this was to bo th© day of days for hira, 

Aftor som© tim© h© was conscious of someone v/atchlng him. 

Someone was intruding upon th© sanctity of his thoughts. Slowly h© 

raised his head. The spell was broken, so h© might as wall go hora© 

any v/ay. 

"Ted! I thought it was you." Stephen Savage was standing 

ovor him, smiling, his hat in his hand. He was obviously on his way out 

to make a call on on© of his parishioners. 

"Hullo Stephen. I just thought I'd come around and mako uso 

of tho hall." 

"I'm glad. I hopo you haven't any dire problem. Usually 

bridegrooms suffer quite enough in church during th© ceremony without 

spending tho morning ther©, too." 

Ted v/as debating whether or not to tell Stephen th© v/hol© 

story. S©v©ral things d©cid©d hira against it. Obviously the young 

minister was busy, and, no matter what he might advise, Ted was going 
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through v/ith th© w©dding, anyhov/. But v/hen he cam© back from the 

honoymoon, Stephen could b© of in©stimabl© comfort, and of groat 

assistance in helping tid© his family over their period of griof. 

Margar©t would noed his counsel, too. For this young preacher was 

loved and respsctcd by all his parish. It had b©en that way in the 

army and it was that v/ay now in 'Civvy Street'. Ted had met many 

padros of all denominations and they had ranged, in offectiven©ss and 

personal integrity, from very, very good to very, very bad. But nowhere 

had there been a man who had commanded moro respect and affection from 

men of all typos and religions and races than Stephen Savage. Ho was 

tall and young and broad-shouldered; he was unfailingly courteous 

although ho could b© stern when the occasion demanded it; he smoked and 

drank an occasional highball when ho felt that it was ©xpected of him, 

but never to any excess. Most of all, he b0li©ved in God, and he was 

a man of humility and sincerity. H© was that rarest of mortals, a good 

man with a strong character and a sense of humour. As a result he had 

been given this church, ono of tho largest Presbyterian churches in 

Canada. Ted had choorfully swung over from th© Anglican church that he 

had originally attend©d with his family, just to be with him. He r©v©r©d 

Steph©n Savag© as h© had nev©r rev©r©d any othor man. 

Thoy walked up tho aisl© to-g©th©r and stood on th© stsps 

outsid© th© door. Tod still had not answored him, and St©ph©n looked 

anxious. 

"Everything is all right, isn't it, T©d?" h© asked. 

"Yes St©ph©n, I'm a pr©tty lucky fellow. I don't think I 

could bo more in lovo if I tried. But I hav© on© problom, I won't 

bothor you with it now, but I'd like to make an appointmont with you 

as soon as I get back," 
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St©ph©n was continuing to regard him closely, "I thought 

that you had boen acting rather strangely of late," ho said. (How 

many more times am I to b© told that to-day? Ted wondered.) "Are 

you suro you don't want to toll me now?" 

Ted shook his head, "It will koep," he insisted, attempting 

to assume a jaunty air, "It's nothing drastic," 

"I don't believe you," Stephen retorted, "but it's up to you, 

I'll give you a call at the offic© two weeks from Monday and we'll arrange 

to get to-goth©r, Ted, you'r© not regretting this marriage?" 

"Oh God, St©ph©n! Don't think that for a minute. My marry

ing Margaret is the great©st mov© I ©ver made. And I fully realize hov/ 

lucky and und©s©rving I am," 

Stephen looked somewhat r©li©v©d, but not altogother, "W©11, 

I'm glad to hear that. Got your speech all planned for this aftornoon?" 

Ted smiled. "I'm dreading that as much as standing up in 

the front of the church before all those people," 

"Th©r©'s nothing to v/orry about. Tod, You'll find yoursolf 

enjoying it before you're through. Meanwhile, just go hom© and relax," 

T©d laughed ru©fully, "Som©day you may go through this 

yourself, and thon you'll know what it feels liko, 7/oll, so long 

St©ph©n, Thanks for all you've don©, I'll see you later." 

"Y©s ind©©d. I'm looking forward to it. Good-bye, Ted," 

Ted watched St©ph©n run nimbly down th© ston© steps and walk 

briskly along th© street. He glanced at his watch. Almost noon! He 

must go home. Bill would b© th©r©, and ©v©ryon© would b© waiting for hira. 

H© was right. Not only wer© Bill and his moth©r and fath©r 

waiting for him, but thoy wor© anxious. Yot thor© was nothing to b© dono. 
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Or if h© actually did think of some littl© thing, one of his thro© 

guardian ang©ls would dash off and insist on doing it for him. 

His mothor had pr©par©d a very t©mpting salad luncheon, 

but h© could do scant justice to it. Ho found, too, that he was 

unable to contribute his share of tho conversation. He had not felt 

so jittory sine© he had acted a small part in a collog© play b©for© 

th© v/ar. And, of cours©, ©veryono was so full of concern. He found 

it difficult to restrain himself. Why couldn't they act naturally? 

Or, better still, pay no attention to him? 

It was worse after lunch, H© and Bill offered to wash th© 

dishss, but Elspeth would not hoar of it. So they all sat around the 

living room. The v/edding was to be at four o'clock and they were all 

to leave the hous© at three-fifteen, Elspeth v/ithdrew to change, and 

Ted follov/ed suit. 

The minutes dragged by, Mr, Cummings paid scant attention 

to his 'Financial Post', Bill thumbed through several magazines, 

tossed them aside, wandered over to tho piano, playod a few bars of a 

Chopin etudo, gav© it up, v/andered to the front door to see if the sun 

was still shining, and then began the p©rfoi'mance all over again. At 

two-thirty he and Mr, Cummings also went upstairs to make ready, 

Th© minutes ticked steadily by and, exactly at throe-fifteen, 

a largo, black limousine pullod away from th© curb outside the Cummings' 

hous© and whisked them all off to the church, Ted turned back for a 

final glimpse of the homo that ho had knovm all of his lifo. Henceforth 

he would only visit his family as a guest. The thought shocked him 

rather, if anything that v/as not catastrophic could hav© shockod him at 

that moment. His mind was far from rational. 

When they reached the church they found, to thoir surprise. 
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that ther© were several guests seat©d and waiting for the show. Ted 

felt more and mor© lik© a man v/ho was about,to b© hanged. 

"Y© Gods," he breathed to Bill, as they v/ore carefully 

hanging up their fall overcoats in the small cloak room, "why doos 

our so-called civilized society have to mak© such a gruelling ordeal 

out of the simple union of tv/o people?" 

"You'v© got mo thor©," Bill ans^uered. Then his face brighten-

©d and h© reached into his overcoat pockot. "I have a littl© something 

here," he said, as h© furtively removed a shining, silver flask, "that 

you'll find good for anything from snake bite to double pneumonia. And 

it's a must for all bridogrooms." H© preferred his cure-all to Ted, 

"I don't know," Ted murmured doubtfully, "I don't think 

I should. I feol torribly hazy about everything as it is." 

Bill v/as insistent, "No arguments now," he commanded sternly, 

"I cortainly noed a snort and goodness knov/s, thy noed is greater than 

mine, as Hamlet said. Or was it Julius Caesar?" 

Ted smiled and took tho flask, H© tilted back his head, 

swallov/©d, gaspsd, and passed it back. Then a strange feeling stole 

over him. It v/as as if Dick were standing there, che©rful and calm, 

talking him out of his nervousness as he had done so often before on so 

many different occasions. Lik© th© tim© h© r©ached th© finals of th© 

provincial tennis. Or th© time h© acted in the colleg© play. Good old 

Dick! Hov/ h© would hav© enjoyed officiating on this day! Ted felt his 

presence moro strongly at that moment than h© had in months. Th© s©nsation 

flashod over him in a second, and one© mor© he was conscious of Bill 

ther© besid© him, enjoying a much greater sv/ig from th© flask than seemed 

necessary. Bill winked at Tod and returned the flask to his pocket. 

Thoy left th© room and stood at th© back of the church, Ted noticed a 
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steady strsam of pooplo. There wer© tw©nty minut©s to go but at loast 

a hundrod gu©sts had arrived already. T©d gulped. He was behaving 

like a scared school boy who had boen sent to the principal's office to 

be punishsd. H© was ashamed of himself. Dick v/ould have been ashamed 

of him, too. He squared his shouldors. He bowed to a friend of his 

mother's. Ho should hav© folt better but ho didn't. 

He -was able to speak a few words to each of the ushers. 

Ther© was Margaret's young brother, Campbell, fat and jolly and full 

of life. Thor© v/as Ted's first cousin, Maxv/ell Hurst, looking vain and 

prosperous at thirty-two. And well he might. His father had left him 

several hundred thousand dollars and a thriving insurance brokerage 

business in Toronto, Ted v/as never very fond of him but Elspeth insist

ed that he be included among the ushers for reasons of prestige. Ted 

did not know why having Maxv/ell Hurst as an ushar should lend prestig© 

to any wodding, but ho finally capitulated. There was Terry Walters, 

v/ith v/hom he had gone through school and who was now starting a promis

ing career in th© ©xternal affairs dspartment in Ottawa. And lastly, 

ther© was Martin Overton, a brother officer of his and Dick's. Ted 

liked him tremendously but was rarely ablo to soe him. It v/as one of 

those common instances wher© a friendship was restricted because on© 

party was tied down by family r©sponsibilities. 

When that interlude v/as over, his eyos strayed to his watch. 

Three forty-throe! Margaret would be leaving th© house. 

Th© next thing he knew he was in tho vestry, and Stephen 

v/as smiling at him. 

"You're looking a littl© whit©," he said, "but you'll pull 

through. They all do. And now Bill, I think you'd better escort him 
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outside, and you can take up your positions." He patted Ted lightly 

on the back. "You'll see more of mo," he promised jokingly. Tod v/as 

lod av/ay like one in a trance. Stephen looked after him and laughed, 

but h© vra.s puzzl©d. 

T©d stood outsid© in th© church with Bill, teetering on his 

heels and consulting his watch. Threo forty-seven! Margaret and her 

bridesmaids would be arriving by nov/. One minut© he regretted having 

had the drink; the next minute he wished that he could sneak off and 

have anothor. He felt tho way a drowning man was supposed to feel. 

His whole lif© was flashing b©fore his ©yes. Although Bill was standing 

beside him and occasionally trying to whisper something, Ted was 

oblivious. For no reason at all he v/as remembering the day v/hen he and 

Dick v/ent down to McGill to register for first year. Once again h© had 

th© f©©ling that it was Dick and not Bill who was standing so clos© 

besid© him. As h© glanced again at his watch, h© noticed that his fists 

were clenched and his palms were v/et. Three forty-nine! Would four 

o'clock never como? He tried to project himself into the future. Just 

two hours into the future! The ceremony would be over by then and h© 

would hav© shaken hands with everyone in the reception lino. He thought 

that he might occupy his mind by rehearsing his speech. But v/hat v/as 

th© use? His opening remarks would have to be impromptu and depend upon 

what the previous speaker had said. He prayed that his hotel reservations 

would be satisfactory. He and Margaret had stuck by their plan to spend 

a week in the Laurentians and then fly down to New York, They had man

aged to fool everybody, for even tho immediat© famili©s thought that th© 

©ntir© honeymoon was to be sp©nt in New York, 

Ted shifted his weight on to his other foot, Margaret! His 
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wife! And fancy being able to spend a tv/o week holiday mth her -

fourte©n whole days of fun and laughs and lovo. He shifted his v/eight 

back to where it had been. It seemed incredible that this day had 

finally come. Bill was smiling at something, and apparently trying to 

convoy something through signs, Ted had not the remotest idea of v/hat 

he meant, but he managed to return the smile. Ho finally heard Bill 

whisper: "Only eight minutes, chum. Won't be long now." For the first 

time Ted became conscious of the fact that the organ v/as playing softly. 

His eyes swept the seemingly endless rows of pev/s. Good God! What a 

crowd! Could all these people be friends of theirs? Impossible, Ids 

mother and father v/ere beaming encouragement on him from the front pew. 

Even Margaret's Uncle George was smiling at him, and Uncle George was a 

man who rarely smil©d. T©d transfsrred his attention to the ushers. 

They v/er© as busy as a crowd of ants s'si'arming out of their sand hills 

in search of supplies. Ho noticed cousin I\feLXwell piloting Mrs, Thomas 

to her pew. Trust Maxwell to look after the most important personages. 

His prospective mother-in-law was turning her most ingratiating smile 

upon hiKi, and upon thre© quarters of th© guests as well. She sat dov/n 

and immediately her eyos sought Ted's, They understood and liked each 

other and Ted somehow felt better now that she was there. Then, with 

a start, he realized that if Mrs. Thomas had been seated, Margaret could 

not be far behind. Three fifty-eight! He gave a nervous cough and 

smilod weakly at Bill, The organ stopped, A stillness gradually 

settled over the church, Tho momont v/as fast approaching and everyone 

was anxious for a look at the bride, Ted \dshed that he could do anything 

but stand still. If only h© could yell, or turn handsprings, or wander 

around and talk to people. T/hy didn't something happen? 

The organ peeled out the opening bars of the wedding march. 
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Stephen appeared before thom, as if by magic, and Bill was ©dging 

him closer to the centr© of th© altar. Ev©ryon© was rising and all 

hsads wer© turned towards the bride. And when Tod saw hor, walking 

down tho aisle with tho composure and dignity of a queen, all his foar 

and uncertainty loft him. Ho wanted to run down the aisle to moet her. 

But of course, this was hor groat momont. Sho was moro beautiful than 

©v©n h© had ©v©r dreamed! Ho sensed, rather than heard, the soft 

chorus of 'ohs' and 'ahs' that greeted her every step. Nevor had ho 

so©n anyone so lovaly. His throat contracted. It v/as only v/hen her 

father gently transferred her arm to his that ho felt her trembling. 

And then he was ablo, through his nowfound calm, to transmit a feeling 

of solf confidence to hor. From thon on. Tod and Margarot bogan to 

onjoy thoir own v/©dding day. 

Ted k©pt his ©y©s riv©tted on Margaret's cheek. H© was so 

absorbed in v/atching her tliat h© could r©m©mb0r nothing of th© service 

until ho realized that he and Margarot wero about to mak© th©ir responsos. 

H© was being married! And to this girl whom ho lovod with all his heart! 

How lucky ho was! Ho wond©r©d what th© congregation would think if h© 

w©r© to slip his arm around hor waist. Now Bill was giving hira the ring. 

Apparently everything was proceeding according to plan, and ho was making 

the correct answers in tho correct places. But suroly this was happening 

to somo othor guy! Tod Cummings must be just v/atching this performanc© 

in an offhand, dotached sort of way. 

"I now pronounco you man and wife," 

A ripple ran over the peoplo in the church, stirring thorn 

as gently as a soft breeze rippling over water. 

He kissod Margarot very lightly so that he would not smear 
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her lipstick. 

H© was well and truly marri©d. 

The signing of the r©gister took but a fow minutos and then 

they wero v/alking up th© aisl©, arm in arm, radiant and smiling for 

th© photographers. Ted was conscious of but a very few people. He 

glJLmpsed his family and Margaret's swinging into lin© behind the 

bridal party. There were th© Fentons! How wonderful of them to cut 

their holiday short. He couldn't miss that fantastic hat of Marie 

Clarke's, with the yellov/ feathers sticking up into the air. And then 

th©re v/as Joyco, who load spurned a front row seat and v/ho v/as sitting 

by herself near the back. She seemed to be completely over the fit of 

pique about the letter, for she Tra.s smiling, and her eyes were sparkling 

and shining with half shed tears, Ted hoped that thoy were friends 

again, but wondered if he would ever understand the girl, 

I\ilargar©t' s face ivas turned towards him, "Happy, darling?" 

she asked him, scarcely moving her lips in case a photographer was in 

the act of flashing a bulb. One was. 

When Ted lookod dov/n at her, he was too choked up to answer. 

But that look spoke volumes. 

The reception was hold in the Thomas house and by four 

o'clock Marie Clarke v/as slapping her husband on the back and announcing 

that she was damned if she v/ouldn't need a shoo horn to turn around. To 

facilitate matters it had been decided that only Mrs. Thomas and Elspeth, 

tho bride and tho groom, and tho best man and matron of honour would 

form the receiving line. By now Ted was so relieved and excited, that 

he felt that he could do nothing wrong. He v/as inordinately proud of 

himself for saying just the right things to the right peoplo. He did 

not knov/ whether to attribute this amazing success to the fact that 
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Margaret was standing besid© him or to tho silver flask which Bill 

had been carrying and v/hich, by now, was emptied of its contents. 

As soon as all the guests had been properly greeted, Ted 

fetched Margaret a glass of cliampagn©, gulped one dov/n himself, left 

Margaret surrounded by a cluster of admiring aunts and cousins, and 

wont off in search of the Fentons, He found the three of them -

Meredith, Marion and Ellen - standing to-gether in a corner. They 

looked bronzed and healthy after their trip. Marion's fac© had r©gain-

ed its serene composure although there v/ere lines now in that smooth 

skin that Ted had nevor noticed bofore. Meredith v/as smiling cheerily 

and Ellen v/as the same laughing, teasing girl. With a pang, he realized 

that she resembled Dick more strongly than ever. 

"It was wonderful of you to come back just for this," Ted 

told them. "You know that it v/ouldn't have seemed right without you," 

"Oh, my dear boy, v/e wouldn't have missed it for anything," 

Marion took his faco in both her hands and he bent do^m and kissed her, 

"I'm so happy for you," sh© whispered, "I'v© been living through this 

ceremony as if it wor© Dick's, And don't let us feel sad thinking about 

him to-day." She was holding fast on to Ted's hand. "I know he's 

watching us, and he would want us to enjoy ourselves." Meredith patted 

Ted on the shoulder and Ellen threw her arms around him and hugged him, 

Ted blinked back th© scalding tears, yet they were not tears of sorrow. 

He was thanking God that Marion had been restored to health and that so 

few people really knev/ what she had been through. 

When Ted left tho Fentons, Meredith followed hira, "I just 

want to thank you for helping m© out that morning, T©d, Incidentally, 

li/Iarion had no idea that you saw her. But I'm glad to say that we shan't 
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have to worry about her any more. She's well now. She is going out 

to spend a month in Vancouver vdth Ellen, They're leaving on Wednesday," 

Ho paused. It v/as difficult to speak softly in the midst of such a 

babble of voices and besides at least ten people were hanging around 

close at hand, awaiting their chanco to speak to the groom, "So let 

mo thank you again for everything," Meredith concluded, "and tell you 

how much I hope everything turns out for the best. I know you'll havo 

a happy lif© with Margaret." Th© men shook hands, but thoir ey©s did 

not moet and when Mor©dith return©d to his family, much of the spring 

seemed to have gone out of his step. 

Joyce accosted Ted as he was about to enter the dining room, 

"It's a wonderful wedding, Ted," she told him. She uas ill 

at ease. "I just want you to know that I have enjoyed every minute of 

it. You and L'laggie mako a mighty handsome couple." She was speaking 

very rapidly and breathlessly, and Ted's head was bent close to hers in 

an effort to hear. "You probably think I'm awfully stupid," sho continu

ed. "Well I have been, but I think I'm grown up now. Thank you for 

reading me that letter, and I'm sorry I behaved so abominably. But 

it's hard to givo up a dream after all thes© years. I've b©en trying 

to picture what th© other girl must have been like and how Dick's death 

affected her, but I had to giv© up. Anyway, it doesn't matter now. 

I'm going to settle down in Montreal, you know. I have a job in Marg

aret's old office." H©r eyes strayed towards Bill, who was seated at 

the table motioning Ted to join him. "I won't keep you, Tod, but bless 

you honey, and thank you for everything." She reached up and kissed 

him, and then darted ahead of him, wiggling through the crowd that v/as 

almost blocking the entranc© to the dining room. 

My God, thought Ted, this is really a day of surprises! 
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The Thomas' dining room v/as a very large room with 

sliding doors opening into the hall, and French windows that opened 

out onto a terrace. The two sideboards and the large, round tablo had 

been removod. In their plac© a long tablo, which could seat certain 

members of th© bridal party only, had been placed near the v/all. That 

would leav© room for about fifty guests to stand and sip champagne and 

vratch th© proceedings. Ther© was a microphone on the table, and a loud 

speaker system had bo©n installed so that guests in th© living room 

across th© hall, and others downstairs in the spacious games room, could 

hear all that was going on. 

The other seven people who had formed the reception line, 

plus the four bridesmaids, were already seated when Ted slid into his 

place. He had a word for everyone a,nd a kiss for l̂ Iargarot. A photo

grapher was on hand, and several pictures woro taken v/hile the bride 

and groom experimented vdth tho cake knif©. And a r©al v/ork of art 

that oak© vms, vdth its thre© glittering v/hite tiers. Ted hated to 

destroy it. 

He sat down and toyed with tho chicken patty before him, but 

he knew that ho would bo unable to hold anything on his stomach. He 

v/ished fervently that his speech wer© over. 

He winked at Margaret v/ith a gaiety that belied his true 

feelings. "Do you know that I married the most beautiful girl in this 

©ntir© crowd?" h© whisp©r©d. 

"I had to b©, to catch th© handsomest fellow," she returned, 

laughingly. 

Ted squeezed hor hand, and then h© noticed that Steph©n 

Savag© was approaching the microphon© with a purposeful gloam in his eye, 
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The young minister spoke v/ell and amusingly, and not as if h© had to 

go through this todious performanc© several times each v/eek. Ted listen

ed with a frantic intensity so that he might seize upon somo phrase 

vdth v/hich ho could start his ov/n speech. Ho v/as so desp©rat©ly 

att©ntiv© that he heard nothing, although he realized that Stephen v/as 

saying some nice things about him and Margaret. Far too soon ther© was 

a prolonged burst of applause, and then Ted was on his feet. Bill placed 

tho microphone squarely in front of him and ho v/aited for tho clapping 

to di© do'jm, Margarot slipped her hand into his. Once again she v/as 

able to restore his solf confidence. But only for a moment. He glanced 

down at the notes that he liad so carefully prepared. They were a blur. 

Suddenly ho felt chilled, and shuddered. He was living in a fool's 

paradise. So many people had v/arnod him against th© future; he saw the 

grave faces of Meredith Fenton and Bud Porcival, and even the fortune 

teller as sh© b©nt over his tea cup, 'Fool,' thoy v/ere saying, 'Poor, 

deluded, selfish fool.' Ted v/as unable to catch his breath. He was 

gasping and his forehead v/as glistening in the light of the chandelier. 

The guests wore quiet and expectant. The notes on th© tabl© 

w©re swimming before Ted's eyes. He passed his left hand over his face 

and clung tightly to Margaret with his right one. He swayed slightly. 

The guests v/ero puzzled by the delay. The group at th© table were all 

studying thoir platos v/ith a show of unconcern, and so did not notice. 

Ted steadied himself and smilod. He began to speak, haltingly at first, 

but gradually he recovered his poise and his audience was charmed v/ith 

him. 

Only Bud Percival and Meredith Fenton knew the effort tha t 

the speech \ms costing him. And Elspeth , For som© unaccountable reason 
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she was fillod with a dread that sh© could not explain. 

Most of tho guests woro still standing around at six 

o'clock, waiting to give th© newlyw©ds a rousing s©nd-off, Thor© 

w©r© s©v©ral fals© alarms but at last th©y cam© running down tho 

stairs, Thor© w©r© hurried good-byes to parents and the closest 

friends. Thon Margarot raised her arm and threw her bridal bouquet. 

It was caught by Joyce, amidst the hopeful cries and disappointed 

groans of all the young ladies present, 

Ted held tight to Margaret's arm and tried to pilot her 

through the mob. Everyone was shrieking nov/ and confetti v/as every

where. The crowd was surging tovrard the front door, engulfing even 

tho more staid and sober in th© group. Llarion, for instance, found 

herself trying to pour a handful of confetti down Margaret's neck, and 

both Moredith and Mr, Cummings, red of face and lusty of lung, were 

calling out their last good-byes and good lucks to Ted. Mari© Clarke 

could be heard exclaiming that ther© was nothing in tho world that made 

her so happy as a wedding, and then she burst into tears. Elspeth and 

lira. Thomas wer© running along behind Ted and Margaret, laughing and 

smiling. Just as thsy all r©ached the narrow front door, Ted was abl© 

to turn around. His lips formod the v/ords 'Don't worry.' Then the 

crowd was pouring out onto the street. 

Only Joyco was loft bohind in th© hall. The crov/d had swept 

around and past her and sh© vreis standing in a dark recess gazing at a 

bouquet that was already shovdng signs of fading. 

"I wondor," sho murmured, "I roally wonder," 

There was one man left dov/nstairs in the games room. He 

was looking palo and anxious as he stood in front of the fireplace, his 

head resting on the mantel. He v/as haunted by the joy that ho could see 

in tho ©yes of the bride and groom. Bitter, tragic joy! He turned and 
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walked slov/ly through the room. Th© air v/as dense v/ith stale smoke, 

and cigarette butts had been ground out all over the nev/ly polished, 

wooden floor. Coffee cups and small plates and champagne glasses were 

everywhere. 

From upstairs came tho joyous screams of the guests as thoy 

shouted th© brid© and groom off tho premises. 

The raan left the games room.. His lips v/ere moving noise

lessly. He closed the door and walked slov/ly up the stairs. 

"Dear God, is it worth it to them?" muttered Bud Percival 

in despair. "Gould it possibly bo worth it?" 
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Tho Woek-End . 

Early Saturday morning Dick boarded the train for London. 

Ho had the week-end all planned. Wilma would be coming up to town 

about five o'clock and she v/as to meet him at the Savoy Hotel. As 

he had told her, it v/as to be a truly gala occasion, v/ith money no 

object. Aftor a drink or tv/o at tho Savoy, they v/ould attend th© 

theatre - Dick was f©©ling v©ry proud that he had procured those tv/o 

tickets to the Alfred Lunt-Lynn Fontanne show - and then a night club. 

On Sunday they would take th© train to Maid ston© and have lunch v/ith 

Lady Fitzsimmons. Dick had phoned her, and she had seemed genuinely 

delighted at the chance to entertain him. 

Dick drove straight from the station to the Savoy, chocked 

in, admired the unaccustomed opulence of his room, and went immodiatoly 

to tho Ontario Services Club, a combination restaurant and recreation 

loungo for all service personnel, which was sponsored by th© province 

of Ontario. It v/as a Mecca for all Canadian troops in London. Dick 

went up to the loungo, read a few magazines, and had lunch. He decided 

that h© should write a letter home. He must advise his family of the 

decision he had taken in regard to his engagement, and then he could 

mail their letter at the samo time as Joyce's. He sat down at a desk 

but he soon realized that ho was too anxious and eager for Wilma's 

arrival to be coherent. He gave it up and looked around for someone 

to talk to. He could find no one very interesting, and was soon seated 

in the cinema across the way. He paid no attention whatsoever to the 

film and, within an hour, h© v/as on his way back to th© Savoy in the 

hope that Wilma might have arrived ahead of time. 

She walkod into the lobby as she had promised at five o'clock. 
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She registered, and Dick barely gave her time to deposit her haver

sack in her room before he v/hisked her off to the Royal Automobile 

Club, of v/hich organization he was a wartime member. They had two 

drinks and discussed trivialities. Of course, Dick did mention four 

or five times hov/ deeply he loved hor, but for the most part he v/as 

content that their relationship be built up on a solid foundation of 

comradeship and understanding. From there, he was convinced that tho 

stop to an abiding lovo v/ould bo an easy one. He vdshod to bathe her 

in affection, and cater to her evory whim in an effort to blot out the 

terrible memories to which sho must be subjoct. He would be content 

to let her make all the advances, and pray that she v/ould wish to do 

so! As ho had told hor, h© was willing that sh© dominate the relation

ship in any way she wished until sh© was ready to fall in love with him 

the way that ho was in love with her. And hor answer v/as encouraging. 

"You do me moro honour than I deserve," she had said, "I could ask 

for nothing nicer than to fall in love with you." 

They both enjoyed th© play very much, and v/ere greatly 

impressed by th© artistry of Lunt and Fontanne. Their supper club rendez 

vous was not quite so successful. The orchestra v/as bouncy. The food 

was poor. The room was hot and crowded. And dancing was almost impos

sible, Th© floor space seemed about as largo as a postage stamp and 

there were alv/ays about two hundred people anxious to move around it, 

Dick and Wilma mado two or three attempts to brave the whirl, but v/ere 

soon content to remain at their table, Dick was hoping to hear a dreamy 

and sentimental tune, but th© orch©stra insisted on jazzing everything 

they played. Dick ordered a bottle of v/hite vdne with their chicken 

(or was it rabbit?) and their outlooks on life improved immeasurably. 
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Dick was soon telling Wilma much of his life's history, and she 

narrated some anecdotes of her life both on the farm and in training. 

Dick v/as surprised v/hen, later in the evening, she asked 

about Joyce, He was gratified, too, and felt that he must be making 

some progress at last. 

"It's funny, you know," he said, "but there's so little to 

toll. It's just ono of those wartime romances that goes astray v/hen 

the lovers are separated." He hesitated, "Joyce is a hard girl to 

©xplain." 

"Good looking?" asked Wilma, casually. She was twirling 

her wine glass by the stem. 

"Why, yes. I guess you'd call her attractive, at least. 

Strangely enough, I can barely remember what she looks liko, except 

that sh© has a button-like nose and wavy black hair. And a definite 

will of her own. She decided that we were destined to be great lovers 

a few hours after w© had met." He flushed. "I didn't mean that to 

sound supercilious. She just felt that v/e were made for each other, 

I guess. And maybo we would have been, under ordir̂ ary circumstances. 

Wo saw a lot of one another in the n©xt v/eek, and became engaged. Then 

I v/as sent overseas, and that was that. Actually I've known for som© 

tim© now that things haven't been the samo. And as I look back, I 

realize that I could never havo been in love with her. My feeling for 

you is infinitely stronger. I hope I'll be able to prove that to you, 

sometime." 

vaima l a i d her hand over h i s . "My dear, you're proving tha t 

t o mo a l l the t imo," she said sof t ly . Dick's^boundod suddenly, almost 

pa infu l ly . His inner glow had nothing to do with the cock ta i l s . Or 

the \ dne . 
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The conversation was soon bubbling with the exuberant 

eff©rv©scenco of champagn©. K©ither one said anything serious and 

the moments flew by. At last some of the diners showed signs of 

leaving, and a few square inches of dance floor became visible to the 

naked eye. 

"Wo'll probably feel liko tooth paste being squeezed out of 

a tube," quipped Dick, "but v/e might make a slight impression on that 

dance floor if v/e just hold our breaths." 

Wilma smiled. On© would think that she was a happy, normal 

girl in her early tv/enties, without a worry in the v/orld. And, indeed, 

for this evening, she felt like one. She looked so carefree and so 

lovoly! What mor© could he ask? Elli© v/as going to be married. Ha 

had written that letter to Joyce (h© must post that damned thing right 

av/ay!). His mother and father were well, and so happy that he was 

comparatively safe in England. In a day or tv/o he would be abl© to 

got raoderatoly fried with Ted. Fried, hell. They'd get drunk! His 

new job should be fun and not very demanding. And this girl he v/as 

following to the bandstand - whom he would follow to the ends of the 

earth - this girl with the trim figure, the wavy, soft red hair and the 

beautiful, expressive eyos, ̂ vas showing signs of, v/ell She turned 

to face him, her arms outstretched, her head thrown back. Dick's smile 

froze on his face. He reached out for her vdth a feeling akin to rev

erence. He laid his cheek against hers. It was as soft and smooth as 

he knew that it would be. They v/ere unable to move much, and for the 

most part had to be contented \dth swaying gently back and forth. Dick's 

grip gradually tightened. She did not seem to resent this close contact. 

Her arm had slipped around his neck, and she was humming, very softly. 
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"Oh Wilma," Dick murmured passionately, as he buried his face in 

her hair, "you've got to get well and marry me. You've just got to!" 

mien they finally left the night club, there wer© only 

two American sailors and their girls in the room, A taxi that Dick 

had ordered v/as v/aiting for them outside, and they v/ere soon bounding 

through the darkness towards the Savoy. For the first time during 

the evening, conversation did not flow freely and Dick knew a moment's 

discouragement. But not for long. He stretched his hand out along 

the seat and TFilma's was there. Apparently she v/as waiting for him 

to mako such a move. He stroked her fingers in silence for the rest 

of the drive. 

Their rooms v/ere situated close to one another, and on the 

same floor. They stepped off th© lift. The corridor was deserted. 

They reached Dick's door first. 

"Nightcap?" he asked uncertainly. 

"That v/ould be nice. I'm not the least bit sleepy," she 

replied. Dick unlocked his door and, with a last look around to ensure 

that no one was v/atching, ho ushered Wilma into his room. She removed 

her top coat and gloves and examined herself in the rrdrror. Then she 

sat dov/n on the edge of the bed. 

Dick removed a flask and tv/o small, aluminum glasses from 

his haversack, "Scotch," he announced briefly. "O.K.?" 

"Wonderful, I've had nothing but gin for weeks," She 

laughed, "That sounds dreadful, I'm really not an alcoholic, you 

know. It's just that, whenever I do havo a drink, it always turns out 

to bepin," 

"I know exactly how you feel. I never drank gin in my life 
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until I hit this place," Dick poured the scotch carefully into the 

glass©s, "Under the circumstances, I think water is in order," he 

said, 

"Yes, I gusss it v/ouldn't do to hav© room s©rvice find 

m© in h©re at this hour of the morning. Honour of the service and all 

that sort of thing," Wilma laughed again, but it was a breathless 

sound, almost mirthless, 

"No," said Dick, "Not that we could get anything but v/ater 

any.vay." He stood in the centre of th© room holding a glass in ©ach 

hand, "I guess I'd better get somo wator from tho bathroom." 

"Yos," l/ilma agreed. 

"Do you like a little or a lot?" 

"A lot, pleaso." 

"All right," 

Ho went out cautiously, as if the hotol staff were partic

ularly interested in spying on his nocturnal habits. This great caution 

was strange, too, he reflected, bocause it was Ted, and not he, who 

had always been th© diplomatic one, Ted would have jumped out of an 

eighth storey window rather than comprordse a lady. Dick ran th© mter. 

At that instant there was a crash. It was lik© several thousand small 

explosions rolled into ono. Dick started, and water rolled ovor th© 

edgo of on© of the glasses. Nothing depressed him moro than the sound 

of those hellish rockets. Tho majestic reverberations were now boing 

carried away on tho cold night air. It must have landed close because 

th© hotol had trembled. Whonever a rocket landed in the city, it meant 

that lif© had suddenly been snuffed out somowhere. It gave absolutely 

no warning of its approach, and the damage was widespread. Dick had 
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heard that on© had recently hit a taxi fillod vdth American soldiers 

and that ther© had never been any sign of the bodies. They v/ere 

blown to bits, in the truest sense of the word. 

He returned to his room. No one had seen hira. He set 

down the glasses. But what was this? Ĵilma was not there. He even 

called her name as if he ©xpected her to come crawling out from under 

th© b©d, "tell!" h© exclaimed aloud, "i/ell!" He sat down and took 

a sip out of one of the glasses. Did she fear that he v/as going to 

harm her? Surely she did not think him as low as that, after she had 

taken hira into her confidence. He took another sip. But no, that 

couldn't b© it. If he knew anything about women, she liked him. Not 

loved, maybe, but at least liked him v/ell enough to trust him. Ah! 

Perhaps sh© had gon© to the bathroom. He glanced around. Her coat 

was gone. So v/as her purse. Well, he'd wait and see. It hardly 

seemed likoly, but maybe she'd be back. He waited. He sipped. No 

sign of her. He had been stood up. That was the plain and unadult

erated truth. Boy, he knew a lot about women! Yeah. They really v/ent 

for him! He drained off the first glass. Come to think of it, it was 

really a hell of an insult. He picked up the second glass and swished 

the liquid around, Th© lines of hurt and anger in his face gave way 

to furrows of concentration and, finally, resolve. He jumped to his 

feet. He had it! He'd leave. Pay the bills and grab the milk train 

to Farnborough. Ho v/ent over to pack up his shaving kit, then turned 

around and sat dov/n again. That v/as childish! He v/ould carry on in 

tho morning as if nothing had happened. He wouldn't have to seo her 

next week anyhow. Ted would be around and besides, Wilraa had said that 

she was to b© on night duty. He'd just have to work hard at forgetting 

her. His face softened. But she was such a nice kid and she'd had 
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such a tough break. Maybo he'd v/orked too fast. The mere fact of 

being in a hotel room with a man had brought everything back! Dick 

was on his feet again. Of course! lihat a fool he'd been to rush 

things. He pushed the second glass away from him. The poor kid v/as 

mentally upset, ^ell, he'd make it up to her to-morrow. He'd apol

ogize and then they'd never mention the subject again. And why should 

she trust him, really? Actually she knew very little about him. 

Perhaps she thought he was married. He could be. Damned near v/as, 

como to think of it. Still, she night have left a note. It didn't 

help a fellow's self confidence any. And, damn it, she did appear to 

have enjoyed the evening. 

He removed his tunic and hung it in tho clothes closet. 

He returned to tho edge of the bed, sat down and stared gloomily at 

the floor. Perhaps sho knew that it v/as hopeless and had left hira 

before he fell too deeply in love. But of course it v/as too late. 

He took off his shoes and let them drop noisily to the floor. Perliaps 

she had left the hotel. He could go to her room to find out. But 

Hhat v̂as that? Oh, nothing. Yes, it was. There it was again, A 

light tap at the door, Vdlma! wilma had returned. He bounded to the 

door and flung it open, 

mima stood there. He v/as conscious of the scent of perfume 

And sho was clad in a negligee. 

"Quickly," she v/hispered, "Let me in. It's a good thing 

I didn't have far to go." She brushed past a gaping Dick and entered 

tho room. For a few seconds he did not move. Then, whipped into a 

frenzy of activity, he slammed the door and whirled to face her, 

"miraa! My God! Did anyone see you? You shouldn't have,.. 
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Are you ill?" Even to his ov/n ears, he sounded like a jabbering 

idiot. 

She laughed. In spite of her strained, white face she 

laughed. She looked exhausted once the laughter had ceased, and her 

eyos seemed larger than ever. "No one saw me. And I'm not ill. But 

I had to see you." Sh© turned away from hira, "You see, Dick, I 

realized to-night how much you did love me. ilnd I also realized that 

I should be in lovo \dth you. And I think I am. Ther©'s only one 

thing standing in our way." Her eyes were fillod vdth tears. Dick 

v/as too spell-bound to move, "No matter how v/e may talk about it and 

rationalize, there's only one practical v/ay to find out whether or not 

I can ever be a proper vdfe to you. And you're too fine a person to 

keep waiting for somothing that may never materializo." »/h©n sh© turn

ed around, her face was soft and tender, and her eyes v/ere shining. 

Sh© walk©d to him and placed her hands on his shoulders. "I want you 

to make love to me to-night, Dick, real honest-to-goodness love. If 

w© both find it as successful as they say it should be when two people 

love ©ach other, then I'll be proud and happy to marry you. If it's 

not, then my dearest, we'll never see each other again and you'll have 

to forget me. And forgive mo too, I'm afraid. Is that fair, darling?" 

"Fair? Oh, my God, sweetheart, I can't do this! Not yet! 

my can't v/o wait a while? It's too big a chance for me to take! I 

might lose you forever." He looked young and uncertain and rather dis

traught. "Can't you see what this might mean to me? There's no need 

to rush things on my account. I can wait, darling." 

She was in his arms. The warm softness of her body was 

pressed against him. And her lips were waiting for his. "Ho, Dick. 
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^e can't wait. I have a chanc© to go to the continent, I'll be 

off next v/eek, if I find I can't love you," 

Dick tightened his arms around her and kissed her. It was 

a hard, lingering kiss that was returned, Dick's voice, when he spoke, 

v/as husky with emotion; his eyes wero filled v/ith a mixture of hopo and 

desire. He had nover felt this v/ay before. "Then try, darling. 

Don't think of anything but us - our future, our happiness, our home 

and our children. With you beside mo, I can amount to something. I 

sv/ear it," He kissed her again. "Without you, life v/ould be less than 

nothing." Ho gathered her gently in his arms,..,,.. 

Big Ben had struck fivo. Already there v/ere glimmeringiof 

dawn over London. A rocket exploded near Suston. But elsewhere the 

city v/as quiet. In the Savoy Hotel a staff was already at work, clean

ing up the lobby. Most of tho guests v/ere asleep, but not all. For 

instance, in room 535 a young v/oman was lying on her back with her eyes 

wide opon. She wondered hov/ she could ever mov© her cramped arm vdthout 

disturbing the head that v/as resting on it. And for the fiftieth time 

in the last half hour she gazed in surprise at the sleeping form lying 

so close to her. She turned on her side and inched towards it, until 

their bodies fitted to-gether like two pieces of a jigsaw puzzle. She 

raised her head, and gazed tenderly at the face beneath her. "My lover," 

she breathed, and kissed him on the temple. He stirred. An arm encir

cled her neck and he drew her face down to his, 

Tho next day was the happiest of their lives, Wilma slipped 

out of Dick's room at seven o'clock, after Iiaving started to make the 

effort an hour earlier, and thoy met for breakfast at eight-thirty. At 

first they spoke little. Their hearts v/ere too full of joy and thank

fulness. They decided to loav© early for Maidstone. Lady Fitzsimmons 
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would have gon© to a great deal of trouble, and it was inconceivable 

that they should let her down. They v/©re abl© to find an almost vacant 

coach on the train. Th© only other occupant was an old lady v/ho promptly 

fell asleep. So the tv/o - the slender Canadian nurse and the stocky 

Canadian Army officer - began to make their plans, the vdldly exciting 

plans of tv/o lovers discovering one another. 

"I wish I could buy you a ring to-day, sv/eetheart," Dick said. 

"But I'll come up to London and buy it to-morrow. I can't wait a v/hole 

week v/hile you're on night duty." 

"I could probably come, up to London with you and we could 

buy it to-gether." 

"To-morrow?" 

Vdlma laughed. "No, but Wednesday. To-morrov/ I expect to 

ask for permission to marry." 

Dick squeezed her hand, "Me, too. Isn't it all a miracle? 

I can't believe it." 

"Me neither. If you only knev/ how depressed I used to feel 

thinking about my future. My disposition was getting poisonous, too. 

Remember the time v/e had a fight because you weren't listening to what 

I was saying?" 

"No. I don't remember anything before last night." He 

glanced at the old lady. She was asleep. He reached over and kissed 

Wilma. Several timos. "I never thought I could be so happy," he murmur

ed, 

"I've never been happy before, really," she said, "So imagine 

how much more wondorful I feel than you," 

"Impossible. No one can feel better than I because no one 

can be as much in love as I," 
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And so the time raced by until they reached Maidstone. 

Dick sighsd as the train pulled in to the station. "Gosh this is 

going to b© a wonderful week," hs said, 

"And to think I'm going to be on night duty!" Wilma groan

ed, "But I certainly v/ant to meet your friend Ted, You'll have to 

arrange a bang-up party for three." 

"Don't worry, I v/ill. We'll all go up to London Wednesday, 

buy the ring and celebrate in real style," 

They enjoyed their "-/isit with Lady Fitzsimmons, although 

the restraint imposed by strangers on their new found happiness v/as 

rather galling. It ivas a rainy day but a blazing fire had been prepared 

to greet them, and a cup of coffee. Conversation flov/ed easily, evon 

though Dick was rarely able to take his eyes off Wilma and keep his 

mind on the r©maind©r of the company, -̂ ĥich includod Lady Fitzsimmons' 

brother and mother and, just before lunch, the vicar and two friends. 

It was a very pleasant gathering and tho hostess provided somo excellent 

pre-war sherry that had been lying around, she insisted, waiting for just 

such an occasion as this. Luncheon was excellent. Lady Fitzsimmons must 

hav© us©d up a week's supply of ration coupons. Dick's conscience was 

only eased because he had brought her som© tinned goods, over v/hich the 

lady v/as almost pitifully grateful. 

Very soon after lunch Dick and Wilma made their excuses and 

left for the station, but not befor© it had been arranged that Lady 

Fitzsimmons and her brother v/ere to bo Dick's guests in London the follow

ing Wednesday. 

"Confidentially," he said, as they were leaving, "Wilma and I 

ar© going to bo shopping for an engagement ring, and Ted (you've heard 
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m© speak of Ted) is going to be with us. So we'll expect you, Th© 

Salted Almond at tv/©lve-thirty," The joy of living was in his face, 

plain for all to see, "It will be a bang-up celebration," he concluded 

enthusiastically. 

Lady Fitzsimmons assured them that sh© v/ould be enchanted 

and thanked Dick yet again for tho tinned goods. Wilma was acting as 

if she v/ere propared to begin her good-byes all over again, when Dick 

whisked her off. "This politeness can be carried too far," he told her 

laughingly. "I said good-bye to everybody at least three times and I 

was damned if I wanted to make the rounds again. Besides," he added 

as he took her arm and pulled her noarer to him, "I happen to love you 

and I haven't been able to tell you so for three and a half hours," 

"Let's hurry and see if we can find another empty carriage 

on the train," sho suggested, 

"Wizard idea," he agreed and they walked swiftly in the 

direction of the station. They v/ere puffing and breathless v/hen Dick 

suddenly stopped. "VJhore do you think we are going, anyway? Here we 

are killing ourselves running to the station and the train is not even 

made up here," Thoy laughed like school children and he kissed her in 

sight of three startled old ladies, two children and a wire haired fox 

terrier, 

"It's like I been telling you, Hester," they could hear one 

of the old v/omen saying. "You don't ever know v/hat these 'ere Canadians 

are going to do next." 

And Dick and Wilma burst into further peals of laughter. 

The train trip back to Wilma's hospital was a long and tiring 

one. All the coaches were crowded and stuffy. Wilma slept most of the 

way to London, Dick remonstrated mildly with her while they v/ere in the 



- 329 -

taxi bearing them from Victoria to Waterloo stations, but her excuse 

was only too logical. "I must sleep sometime," she said archly. 

"I'm going to be on duty all night, and, if you'll remember, sir, 

I didn't get too much sleep last night." His only reply was to kiss 

her again. Indeed, Dick thought cheerfully, it seems to be my reply 

to everything. 

It v/as ten o'clock bofore he had left ullma at the hospital 

and returned to Farnborough, He hopped off the bus near the security 

office. Perhaps there v/ould be some mail for him. For the first time 

in months his step v/as jaunty and he v/as whistling. He unlocked tho 

front door and walked in. The duty corporal was brev/ing tea in the 

recreation room and listening to the radio. He seemed surprised to see 

him, 

"Good evening, sir. Have a good v/eek-end?" 

"Very nice, thank you, Corpoi*al Bishop," 

"You haven't soen Captain Anglin, I take it, sir?" 

"No, Should I have?" 

"He's very anxious to see you, sir. He's gon© down to your 

quarters," 

"Nothing serious, I hope." 

"Oh, no sir. On the contrary. I think he has good nev/s for 

you." 

"Well no//. I v/ondor what th© hell's up." 

"Cup of tea, sir?" 

"No thanks. I'm much too curious. I just v/ant to run in and 

see if there's any mail for mo in the office." 

There was. Four letters, to be exact. Three - two from his 
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mother and one from Joyce - had been forwarded from the hospital. He 

put them carefully into his tunic pockot. He v/ould read them v/hen he 

reached his room. The fourth one aroused his curiosity. It was in a 

Strang© handwriting, and was addressed to him in care of the section. 

He ripped open the envelope. Perliaps that writing v/asn't so strange. 

It v/as beginning to ring a faint bell. Ah yes! 'Dear Fenton,' he 

read. 'I've got to see you. It is a matter of the greatest importance. 

As a fledgling member of your precious Intolligenco Corps, you should be 

very interested in what I have to tell you. And show you. But I must 

see you alone, otherwise the whole plan will be ruined. I am in London 

now, out of that jail at last and you can find me at It's close 

to Paddington, I'll expect you there Monday night at eight o'clock. 

Don't disappoint me. I'll be going home in a few days and it vdll be 

the last favour th^t I shall ever ask of you. Your friend. Thomas H. 

Goodall.' 

Dick took a deep breath, ilhy, the v/hole thing sounded crazy. 

Was Tom having a change of heart before going home? London wasn't 

Fred Anglin's area, anyway. He should turn this over to the section 

which operated there. But then, maybe it had nothing to do with Commuw 

^ism. Maybe it v/as something personal. No. That didn't fit in. How 

like tliat man to be mysterious! Surely, if he v/ent, it would be the 

last time he'd ever see him. All right. He would visit that address 

provided th^t it did not interfere v/ith his meeting Ted. He sighed. 

What next? He memorized the address and tore the letter into small 

shreds. 

It was not until he v/as half way to his billet that he forgot 

about Tom Goodall and remembered how happy he was! Wilma v/as going to 

marry him! His mind dwelt blissfully on the week-end just passed. He 
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couldn't have believed that such happiness - no, such ecstacy - was 

possible. To hell with Tom. He quickened his pace. 

He ran into his boa,rding house and bounded into his room, 

Fred was there, and -

"Ted!" 

"Dick!" They v/ere v/ringing each o thers ' hands, 

"But I thought you v/eren't due t i l l to-morrov/," 

"That ' s the army for you. One never knov/s," 

"My God, i t ' s good to see you," 

"I can't beliove it's possible," 

They stood back and surveyed one another critically. 

"You're looking v/ell, Dick. Much better than I expected." 

"You look better than I thought you would, too, but you could 

sure stand some fattening up." 

Fred spoke up, "We're going to start working on him right 

now. You pour yourself a drink from that bottle, Dick, v/hile I s©© what 

I can unearth in the way of food, I'll be back in a minute." 

"Well," Ted exclaimed, when they v/ere alone. "Toll me what's 

new. What gives with this red head?" 

Dick busied himself \dth the bottle and feigned nonchalance, 

"We're going to be married, Ted. We just made up our minds last night. 

We're both applying for permission this v/eek," 

Ted spluttered into his drink, which splashed over his tunic 

and tie. He choked and he coughed. "Y/hat do you know!" he said, as soon 

as he had recovered his powers of speech. "And v/hat about Joyco?" 

"I've v/ritten her a letter. It's in the top drawer there, 

I told her that our engagement was off, but I didn't know then that 

Wilma and I were to be married," 
"I think that's wonderful. Can I moet the lady to-night?" 
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"No. She's on night duty. But we're all going up to 

London on 7/ednesday for a big party. You're going to help us buy the 

ring, just like I helped you buy yours." 

"Should be quite a day. Fred says you can have all the 

time off you want till Friday morning. Not knowing about your romantic 

entanglements, I took the liberty of engaging us a room in London for 

four days." 

"That vdll be fine, Ted, Wilma's on night duty so I v/ouldn't 

bo seeing her anyway. And she can com© up Wednesday and spend the day 

v/ith us," 

"Swell, The service clubs v/ere all booked up so I reserved 

a room in a small hotel," 

"Fine, I only have one thing on my mind, I proraised to see 

a friond of mine from my hospital days to-morrow night at eight. He 

gave rae a London address. It sounded serious, so I guess I'd better go," 

"That's 0,K, You can leave me in a comfortable pub and 

collect me when you'r© through with him," 

Dick laughed and soon Fred had returned. He had found some 

bread and margarine, and, with the contents of a parcel from home, he 

had mad© some tonguo sandwiches, Dick and Ted complimented him on his 

prowess. Apparently encouraged, he dashed out and returned with somo 

fruit cake and a bottle of olives. 

"Fill up your glasses," he said gaily. "This is going to be 

a real party." The others needed no urging. Fred raised his glass. 

"To you both," he continued, "and may you have a wonderful leave." 

Ted sipped his drink thoughtfully. Then he looked at Dick. 

"So, it's off v/ith the old and on v/ith the new!" he murmured. He took 

another sip and his face v/as expressionless. "And who could say which 

one was the luckier!" 
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Wedding Night. 

The car drove up to the inn with a flourish. 

"Now remember," Ted warned. "None of this newlyv/ed stuff. 

We don't v/ant everyone gawking at us. We must be blase and nonchalant." 

"Quite, dear," Margaret answered. 

A bellboy was standing at the door of the car. 

"Ah," said Ted, "Our luggage is in the back, son, Mr, and 

}Lrs. Edward Cummings, We have reservations," 

"Yes sir," said the boy, and ran around to the trunk, 

"You and your nonchalance," scoffed Margaret, as she alight

ed, "You announced us as though v/e were the Duke and Duchess of 

Windsor," 

"And v/hy not? We're pretty important people - to us!" 

The boy came around from the back of the car, grinning 

broadly. He disappeared inside the inn vdth two suitcases, 

"Well, v/hat do you suppose was the reason for the hilarity?" 

Ted asked, Margaret walked around to the back, and then roturned, her 

eyes twinkling merrily. She v/hisked a large piece of cardboard from 

behind her back, 'Beware of the driver! Just m.arried!' was printed 

thereon, in bold typo. 

"I'll be damned," growled Ted, "They must have put that one ^r^ 

when wej/zere moving away from your house. It wasn't there v/hen v/e started 

off, I wonder how v/e could have missed it when we got out to shake the 

confetti out of our clothes?" H© glanced quickly around. No on© was 

in sight. He grabbed tho offensive cardboard and thrust it under the 

back seat. Just then the bellhop reappeared on the scene, in search of 

extra bags. "Here." Ted flipped him fifty cents. "Don't you toll 
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anyono that you sav/ that sign. Just some fid ends of ours playing 

a little joke on us." He smilod engagingly. 

"Yes sir," ansv/ered the bellboy, v/ho, Ted thought, was 

struggling to keep a straight face. 

Ted parked the car, and then he and Margaret v/alked up to 

the reception desk. The clerk smiled at thom. 

"Mr. and Mrs, Edv/ard Cummings of Montreal," Ted announced, 

"̂ Ih, yes sir," the man said briskly, and burst into a frenzy 

of activity. "Would you mind registering, please?" He seemed to 

uncover the inbj/ell, pick up a pen, dip the pen in the well, hand it 

to Ted, smile reassuringly at Margaret as though apologizing for the 

fact that there was nothing for her to do, whirl around and grab a key 

from the letter box, hand it to the bellboy, and rest his hands on the 

desk beaming fondly upon Ted, all in a split second, Ted started to 

write. The littl© man seemed satisfied with his progress and decided 

to burst into conversation, "You have one of our nicest rooms, Madame," 

he explained to Margaret, "Second floor, vdth a marvellous view of the 

whole countryside. Simply marvellous!" Then he thought of something 

much more serious and glanced meaningly at the clock. It was seven 

forty-five. "Dinner till eight on Saturdays," he said. "Week-days, 

seven thirty." He smiled benignly once again. "Breakfast, eight to 

nine thirty," he added, as an afterthought. 

Ted had finished registering. He straightened up. Two 

pieces of confetti floated down from under his collar. Margaret giggled. 

The desk man looked ecstatic, and wagged his head roguishly. "You 

couldn't fool me," he said, in the sing-song voice one uses with naughty 

children, "I knew!" He lowered his voice to a confidential whisper, 

"T\vo other newly married couples came this afternoon, and two more 
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expected to-night," He winked, 

Ted was scarlet, "Thank you," he snapped to the man, Nov/ 

they'd be subjected to that intolerable staring that newlyweds always 

attract. But still, with four other couples He nodded more 

affably to the desk clerk who v/as looking positively crushed, and took 

!iargaret's elbow. They followed the bellboy up to their room. It was 

too dark to see anything from the windov/ save a faint outline of hills, 

but the room itself was all that the clerk had indicated. It v/as a 

bed-sitting room, really, and boasted a desk, tv/o bureaus, two bed 

tables and two easy chairs, besides a large double bed. All the 

furnishings were a shiny red maple. Or at least they looked like maple 

to T©d. At any rat© everything looked new, even the bright, ̂ fesi cU*^^ 

curtains on the window. The bellboy deposited his load, switched on 

a standing lamp in the corner, and threw open the bathroom door, 

"Vdll there be anything else, sir?" He still appeared to 

be smothering a grin vdth difficulty, and Ted found it very disconcert

ing, 

"No, thank you." He tossed him an extra quarter, and the 

boy withdrew. 

Margaret v/as examining the cupboard space and hanging up 

her coat. "This is a darling room, Ted. I know I shall hate to leave 

it, even for New York." She busied herself next with her own suitcase. 

"Yeah," Ted assented absently. "It looks sv/ell. That 

damned little bellhop. He'll probably keep snickering at us all the 

time we're here." 

"I shouldn't worry about it, dear." She v/as darting in and 

out of th© cupboard. Suddenly she stopped v/hat she v/as doing and grabb

ed up her purse, "I almost forgot. We have just five minutes to get 
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into the dining room," She disappeared into the bathroom, blowing 

him a kiss as she closed the door. 

The dinner v/as delicious, but neither Ted nor Margaret ate 

enough to realize it, Ted v/as hoping that they might have some 

champagne v/ith the meal, but there v/as none in the house. The conver

sation, hov/ever, was animated, and they both chatted about the wedding, 

A quick survey of the large room had failed to uncover a familiar face, 

so they relaxed. They laughed over such things as the hat v/orn by 

Mrs, Clarke, and the amazingly cheerful countenance of I^rgaret's Uncle 

George, Margaret reviewed the salient features of Stephen Savage's 

speech, as Ted had admitted that he had been too nervous to catch much 

of it. Then Margaret decided that it might be fun if each of them v/ent 

over their day and explained how the different situations affected them. 

She claimed, for instance, that she underwent a mental blackout when she 

had v/alked dov/n the aisle with her father. But one© she had joined Ted 

at the altar, she said, sh© began to enjoy herself immensely, "In fact," 

she concluded with a smile, "I really loved it all. It couldn't have 

been nicer. This whole day had been beyond my \dldest expectations," 

"Mne too," Ted agreed. 

"Tell me about your day," she urged. 

He did. The dessert was on the table, and he told about his 

walk, and something of his ̂ dsit to the church and his chat with Stephen 

Savage. Over coffoe, he told her of his nervousness when they reached 

the church for the ceremony. Ho ordered a liqueur, and carried on vdth 

his views concerning the various speeches. Margaret -.vas surprised. Sho 

had never knov/n hira to hold forth for so long on any subject. She v/as 

usually the one who rattled on at great length about everything under 

the sun. She suddenly realized that they were all alone in the dining 

file:///dldest
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t. 
room and tha t t h e i r v/aitress v/as eying them with open h o s t i l i t y . 

A 

She hated to interrupt him because of the annoyance of someone she 

did not even know, so she let him finish. As soon as she could break 

in without appearing to cut him short, she said; "Darling, I think 

v/e'r© the last ones in the dining room," 

"Oh my God, so v/e are!" He grabbed up their cigarettes 

and they left, Ted apologized to the waitress, 

"I understand," she said, but she looked sullen. 

"J©sus Murphy," T©d exclaimed. "Is everyone psychic around 

here? Or are our neon signs showing?" 

They wandered out into the lounge, hand in hand. It v/as 

crowded, mostly with middle aged people intent on bridge games or jig 

saw puzzles. Some v/ere merely chatting and a fev/, evidently v/ith mag

nificent pov/ers of concentration, v/ere reading. The room v/as brightly 

lighted and Ted felt that they v/ere being discreetly studied by a dozen 

pair of eyos. He looked around for a place where they might sit, pref

erably in some dark corner. Suddenly his hand squeezed hers, 

"Ouch!" 

"Honey, I just thought of something av/ful," He dragged her 

over to the reception desk. The same little man v/as on duty. His 

watery, blue eyes gleamed happily, and even his meagre, mouse-coloured 

moustache seemed to take on new vigour at their approach. He bowed 

slightly, 

"Everything is satisfactory?" Ho v/as kindly and fatherly now< 

He must adapt his mood to fit every guest, 

"Y©s. By the way," said Ted, as he grabbed the register, 

"I forgot to do sometidng here." 

"I took the liberty of adding Mrs. Cummings' name myself. 
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sir." He was forgiving, albeit a trifle condescending. "It's a 

comnion error sir - at first." 

Ted thought that if he ever saw that coy smile again, he'd 

let the guy havo it, right in the teeth, "I see," he grov/led. "Thank 

you," He moved away. 

"Oh Ted!" Margaret said, "Nov/ th© poor little nan looks 

sad again," 

"Poor littl© man nothing. He's a " 

"Tut tut, darling. Let's forget the little man and go 

exploring." 

They soon found the bar. An orchestra was playing and 

several people were dancing. At least the boys had hold of the girls' 

hands and v/ere tossing their partners around with nonchalant abandon. 

Margaret and Ted selected a small table in a corner and sat down. They 

ordered drinks. But the conversation did not flow as freely as before. 

Nothing, it seemed, had over happened before they were married. And 

it becamo more and moro difficult to talk of th© rest of the honeymoon. 

At any rate, everything was planned, and there was nothing to discuss. 

"Gosh it will be v/onderful to sleep in to-morrow," Ted 

remarked. 

"Yes, won't it?" Margaret agreed, and blushed. Why, she 

did not know. 

"I know a smashing place to go for a v/alk," Ted went on. 

"Oh, that will be nice, I love long walks in the fall," 

That was inane. Of course Ted knew that she loved long walks in the fall. 

After that attempt, they were silent. Margaret snuggled close 

beside him and they v/atched tho antics of the other guests, in fascination. 

Their small table was the only quiet spot in the room. The place 
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resembled a madhouse. They did not attempt to brave tho danco 

floor. They v/ere content to sit and relax. But soon their drinks 

were finished. Ted shivered. Margaret slipped her hand in his and, v/ith 

ono accord, they roso and left. They v/alked through the lobby to the 

stairs. The huge room v/as still crowded but no one paid any attention 

to them. At least, not openly. Ted and Margaret both happened to 

glance at the large, round clock over the mantel. Five minutes to ton. 

He put his arm around her v/aist and chuckled. "Well, never 

mind honoy," he said. "We're at least fooling them in one v/ay. They 

think v/e're in Nev/ York." 

"You know something, darling?" she asked him. "I'm glad 

v/e waited. And I v/ouldn't care where v/e v/ere. Everything's all right, 

just as long as you're here beside me." She reached up and kissed hira 

on the cheek and they continued up the stairs to-gether 

Margaret and Ted were actually foremost in the thoughts of 

a great many peoplo that night. Bud Percival, for instance. In the 

five-roomed bachelor apartment that he shared with a college friend, 

Martin Barrington, Bud paced restlessly up and dov/n the living room. 

Martin, v/ho knew most of Bud's professional secrets and who was a char

tered accountant in one of Montreal's leading firms, had tried everything 

he could think of to placate the earnest, young doctor. Perliaps he'd 

like to go out on a party? No? Well, it was a mild night - how about 

shooting off some golf balls at a driving range? A drink, perhaps? 

A game of cribbage? Several drinks? Thoy could ask in some of the gang 

and burn up the joint! Or go out on ambulance calls and find someone who 

was in need of medical attention. Anything! Murder! Arson! Rape! 

'Hrny," he exclaimed, as he poured himself a drink, "v/e haven't sat 

around looking at one another on a Saturday night for ten years." 
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"I'm sorry, Marty, I'm not up to much to-night. You 

go ahead and do something," 

"Oh no. LVhat's a party, anyway? Just a lot of fools 

acting more foolishly than they usually do." He st ret chad out on the 

sofa and took a long sip of his drink. "Besides, v/e'r© on the third 

floor, and you could do a lot of harm to that concrete wall if you 'were 

to bounce your head off it." 

"But I failed, Marty. Of course, Fenton failed too, but 

I'm close to the lad's own age and should have been able to do something. 

His niarriage is tragic and that girl is going to be twice as badly hurt 

as she v/ould otherv/ise have been." 

"Now look. Bud, if there's anything on v/hich you're not 

qualified to speak, it's the subject of marriage. Let tho poor souls 

be happy whil© they can. Besides, why think about them now? I'll bet 

they're not thinking about you!" 

"I can SQ© so clearly how it will end out and it's not 

pleasant, Marty, His legs will start to swell, and he'll get dizzy 

spells and find that he's alv/ays short of breath. And then one day 

soon, bang! He'll be put to bed and he'll never get up. It's not a 

pretty picture, Marty, and I can see it all. And two nice, young 

people's lives vdll go up in smoke," 

Martin was on his feet and his voice v/as stern. "Eud Percival, 

v/hat kind of a doctor vdll you make if you let everyone's personal life 

get mixed up with your own? You'll break dov/n within a year. This 

v/on't be the last of your friends v/hom you'll have to watch di© with 

some lingering disease. You did everything you could for Ted Cunmings, 

and apparently neither you nor Dr. Fenton nor any power on earth could 

have prevented him from marrying this girl. So come on, now. Snap out 
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of it!" He slapped him heartily on the back, "We're going out. 

The Mitchells are having a house v/arming and you and I v/ill attend 

it if I have to drag you there by the few strands of hair you have 

left. You can make a start by finishing my drink. I made it strong 

enough for both of us,", 

The Fentons and Ellen had dinnor in a neighborhood res

taurant, and were sitting quietly in their living room. Meredith had 

been v/orried about the effect of the v/edding on Ivkrion, but she seemed 

to have taken it in her stride. At least twenty times she had said 

how much Dick v/ould have enjoyed the day. They reviewed the highlights 

time and again. 

The lights v/ere all off in the room and they were seated 

around the glowing embers of a fire, 

"I think you and I should have been spending the evening 

packing, Ellie," Marion said, smiling gently at her daughter, "instead 

of sitting around here raving about Ted and Margaret," 

"It will keep till the morning. Mother. You know, I think 

these quiet chats with you and Dad are what I've-missed more than any

thing else, living in Vancouver. If only you could drop in and see us 

occasionally." 

Meredith stroked his daughter's hair, and smiled. "I think 

you tv/o had better go up and get some sleep." 

"Aren't you coming?" 

"In a minute, my dear. Just being abl© to relax here v/ith 

nothing on ray mind is a wonderful luxury for me. It will seem hard as 

the deuce to start in again on Monday morning." 

"Don't be long, dear." 

"No. I v/on't. I'll see you both in a couple of minutes," 
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He v/atched his v/if© and daughter leave the room, arm in arm. For a 

while he gazed fondly after them and then his thoughts must have changed, 

for his eyes became sad and troubled. He leaned forv/ard in his chair, 

clasped his hands between his knees, and stared contemplatively at the 

fire. Minutes passed. The last of the logs v/as slov/ly crumbling into 

ashos, but still Meredith did not move. No longer were there any flames 

to dance before his eyes. The room was in darknoss. Nor v/as there any 

heat, Marion called from upstairs and Meredith roused himself, Slov/ly 

he pushed the chair back into its proper position in front of th© radi

ator. But he could not seem to toar his eyes away from the fireplace. 

An isolated piece of cellophane cigarette wrapping caught fire. It 

hissed and flickered and flamed and v/as no more. Only a few of the 

ashes v/ere glov/ing as Meredith adjusted the fire screen, 

"Dying embers," he murmured. "How appropriate. How terribly 

appropriate." He turned and walked slowly out of the room. He was a 

stooped, old man,,, 

Stephen Savage had retired early, as he always did on a 

Saturday night, in order to be fresh for his rigorous Sunday duties. 

Usually, as he lay in bed, he ran over the outline of his sermon. But 

to-night was different. He was troubled, and he did not know why. Yes 

he did too. It had to. do with Ted's wedding. Perhaps he should have 

insisted on knowing the boy's problem before he married him to this girl. 

But that v/as silly. They were both wonderful people. Stephen re

arranged his pillows and closed his eyes determinedly. But it was no 

use. Ted's troubled face stood between hiir̂  and sleep. Now, why? It 

was most certainly a love match, and where there was true love there was 

seldom much to worry about, at least at their age. Anŷ vay, they were 
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ov/n probably deliriously happy nov/! He blushed at the daring of his 

thoughts. But he did not envy them their happiness. His was a full, 

rich life. Being married v/ould probably only be a distraction. He 

thrashed around in the bed, searching for a cool corner. He planned a 

list of the parisldoners whom he v/ould visit during the week to come,. 

He delivered a prayer for poor old Mr, Staples, seriously ill after an 

intestinal operation. His mind refused to cease its feverish activity, 

and it v/as late when he fell asleep. The last thing he could remember 

v/as seeing Margaret and Ted standing solemnly before him at the altar.,. 

The young members of the bridal party and a fev/ of their 

friends had carried on to attend a dinner dance at the Normandie Roof. 

Everyone v/as in the finest of spirits and the evening proved so success

ful that they all decided to remain on for the supper dance. Bill was 

feeling extremely well pleased with life in general, and himself in par

ticular. Had he not been a most efficient best man? Everyone had 

complimented him on a job well done, and praise, and most especially 

praise from Ted Cununings, meant a great deal to Bill, He had thoroughly 

enjoyed the whole day. True, he had felt a little nervous about every

thing at first, but he had soon gained.self confidence. His speech 

at the reception - the first formal sp©©ch he had ever made - had gone 

ovor m t h a bang. Everyone had laughed in just the right places and he 

had been applauded as roundly as had Mr. Savage. And now he .vas at a 

night club! He hadn't been out dancing in years. And he v/as doing all 

right, too. No fancy steps, mind you, but he could hold his own. And 

Joyce! He was really making progress there. A fellow could go a long 

way if he had a girl like that. And he could enjoy doing things for her 

now that he had a good job. And Bill loved his job. Furthermore, the 

agency seemed pleased v/ith Bill. His hours were to his liking and, all 
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in all, things were looking up. And for all the improvements in his 

life he had to thank Ted, His heart swelled v/ith gratitude. It was 

through Ted's efforts and faith in Bill's ability tliat he now held dov/n 

such a v/onderful job, and it v/as through Ted and Margaret that he v/as 

now dancing vdth Joyce. He held her a little closer. She raised her 

head from around the region of his chest and he winked dov/n at her. 

"It's been a wonderful day," he said. The dance floor v/as 

very crowded, and most of the dancers v/ere doing little more than moving 

two inches to the right, then two inches to the left, then tv/o inches 

to the right Very monotonous, but it could be very pleasant if 

you enjoyed holding tho girl you were v/ith, 

"Yes," sh© agreed. 

She looked lovely, he thought. She v/as fast becoming all 

he Imd ever dreamed of in a girl. "Gee, I'm crazy about you, Joyce." 

"Why, Bill!" She seemed surprised, and anxious to change 

the subject. "I wonder how Ted and Margaret are getting along." She 

was blushing, and she lov/ered her eyes. 

"Oh! I guess they're doing all right," he said gruffly. 

Thoy finished out the remainder of the dance in silence 

Elspeth and her husband had entertained the Thomases at 

dinner. It had not been too successful because all four were exhausted. 

Mrs. Thomas v/as a large, raw-boned woman ;dth grey hair, a zest for 

living and a will of her own. Mr. Thomas was also large and also had 

a zest for living, but he was quite content to sit back and let his 

wife do the talking. Usually, v/hen the four met, j^^^^T^^"^""*^^^ 

able to squeeze in a 'hullo' and 'good-bye'. But t^ht.^neither 

v/om^alked much and the'^ound that they actually had several common 

interests. They began to like each other. 
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Their v/ives looked haggard. Mrs. Thomas v/as worried, but 

it seemed to imply lack of confidence in Ted to say so. Not that she 

had anything to worry about, really, but she was imagining all kinds of 

accidents on lonely stretches of the New York state highways. She v/as 

rather upset that Margaret had left no fonvarding address, Mrs, Thomas 

had no idea where the two young people were going to spend the night, 

but she hoped to have a telegram from them. As the evening wore on, 

her v/orries for her daughter were of quite a different sort. But there 

v/as nothing she could do about that, Elspeth, too, though happy enough 

about the marriage, was worrying. Ted v/as looking a little better, but 

still he was not himself. He v/as so thin! I/iaybe this holiday would 

fatten hira up. But New York! Who could get fat spending two v/eeks 

rushing around New York? She Iriad managed to rid herself of her previous 

feeling of dread, but she v/as unable to feel cheerful even though she 

and Mrs, Thomas gossiped at great length about the dress and the privat© 

life of every v/oman at the reception. For Elspeth was not only worried 

about her son; she becamo alarmed v/henever she noticed her husband. 

He looked dreadfully old and tired. Then she realized v/ith a shock that 

h© v/as seventy-three. He was an old man who v/as about to retire from 

his business. 

Yet sporadic as the conversation v/as at dinner and over 

coffee and liqueurs in the lounge of Mr, Gumirlngs' club, Elspeth v/as 

content to delay her return home as long as possible. How dreary it 

would be, and hov/ lonely! Hov/ av/ful to spend her remaining yoars with 

a raan who v/as not only old but a completely indifferent stranger! Of 

course, she v/ould not be much troubled v/ith him. He spent nearly all 

of his time playing bridge in this club. But that only made her situation 

the lonelier. She must start to travel. Anything but being alone in 
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that house day after day. 

With a start she realized that Mrs, Thomas was niaking ready 

to depart, and that Mr, Thomas and her husband v/ere already leaving 

the lounge for the men's room, 

"It was such a lovely idea of yours, Llrs, Cummings, It's 

helped to pass the evening so nicely. And I won't deny that I have 

been dreading to-night. Not that ther© is anything to v/orry about, 

you understand, but it's just well, you know." 

"Very v/ell indeed," Elspeth replied. "'Ĵ at time do you 

think they vdll make New York to-morrow?" 

"Not until evening, I shouldn't think, I doubt if they've 

driven very far to-night," 

"I do hop© there's sora© message from them at home," 

"Oh, I do too. But I'm really not expecting anything, I 

mean, I won't be worried if I don't hear from them for a day or two," 

And so they attampted to console themselves until at last 

Mr, Cummings v/as driving Elspeth homo. She v/as numb with raental and 

physical fatigue, and a paralyzing sens© of depression. When thoy reach

ed their house, she ran quickly up th© front stops. She did not know 

that sh© was capabl© of such energy. She looked all around, but there 

was no sign of a message anywhere. Of course there wouldn't be. A 

wire would be phoned to them, not slipped underneath the door. 

She could hear her husband putting the car away in the garage. 

She threw off her coat and hat and v/alked, without thinking, into Ted's 

room. It was in a state of chaotic disorder. The bed had not been made, 

and Elspeth was sure that the imprint of her son's head was still faint

ly discernibl© on his pillow. A blazer that he had decided to leave 
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behind at the last minuto was hanging over the back of a chair. She 

ran her fingers over it lovingly. Soiled clothes were dotted all over 

the floor. There, on the bureau, v/as the old pair of military hair 

brushes that she had given hira - oh J years ago. She studied the tv/o 

pictures of him that were on the wall. One v/as taken v/hen he v/as a 

fat, v/hite haired little tike of tv/o years; the other v/as taken in 

uniform, Elspeth's eyes v/ere blinded by tears. Automatically she 

straightened up the books on his dressing table. She resisted a temp

tation to throv/ herself across the bed. Instead she v/alked slowly 

around it to the door. With her hand on the light sv/itch she turned 

to s7/eep the room with her eyes in one more loving glance. She choked 

back a sob, extinguished the light and wheeled around. She let out 

a startled gasp, A man v/as in her way. But it was only her husband. 

She brushed the tears quickly from her eyes. He had never seen her cry, 

"It can't be that bad, my dear, Ted's gone, but he's liappy 

and we'll soon be seeing lots of hira again," He took her gently by the 

arm. "I think it's time that you and I v/ent on a little trip. I'll 

make arrangements to-morrov/ and v/e'11 head dov/n to Virginia some place. 

Nothing to keep us at home now, eh?" 

"No Ben, you're right," she said. She was both surprised 

and pleased. Her voice was steady and there was no hint of tears, 

"There's nothing to keep us at home now, and I should love to go to 

Virginia." 

Slowly but surely Saturday, September the twenty-seventh 

eased into Sunday, September the tv/enty-eighth. The temperature dropped 

steadily, and clouds scudded swiftly across the face of the sky. For 

some, like Elspeth Cummings and Mrs, Thomas, it v/as aec-unsettled night 

of turning and tossing. For Stephen Savage, it v/as a dream-filled night 
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of fitful sleeping, and v/hen he av/akened, a few minutes before the 

dawn, the glowing face of Margaret and the worried face of Ted v/ere 

the first images to fill the screen of his consciousness. Aided and 

abetted by Martin Barrington and several guests at a housewarrdng. 

Bud Percival soon drank Idmself into a stat© of blissful stupor. It 

was the first time he had been drunk since VJ night, \^en Meredith 

Fenton awoke, pale and haggard, late Sunday morning, the ashtray beside 

his bed was filled to overflowing with cigarette butts. And, in a 

parked car on a dead-end street, a short, pert looking girl named 

Joyce Parsons v/as excitingly responsive to the rather awkv/ard advances 

of a tall, shy young man v/ho knew little of the v/ays of women. 

In a hotel room, as the first streaks of dav/n crept over 

the Laurentian mountains, a boy and a girl v/ere locked in each other's 

arms. The boy stirred, 

"Happy, honey?" he asked softly. 

"Oh my darling," she breathed, "I wouldn't have believed it 

possible," 

Her rapturous outpourings were only silenced by the furious 

yet gently exploring pressure of his lips on hers. 
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The Rendo^/ous . 

They were s i t t i n g comfortably in an a t t r a c t i v e bar near 

Rogent S t r o e t . I t was a small , p r iva te club and Dick and Ted had boen 

induced to jo in i t by a brother of f icer soon a f t e r t h e i r a r r i v a l in 

England. The members were a l l very f r iendly and i t was a congenial spot 

in which to while away an id le hour. 

Dick looked a t h is watch. Seven-fifteon. 

"Have another snort and r e l a x , " Ted suggested. 

'*You j u s t see t h a t t h e r e ' s a l i t t l e something le f t for me 

when I get back," Dick sa id . "I shouldn't be any l a t e r than n ine . " 

Ted was aggrieved. "This i s ce r t a in ly one he l l of a 

mysterious do. Damn i t , we could have gone to a show or evon down to 

Brighton to see the s i g h t s , and what do you pul l? You chase off mysterious

l y as i f your l i f e depended on i t , " 

Dick drained his glass and laughed, " I t ' s nothing mysterious, 

and I ' l l t e l l you a l l about i t l a t e r . Meanwhile y o u ' l l bo as happy as a la rk 

s i t t i n g here pushing them back. Besides John v/i l l be around in a few min

u t e s , " Dick got to h is f e e t , gathered up his belongings and slapped his 

friend on the back, "Gee, i t ' s good to have you around again, you old 

c r a b , " 

He l e f t the building and stood uncortainly by the front 

door. Would he go by t a x i , or t r y tho tube? He decided on the tube . He 

had p lenty of time to spare and, bes ides , he could see an entrance t o a 

tube s t a t i o n up the s t r e e t . 

"Hi," sang out a voice from beside him, "I hardly knew you 

in t h a t c i v i l i a n ge t -up . " 

"Hi l lo , John, Nice t o see you." John Foxe was an off icer 

from his old u n i t . He had come back from the continent on leave with Ted, 

and had arranged t o meet him here tonight for a drink or two, Dick and John 
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shook hands. Dick always f e l t a l i t t l e uncomfortable meeting any of 

the old gang now t h a t he was out of things and s tat ioned in England. 

He looked down at h is sports coat and grey f l anne l s , "I thought i t 

might be nice to get out of uniform for a change," he explained, "As 

a matter of f a c t , I j u s t found out that I was allowed t o wear them." 

"I wish I could find mine," John sa id , " but I don ' t know 

where the devil t h e y ' i b e , " Then he noticed that Dick was heading away 

from tho c lub . "Hoy, why are you chasing off? I thought we were a l l 

going to get loaded," 

"I won't be much more than an hour. This i s n ' t a 

pleasure t r i p . I t ' s sor t of bus iness , " 

"Sounds d u l l , Ted insid©?" 

"Yeah, Very anxious for some company. Say John, you were 

kicking around London for qui te a whi le . How long does i t tako to get 

t o Paddington by tube? i s i t complicated?" 

"Oh God, Dick, i t ' s been so long I can ' t remember. Not 

t ha t I ever knew t h a t d i s t r i c t wel l anyhow," 

"Woll, t h e r o ' s only one way to find out , Se«.you l a t e r ! " 

"Don^'t be long ," John Foxe ran up the s t a i r s of the 

building and through a door marked 'Regency Club, Members Only. ' The 

room was small and he was able to pick Ted out immediately despite the 

haze and the crowd, Ted waved and rose t o his f ee t . John s ta r ted to 

check h is coat . Then i t happened. There was an e a r - s p l i t t i n g 935)lesion, 

followed by the t i n k l i n g of g l a s s , and several thundering reverberations 

t r a i l i n g off in tho d is tanca , Tha building shook and trembled, i t seemed 

t o rock for a while and then slowly to s e t t l e back on i t s foundations. 

The chandelier in the lounge smashed i t s e l f in i t s weird crash against the 

c e i l i n g . There were screams and groans and c a l l s for help from a l l comer; 

of the room. Every guest had been throv/n t o the f loor . Bits and pieces 
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of glass were everywhere. The curtains swung crazily in and out of the 

gaping windows. There was a moment of pregnant silence. Then the noises 

continued, and in ever-increasing volume. It was dusky but not yet dark, 

Ted was pitched over a table and some chairs, and he skidded a few feet 

along the floor on his stomach. He was surrounded by fragnents of glass 

and wood and plaster, A woman picked herself up dazedly from where she 

had been lying across his legs. The chandelier crashed to the floor. 

Somoono screamed, Tho bartender was groaning. The itself was demolished, 

A few people were on their feet by now. One man announced that he was 

a doctor and began running around to examine all those who were still 

stretched out on the floor. Gradually the noises from the outside began 

to filter through the open windows. It sounded as if one half of London 

were shouting, and running madly up and dovm the street. 

Gingerly Ted bestirred himself. He was stitt- and sore but 

no bonos appeared to be broken. Ho ran his fingers over his face. Blood! 

In nine months of action on the continent he hadn't so much as cut his 

finger, and on the second night of his leave in London he was damned near 

killed. He put his handkerchief to his head. It didn't seem to be any

thing serious, Abovo the reigning pandemonium ho heard a groan - a new 

groan. My God! John! Tod felt dizzy when he stood up, so he crawled 

into the cloakroom on his hands and knees. There, under at least two dozen 

overcoats, lay John and tho check girl. Both had sustained bumps on the 

head and both were now regaining consciousness. 

"Coo!" the girl ejaculated. It seemed to Ted somewhat of 

an understatement. She rubbed her eyos and shook hor head. "I wonder if 

the Missus is all right," sho muttgred, as if this were all a routine 

occurrence. She rgcovered rapidly and ran out into the lounge, 

John sat up. He felt the egg-like lump on his temple and 

smiled ruefully, '̂ I'' thin^ I preferred it on the continent," he said. 
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They helped each other to their feet. Everyone was milling 

about, and no on© in the room soemed to be seriously injured. Already 

ther© was a small knot of poopl© looking out the window on the scene of 

tragedy which prevailed up the stroet. Crash followed crash as many of 

the walls around them crumbled to the earth. One of tho buildings had 

caught fire. Tod could smell the acrid smoke, and the noise and crackle 

of the flames were added to the general hubbu;^. 

Ted had a sudden blood-chilling thought. He grabbed John 

by the arm, "I wonder where Dick is," he said. 

John was still rubbing his temple, "I saw him at the 

door and he was heading for the tube station," 

'̂ To'd hotter havo a look for him," 

They ran dovm the flight of stairs to the street and 

pushed their way through the crowd. Smoke and dust had cut the visibility 

to nil and a fog was slowly settling in. Several ambulances were arriving 

on the scene. Explosions like this were an old story in London, The 

machinery for handling fires and casualties and dangerously weakened build

ings was always geared for prompt and efficient action. 

Right now a crowd v/as surging up the street tov/ards the 

entrance to the tube, Ted grabbed the man next to him by his coat, "iThere 

did it land?" he roared in his ear. 

"I hear it caught the entrance to the tube, pretty bad. 

They expect a good many casualties," 

"Oh no," breathed Ted, 

John's usual ly ruddy complexion paled, and he eyed his 

companion in alarm, "By my c a l c u l a t i o n , " he hol le red , "Dick would have 

jus t had time t o make t ha t entrance. Of course , " he added doubtfully, 

"ho could have changed his mind and hailed a cab or a bus . " 
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Tod v/as pushing his way through the crowds with a desper

a t ion bom of an evergrov/ing panic, Dick would be a l l r igh t though. He 

probably had time to get r ight dovm the s t a i r s in to the she l te r of the 

platform* Perhaps he had evon been able t o hop a t r a i n r igh t av/ay. 

As they drew nearer t o the scene of the t ragedy, they became conscious 

of a chorus of wai l ing and sobbing. 'Bobbies' were t ry ing to c lear 

the s t r e e t s . They were warning of f a l l i n g w a l l s , of the f i r e tha t th rea ten

ed to spread. They were roping off a large par t of the blasted area , 

Ted t r i e d to climb under the rope, and was stopped by a gruff "Here! 

Eere!*^ 

"Maybe I can do something, o f f i ce r , " he said, "And I want 

t o check up on my fr iend, I have reason to believe t h a t he was near the 

tube entrance a t the time of the c r a sh , " 

The bobby looked grave, "Entering the tube , you say?" He 

glanced in tha t d i r e c t i o n . The whole area v/as completely demolished. 

People were digging in the r u i n s , "I don ' t wish to alarm you, young fellow, 

but aocoi*ding to ey9 v/itness accounts there were anywhere from four to 

nine people a t the entrance to the s t a t ion when tha t thing s t ruck. They're 

blovm so t o b i t s tha t i t ' s doubtful i f w e ' l l even find a limb. There ' l l 

bo a good many casua l t i e s out of t h i s devil! '* 

Ted v/as holding on so t i g h t l y t o the rope that the palm 

of his hand was rav/. He swayed s l i g h t l y , John stepped up beside him, 

"Say!" the bobby continued, "You should have t ha t cut 

on your head attended t o . There 's a dressing s ta t ion over t h e r e , " 

" I t ' s not the c u t , " Ted muttered between clenched t e e t h , 

although a r i vu l e t of blood was coursing down his cheek and dripping off 

h is ch in . He brushed past the policeman and made his way towards the p i l e 

of rubble . He held back for a moment in dread and then he and John offered 
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their services to a man in some sort of uniforra who seemed to be in 

charge. The man gave them some tools and they began to dig. It was 

almost pitch dark now and the fog was making great headway. It muffled 

most of the sounds and alm̂ ost overpowered the bright flares that had been 

placed around the area to aid the rescuers and other ̂ vorkers. 

Tod worked for an hour, steadily, ceaselessly, relentlessly. 

He was different from these others. They were just digging for strangers, 

really. No one would be likely to know who was entering the tube at that 

moment and besides, no information was ever given out on either the wire-

loss or in the press about rocket bcanb activity. So, in this case, the 

next of kin of the casualties might never know the true facts, for apparent

ly those around the entrance had been literally blown into nothingness. 

A few scattered limbs had been found but that was all. There were no 

possible moans of identification, 

Ted mopped his brow. "It's no use," he said wearily to 

John, who was still toiling beside him. "He's dead." The fog was very 

thick now yet he could distinguish hundreds of peoplo iiiil'l 1 Xii^around, both 

within and without the cordon. Only one ambulance remained, and th© fire : 

seemed to have been conquered, A deathly stillness, broken only by the 

sound of a hushed voice or the clink of pick on concrete, was gradually 

settling over a scene that was utterly depressing and desolate. 

John laid aside a shovel that he had beon using, "Let's 

go back to the bar," he said gently. "It's just possible that Dick might 

be safe and return there to look for you." 

Ted was rendered dumb with grief. "This is worse than any

thing yet," he whispered through stiff lips," worse than I thought any

thing could possibly be." John was holding his arm and leading him, stumbling 

and groping through the darkness, in the general direction of thoir club. 
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But when they arrived at the building they found that no one was allowed 

to enter. It had been condemned as unsafe. And of Dick there was no 

sign,,,,.. 

Dick had not headed for the tube. No sooner had John 

disappeared inside the club than a taxi pullod up and discharged a pass

enger, "Oh nuts," murmured Dick and hopped in. He gave his address and 

settled back. The driver shot off, away from the ill-fated tube station, 

and turned a comer. 

"y/e're in for a bad fog," he ventured, 

"Looks like it," Dick agreed. 

It was then that the rocket struck and the earth shook. The 

people on the sidev/alks paused - looked grave or startled or frightened or 

all three - and then continued sadly on their way. 

The driver whistled. "That was a close one, mate," he said, 

Dick was worried. He craned his nock out of tho car window, 

Tho building that housed his club still was standing, at any rate, "You 

don't think that rocket would have como down right where you picked me 

up?" he asked. 

"Naw," said the driver, "It was nearer Piccadilly way." 

Dick tapped his foot reflectively, "I wonder if I should 

go back," he muttered. But the taxi was bound/ting along, darting neatly 

in and out of the traffic, so he decided to go ahead and put this ordeal 

behind him as quickly as possible. He could phone the club when he reach

ed Tom's address* 

Tom! What on earth would he have on his mind? He must be 

on leave prior to being sent home. The closer they drew to paddington 

the more uneasy Dick became, Tom was probably having a change of heart. 

Maybe he wished to divulge the names of a few of his Communist friends. 
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That v/as i t ! S t i l l . . , ,He cou ldn ' t have had tha t nervous breakdown tha t 

Colonel Spottsworth had wa.med about or he vjouldn't be around on leave . 

At any r a t e hg v/as ce r t a in ly lousing up what could have been a most p leas 

ant evening, Dick not iced t ha t the fog was s t re tch ing i t s dank and clammy 

f ingers r igh t ins ide the cab. He drew h is t rench coat more t i g h t l y around 

him, and huddled in to a comer . By now the cab was crawling along, keep

ing close t o the sidewalk, for t r a f f i c was almost a t a s t a n d s t i l l . Suddon

ly Dick f o l t very depressed. The l a s t th ing in the world he wanted was 

t o have Tom Goodall t a l k t o him about Communists or Fasc is t s or any other 

revolut ionary movement, Dick f e l t an overwhelming need for laughter and 

l i g h t and companionship. He leaned forw^ard t o t e l l the dr iver t o turn 

back, t ha t he was changing his p lans . But tha t wouldn't do, Tom would 

v/ant to meet i a scmewhere else and i t would probably be jus t as inconvenient, 

"Regular pea-souper t h i s i s , " the dr iver was saying. 

'*Would you v/ait for me and drive me back?" Dick asked him, 

"How long w i l l you be?" the man countered, 

"I don ' t know," Dick rep l i ed , 

"Sorry," #he said , " I ' d l ike t o oblige you, mate, but ^̂ -̂w 

know how i t i s . The fog ' s get t ing worse a l l the time and I'm anxious 

t o get home. I'm way out of my beat r ight now," 

No more was said for a few minutes. The driving became 

more and more d i f f i c u l t . At length the driver stopped the cab, "Here's 

your s t r o e t , s i r , " he announced, " I t ' s closed t o vehicles because of 

bomb damage. I t ' s a bl ind s t roe t anyhow," 

Diok fumbled v/ith his change and managed to see c l ea r ly 

enough t o pay the d r ive r . Then he was standing on the curb and the taxi 

was drawing away. He sighed, and walked the few steps t o the corner of the 

s t r e e t , A wartime lamp was shining feebly but i t s rays were ob l i t e ra ted 
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by tho fog. Dick turned down the side-street. He kept close to the 

hedge. He would have to walk up to the door of tho first house he came 

to in order to see the street number. He began to shiver, yet it was more 

from apprehension than cold. What was. the matter with him, anyway? He 

was v/alking very slowly because he could barely distinguish his own feet. 

What strange, ©erie noises they made on the pavement! Something about 

this whole situation was familiar. He felt lonely and isolated. This was 

crazy! He kept groping his way along. The hedge had given way to a stone 

wall. All of a sudden he stiffened. Of course! That awful nightmare! 

He could see nothing yet he knew that there would be an air raid shelter 

at the end of the street, and a church steeple in the distance. Then he 

laughed in his relief, \)l̂  was only that annoying nightmare again^ Jle'd 

wake himself up. But no! This time he was awake. Well, what was there 

to be afraid of, anyway? A littlo fog? A strange street? He snorted 

in self-derision, and moved along more quickly. He soon reached a path. 

Ho v/as looking for number 56• He walked up the path, and up tho front 

stairs of a house. Number 22, Th© house appeared to have been badly 

damaged. Many of the windows held jagged, shattered frames, and the place 

was obviously vacant, Dick walked back down the path to the sidewalk, more 

depressed than ©ver. He was unable to scoff away a feeling of panic that 

v/as threatoning to envelop him. 

On he stumblod, now able to seo a foot or two in front of 

him, nov/ fooling his way solely by the aid of the stone wall. He forced 

himself to be calm. Indeed, he knew of no reason why he should be any

thing else, except for the fantastic similarity to those damned dreams. 

It was enough to give anyone tho creeps. He struggled along and he made 

his way up tho path of another house. Number 50# He was getting close. 

This house was even more badly smashed up than the preceding one. All 
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he l l must have been bombed out of t h i s s t r e e t ! 

He was back on the sidev/alk again. By counting the 

number of p a t h s , he was pos i t ive tha t he could find the r ight houso wi th 

out any moro unnecessary inves t iga t ion . This wasn' t such bad fun roa l ly . 

At l e a s t i t was exci t ing and d i f f e ren t . He began t o fee l b e t t e r and even 

whist led a l i t t l e tune . He would get t h i s interview ovor with quickly 

and be back a t the club with Ted and John in an hour. Then he remembered 

the explosion, lYorrying about the p o s s i b i l i t y of Ted being injured wrenched 

h is mind from the thought of his forthcoming v i s i t . Ho must telephone 

Ted as soon as poss ib le . He m.oved more slowly. He was nearing his des t in 

a t ion now. The next path should be the one. He looked around him. He could 

seo nothing. Then, for a brief moment, the fog l i f t e d . He had a quick 

glimpse of a rov/ of d u l l , grey stone houses on each side of the s t r e e t , 

and on a i r ra id she l t e r at the end. Fascinated, he turned h is head t o 

v/here ho knev/ the church steeple voild be . Slowly, Reluctantly, And 

there i t was! His pulses wore rac ing . Could he be overwrought? Could 

i t be h is imagination? He rubbed h i s eyes and looked again. Too l a t e ! 

The fog had once more enclosed him and had b lo t t ed out his surroundings. 

He squared h is shoulders and walked up the path as b r i sk

ly as tho night would allov/, Tom was a good f r iend , and he was coming 

to v i s i t him and help him. Although v/hat the he l l the man would be doing 

in a broken-down old house l i ke t h i s was beyond a l l understanding. He 

stood at the f ront door and peered a t the number. He had t o t race the 

ra ised s i l ve r l e t t e r i n g with his f inger . Yes! Number 56 i t was. He 

f i n a l l y discovered the doorbell and pushed i t , A hbllov/ clanging reverberated 

through the house. He withdrev/ his f inger . Si lence, He ran his hands over 

the side of tho bui ld ing , and cut h is thumb on a jagged piece of g l a s s . 

He swore so f t ly , sucked a t the blood, and pressed the boll again. If there 
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v/as no response this time he could go back to Ted and that drink. No 

one came. There was just that weird jangling. He turned to leave with 

a sensation of relief. The feeling that someone mi?;ht be waiting for 

him somewhere dovm the path stole over hira. His skin prickled. Even 

seeing Tom might be better than this. He turned back and tried the door 

handle. It opened, and ho found himself standing in a hall. He caught 

a glimpse of whitewashed walls before ho noticed the light sv/itch. Then 

he closed the outer door. He pushed the switch, but nothing happened. 

He tried again. Still no light. He decided to try the inner door, and 

if that wore locTced his duty was at an end and ho could go. The thought 

of the rocket explosion was preying on his mind. But tho inner door 

did open and he was in a spacious entrance. The windoivs must have been 

broken all over the house because tho cold and the fog were still pressing 

down on him, Dick shivered and stood uncertainly, shifting from one foot 

to the othor. How did he ever get involved in a mess like this! 

"Fenton?" 

The voice soemed to como from somewhere downstairs in the 

basement, "Yes, ?fhere the he l l are you?" 

"Here, Downstairs, Just open the door on your r ight and 

como down. TiTatch yourself because some of the steps are l oose , " 

Dick f e l t sonewhat re l ieved . "0,K," he said , , , , * 

Ted and John were walking down to Canadian Mi l i t a ry Head

quar ters in Trafalgar Square, Running was more l ike i t , for Ted was push

ing through the n ight at a fas t c l i p , with John Foxe at his s ide , Yuhen they 

reached the headquarters , Ted demanded t o speak with the Duty Officer, a 

ra ther t i r e d looking young man who obviously resented being disturbed in the 

midst of h is detect ive s to ry . But he did a l l he could t o he lp . Ted phoned 

the ho t e l , where he and Dick had reserved a room for the n igh t , Tho propr ie tor 
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promised t o get in touch vdth Ted immediately if Dick should come in . 

Thon they contacted Fred, through the Security Section. No, there was 

no sign of Dick, Fred was very upse t , and wanted t o coma up to London 

immediately, but Ted persuaded him t o stay where he was. I t was jus t 

possible t h a t Dick might show up dovm there* 

Ted slumped down in his c h a i r , John was watching him 

in some anxiety , "Como on," he said, "There's nothing more you can do 

hero* Le t ' s go back t o your room. You need some r e s t , " 

The Duty Officer agreed v/ith John, " I ' l l keep you posted," 

he promised. 

Big Ben was chiming eleven strokes as Ted and John 

managed to f lag a t a x i in Buckingham Palace Road and wore borne away 

tov/ards Ted's h o t e l . By now the fog had l i f t e d , and the ra in was beat 

ing down upon the s t r e e t s of London. But Ted was too stunned to no t i ce , 

. 9 . oo 

Dick walked slowly down the stairs. There was a door half 

opened at the bottom. He could distinguish a large room dimly lighted 

by what appeared to be several candles. He was at tho foot of the stairs. 

At the entrance to the room. Thgre was no sign of Tom, He hesitated, 

"Tom,'* 

"Around here," 

He entered the room. The door slammed shut behind him. 

He whirled around. Tom was standing there. In his right hand ho was 

clutching a revolver. With his left hand ho was locking the door. His 

9y9s were wild and blazing. He had a several day grov/th of beard. His 

mouth was twitching and seemed larger than ever in his white face. His 

shirt was open at the neck and his whole appearance was dishevelled. He 

slid the key into his pants' pocket and motioned Dick to the back of the 
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room. 

Despite h i s premonition, Dick could scarcely c red i t what 

he saw. **rom," ho gaspod. "y'lHiat ar© you up to?" 

Tom laughed. In f a c t , ©very time his l i p s twitched, h© 

gave vent t o a dry , mir th less chuckle, "Keep moving, Fenton," he said 

harshly , "Keep moving!" 

Dick moved slowly backward, Tho room seemod to have been 

usod for meetings of scmo kind. There wero a number of c h a i r s , ^ S ^ ^ " 

in some semblance of rows, and several wooden t ab l e s were placed at the 

f r o n t , towards which Dick was being driven, A flimsy cur ta in s tretched 

across the room at t h i s po in t . There was a l ighted candle on each t a b l e , 

Dick's eyes were constant ly searching for a way of escape. He saw none, 

Thoro were throo small windows, but they were a t l eas t three feet above 

the f loor and were heavily boarded. 

"Goodall," ho rapped out in as s t e m and commanding a tono 

as he could muster , " i f t h i s i s a joke, I f a i l t o see i t s humour. Put 

dô .vn t h a t g\m!" 

Tom jerked the gun up and dovm. "Back," ho snappod. "Back," 

Ho b9gan t o laugh. 

Dick baokod into a t ab l e and tho candle rocked precar ious

ly on i t s base . He determined t o make his stand from the re . Tom urged 

him on no fu r the r , Dick leaned back and rested his hands on the edge of 

the t a b l e , 

"Fold your hands in front of you," Tom snarled, "And none 

of your cheap, in te l l igence t r i c k s . " 

Dick's eyes wore never s t i l l , but he v/as becoming increas 

ingly alarmed. He could soe nothing that might bo of any help to him. Tom 

was about s ix feet av/ay and the f l i cke r of the four candles cast weird 
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r e f l ec t i ons over a faco d i s to r t ed with ovil and cunning. He laughed again. 

Dick shuddered. Surely t h i s couldn ' t be happening to him! 

"You can make out your in te l l igence report now, Fenton," 

Tom said suddenly, " I t w i l l be your l a s t one, and I can give you lo t s of 

m a t e r i a l . All the names of the c i v i l i a n party members who meet here , tho 

Canadian army members, and the plans we have t o spread the good word among 

the t r o o p s . We've made a good s t a r t , Fenton, don ' t ever forget t h a t . But 

w e ' l l do b e t t e r . " 

"Tom, you're i l l , " Dick said qu ie t ly , "Let ' s t a l k t h i s 

th ing over as f r i ends , and we can reach an understanding," He s t i r r ed 

and moved s l i g h t l y fonvard. 

Tom was i n s t an t l y a l e r t and ho laughed more harshly than 

over. He waved his revolver at Dick, "Aha!" he exclaimed. "You'd l ike 

me t o give up t h i s revolver! That would put us on an equal b a s i s . That 

would be convenient, wouldn't i t ? You're na ive , Fenton, jus t l ike the res t 

of the f i l t h and the wealth you represen t . But you scheme! Always scheming 

to keep the other n ine- ten ths of the world in bondage," He took a s tep 

forward, ^{hy should I give up my gun?" he screamed. 

"Because," Dick r ep l i ed , '^hen as you suggest, we'd on an 

equal f oo t i ng . " Talk, Dick, ho told himself desperately. Talk and s t a l l . 

And he d id , for two or throe minutes. But; ho could see no out . He was 

doomed* 

Tom laughed occasional ly , but he seemed to be paying no 

a t t e n t i o n . One of the CEUidles sputtered and died, A corner of tho cur ta ins 

had parted s l i g h t l y and Dick caught sight of several packing cases . Nothing 

much t o holp him in t h e r e . 

"You wonder where we are?" Tom was asking, "Well, t h i s 

i s where we moet onco a week. Didn't know t h a t , did you? Well, we had a 
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wonderful meeting l a s t n igh t . You see , I'm on leave now from a r e p a t r i 

a t ion depot . " He laughed, "Or d idn ' t you know tha t e i t h e r , Mr, I n t 

e l l igence Corps?" 

"I haven' t the f a i n t e s t idea what you're t a l k ing about ," 

Dick t o l d him. He saw tha t the only th ing he could do was t r y to knock 

over a t ab le and then jump on Tom while the man's a t t en t ion was d i s t r ac t ed , 

Tom oxplained, t o the acoompaninent of peals of laughter , 

how h© had come to hate Dick when he had Igamed that Dick was in te res ted 

in him as the subject of a r epor t , and not as a f r i end . I t was useless 

for Dick t o t r y to explain h is ovm side of the s tory , and Tom never gave 

him a chance. Tom said t h a t he had managed t o s l i p av/ay from the hospi ta l 

unnoticed the night tha t Dick was inves t iga t ing the Aldershot address . The 

s l i p of paper in the book v/as indeed a t r ap tha t Tom had l a id . I t was the 

home of the chief of police t h a t Dick had watched, Tom to ld him mockingly, 

and as soon as ho sav/ Dick s i t t i n g there in the jeep ho knev/ tha t he had 

t o k i l l him. But Fred 's appearance had prevented him. Then he had thought 

of t h i s house. What an appropriate place for Dick t o d ie ! A secret Comm-

imis t headquarters where only the leaders mot! A deserted bomb-ravaged 

house on a deserted bomb-ravaged s t r e e t l More and more Tom's f inger began 

to twi tch on the t r i g g e r of the revolver . The s i n i s t e r noise tha t issued 

from his t h roa t became less a laugh and more a sob, Dick found i t more and 

more d i f f i c u l t t o think c l e a r l y . In his "wildest dreams he could never have 

imagined himself as a cen t r a l figure in such a scene, 

"At l a s t , Fenton," Tom sa id , "I thought I had found a f r iend. 

Oh, I knev/ you wore in the In te l l igence Corps, but I couldn ' t believe tha t 

you would de l ibe ra t e ly spy on my. S t i l l , I had to find out for sure . And I 

did! I was sorry , t o o , Fenton. Very sorry. I thought you were d i f f e r en t , " 
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"I am d i f f e r en t , Tom," Dick ins i s ted desperately , "You 

should know I'm your f r iend. Look at a l l the th ings I 've dono for you. 

Why " 

"That ' s enough!" Tom's voice was a hys te r i ca l roar . Then 

his expression grew calmer. He looked pleased with himself and laughod 

qu ie t ly , "Do you know what I intend to do vdth you, Fenton?" Another 

candle sput tered and died. The rocm was so murky now tha t Diok had 

d i f f i c u l t y in seeing Tom's face c l e a r l y , "'A'̂ e're going to have a nice 

f i r e down hero. An acc ident , of course! i t ve spread a l i t t l e gasoline 

aroimd t o holp ©verything along. In t h i s deserted s t r ee t i t won't be 

noticed for a long t i m e . You won't mind i t too much, because you ' l l be 

dead. Dead, Fenton. Do you hear mo? Dead!" He laughed and moved a 

l i t t l o c lose r t o h is foe . "Shot through tho head! A much be t t e r way to 

d i e , i s n ' t , Fenton?'* He paused, "I must t h i n k , , , . The re v/as something 

e l s e . Ah y e s . " He was standing next to Dick nov/ and he ran his hand 

over h i s body. '*rhat 's r i g h t , Fenton. Your v/al le t . Just in case i t 

doesn ' t burn." He removod i t from Dick's s p o r t s ' coa t . "I'm so pleased 

you wore c i v i e s . You' l l never be t raced , , No one w i l l ever know what became 

of Captain Richard Fenton, spy and sneak," He slapped him vic iously across tha 

mouth, Dick could fee l a t r i c k l e of blood run down the back of his t h r o a t . 

I t was now or never. 

Dick shoved back the tab le with one hand and lunged for 

the gun. I t went off, but he had knocked against Tom's hand, and the 

bu l l e t had lodged harmlessly in the c e i l i n g . He had thrown Tom on the f loor 

but he f e l l with him, and Tom had a grip on his th roa t that was bom of 

mental derangement and desperat ion. The revolver was out of reach of both, 

Dick drew up h i s knee swif t ly . He had learned much of the d i r t y way of 

f igh t ing in commando t r a i n i n g and thanked God for i t . Tom grunted and loosed 
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his grip slightly and Dick drove his fist into his faco. The room was 

growing lighter. The candle on the table had fallen to the floor and had 

set the curtain ablazo. No doubt the gasoline was helping the flames for 

already some of the crates were burning. In fact, little spurts of flame were 

running over the floor and the two men were rapidly being encircled. They 

rolled over and over, pounding, kneeing, choking, gouging, Tom happened 

to kick the swaying curtain with his foot. It fell, a raging fury,to 

the floor. When the men rolled over, it soon enveloped them. The crackle 

of the flames was growing louder. Most of the wooden chairs were catching. 

The gasoline was doing its devilish work. Dick's sports' coat was smoking, 

and Tom's hair v/as ablaze. Both men were screaming, but were unable to 

break away either from each other or the flames, 

Outsido, the fog shrouded the city as completely as evor, 

A few wisps of smoko were escaping from the boxed-up basement windows of a 

derelict house on a derelict street, but who was to notice? And the human 

screams issuing forth through the battered old walls were carried swiftly 

away until finally they ceased altogether. 
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The Party. 

Ted dried himself down and finished singing the 

popular song that he had begun in the shower. After all, it was New 

Year's Eve-and he wanted to celebrate. He and Margaret intended to drop 

in at tho Clark9s' for a drink, ejnd then they were going to a party at 

a badminton club that Margaret and Joyce had both joined. He had not 

bothered to become a member. Fast action games liko badminton and squash 

wor9 not for him any longer. 

Ho surveyed himself in the mirror. He had looked at 

his own image more in th© past three months than he evor had before. 

Outwardly he could notice very little change. His face was a little 

fuller, perhaps, and his hair was greying at the temples. And although 

the shadows under the eyes were extending farther and farther into the 

cheeks, no ono would havo S9en much of a difference in the appearance of 

Tod Cummings since his wedding. That is, no one except Ted Cummings, 

He turned away from the mirror and, almost against his will, his eyes 

sought out his ankles. Yes. There was the evidence. Both Bud and 

Dr, Fenton had warned that one of the symptoms of endocarditis was a 

sv/elling around the ankles. And both of Ted's ankles were swollen. 

Furthermore ho had been v/amed that shortness of breath and dizziness 

wore two other features of the disease. He was now subject to both. 

Merely to walk up a flight of stairs was tiring. Grimly h© pursed his 

lips. Well, h© had had threo months of a happiness more complete than ho 

would ever have believed possible. It was fantastic to think that it could 

end so soon, but there it was. The proof was in his ankles, in his lungs, 

in his mind. But he was rapidly acquiring skill as an actor, and he would 

drink to the new year to-night with the optimism of the best of them. 

He slipped into his bathrobe. He felt better, but he 

was singing no more. Another serious thought demanded to be heard, a 
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thought that had been in the back of his mind ever since he knew th^t 

he was going to die. But, under the circumstances, it was a difficult 

subject to think or talk about and one that ho and Margaret had loft 

unmentioned. He was sure that she knew his feelings on the matter, 

but he must clear the whole thing up, once and for all. 

He opened the door leading into the bedroom. She was 

sitting in front of a mirror, clad in a negligee, removing some curlers 

from her hair. She v/as beautiful. It didn't matter what she was doing 

or how she was dressed - she was beautiful! He walked over and kissed 

her shoulder. She took time out to caress his cheek, 

"You look gorgeous," he murmured, 

"Thoiik you, darling, I love to hear you say it even 

though I knov/ you'ro so easy to please," She continued to remove 

curlers and pat her hair carefully into place, "Just be sure you say 

nice things about my new dress." 

Ted was busying himself putting studs in his dress 

shirt, "Mag," he said slowly, "there's something you and I haven't 

discussed but which has been on mind lately. Perhaps this isn't the 

night to speak of it, but, Well, it's about our having children," 

Margaret froze into an awkward position. Her hands 

were halfway up to her head, "Yes?" she enquired, 

"Honey, I'm feeling better than I have for years, but 

until I can get a clean bill of health from the doctors, there must be 

no children. It's not that I don't want them, I like kids well enough, 

but, oh you know what I moan," H9 regarded her anxiously. ''You do under

stand, don't you?" 

Margaret had continued to arrange her coiffure. Her 

voice, when sho spoke, was light and assured, "Perfactly, darling. And 

you'ro not to worry. Just you leave everything to me. Now come over here 



- 368 -

and tell mo what you think of my new hairdo. It's just for you." Sho 

cocked her head roguishly. "Like it?" 

"Honey, I love it. Did I remember to tell you that you 

were the most beautiful girl in the world?" 

She was smiling happily, but when she held hira in her 

arms her clasp v/as tighter than usual, and she made sure that he was un

ablo to see her eyes. 

It was ten-thirty when they arrived at the Clarkes', and 

the party was in full swing. There were at least fifty people milling about, 

a great many of them urJmovm to both Ted and Margaret, But the Fentons had 

been invited, as woll as the Thomases, Ted's mother and father were in 

Vancouver, having loft the day after Christm.as for a month's visit, Ted 

had done nothing about acquainting them v/ith the facts of his disease. He 

had made vague plans about breaking the news to them on their return from 

this trip - indeed, he could delay it no longer for he knew that Elspeth 

was suro that something was wrong - and had enlisted the services of Stephen 

Savage and Bud Percival to help him. He would have to speak to Meredith, 

too. 

But he looked like a normal, healthy young man as Mrs, 

Clark© piloted him and Margaret through the crov/d, now introducing them to 

some of her friends, now asking themi somo porsonal question of their married 

lifo in a ringing voice that could bo heard throughout the house. At l/|̂ast 

they found themselves next to an improvised bar. Mario clapped each one 

heartily on the back, 

"Just help yourselves, children," she boomed. Her smile 

was as hearty as her voice, "It was so nice of you to come! I'm afraid 

it vdll be very dull for you v/ith so few young people tut Joyce and Bill 

should be along presently, and I want you to feel free to leave whenever 
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you vdsh," She vdnk9d broadly, "I know young people like to bo by 

themselves on Nev/ Year's Eve," 

The house was gaily decorated, and ablaze with lights 

and bright colours. The Christmas tree was blinking cheerily in the 

comer, and largo, red-ribboned bov/s, sprigs of holly and mistletoe, and 

bands of Christmas cards strung up above the entrance to the living room 

added to the festiveness of the occasion. There were the usual cheery 

'cocktail party sounds' of ice tinkling in glasses, cocktails being 

shaken, effusive grgetings, hushed 'stag' jokos being delivered in remote 

comers, the wailing of the departing guest vocally threading her way 

through the rocm in an offort to find and thank the hostoss, and tha back

ground music. Always somebody adds to the din through the medium of a 

piano or a gramophone or a radio, 

Margaret soon wandered off with the president of Ted's 

f inn and a rather mellow middle-aged woman in a startlingly red dress who 

insisted every fev/ seconds on running her fingers through the sad remnants 

of his hair, Mr, Patterson seemed to be enjoying the performance but his 

wife, who was not too far away discussing the problems of domestic help 

with a group of ladies, seemed not at all pleased, Ted chuckled. He 

disliked Mrs, Patterson anyway, H© was standing alone, sipping his drink. 

If there was one thing in the world ho hated, it was to stand alono at a 

cocktail party. You folt as if you wore the furtive centre of all eyes, 

and it was difficult to appear as if you might just possibly have a friend 

left somewhere in tho v/orld, Ted assumed a defiantly cheerful expression 

of nonchalance. Coolly ho began on examination of the women's hats. Those 

weird and wonderful objects amused him for a few moments. He refilled his 

glass and glanced arpund, Joyce and Bill had not arrived, and Margaret 

was deep in conversation with Mr, Patterson, The woman in red had transf err-
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ed her affections to Mr, Clarke who was looking happy and bewildered 

and rather drunk. Ted sighed. Ho was begiming to feel sorry for him

self, ?jhat a hell of a way to wind up a year! He sauntered casually 

over to a table that was laden with nuts and red mints and hors d'oeu-

vr9s. It was then that he sav/ Meredith. 

"My, I'm glad to soo you, sir," he said, and his voice 

was warm and affectionate. "You and Mrs. Fenton are the ones I really 

came h9r9 to soe." Just then Ted saw his mother-in-law across the front 

hall in the dining room. He waved and she blew him a kiss. He and 

Margaret had had dinner with tho Tomasos, so ho did not deeia it nocessary 

to go over and talk to her. 

Maredith looked pleased, "I'm so glad, ray boy, I was 

hoping you'd be here." 

A maid passed by with a tray of cocktail sausages, A 

group had gathered around a nearby piano and were practising 'Auld Lang 

Syne' so that they would be ready for midnight. And Ted could spot Marie 

Clarke advancing on them with that gleam in her eye common to hostesses 

who feel that certain of their guests are being too quiet and peaceful and, 

come hell or high water, must be introduced immediately to somebody on 

the other side of tho room. There v/as a loud scream. The wcman in the 

red dress had encountered an unwary mole under the mistletoe, and he was 

promptly seduced. 

As the cocktails and hi;̂ hballs found their mark, and more 

and more people arrived from previous social engagements, the noise grew 

greater and greater, 

Meredith caught sight of Marie Clarke heading their way and 

ho tapped Ted's arm, "Follow me," he commanded hastily. They battled their 

way out of tho room, nodding to their acquaintances as they did so, and Ted 
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found himself follov/ing Meredith up a f l i g h t of s t a i r s , 

"I thought the ups t a i r s was for l ad ies only," Ted 

remarked in some consternat ion, 

Meredith laughed, "No," he assured him, "Clarke has 

a small den up here where I'm sure vie can be qu ie t . " 

Soon they were s e t t l ed comfortably in a study that was 

surpr i s ing ly masculine to be tho r e t r e a t of one v/ho looked as l i t t l e 

v i r i l e as Mr, Clarke, Hov/ever, there wero two comfortable lea ther chairs 

which Ted and Meredith immediately put to good uso. For a while both 

men sipped t h e i r drinks r e f l e c t i v e l y , and made an elaborate study of a 

la rge p r in t which adorned the v/all and which showed three hunters corner

ing a fox. Each seemed t o be awaiting the opportunity to guide the con

versa t ion in to a de l ica te channel, Meredith v/as the f i r s t to speak of 

anything personal , 

"You knov/, Ted, I never f a i l to think how strange i t is 

t ha t there was no t r ace of Dick's body," He shook his head, "Maybe i t 

was j u s t as w e l l . Poor lad! He went quickly anyhow." 

"Yes," Ted agreed. Even a f te r three years i t was s t i l l 

as d i f f i c u l t a's ever to speolc of t h i s subject to e i the r Marion or Meredith. 

"He could never have known what struck him." 

"what a ghastly n ight t ha t must have been for you!" I t 

was as i f Meredith had thought of Ted's feel ings on the matter for the 

f i r s t t ime, "But a l l your messages, and most espec ia l ly your frankness 

in t e l l i n g us exact ly what the s i t ua t ion was, kept us going somehow. You 

knov/, I don ' t think we ever thanked you enough for a l l you d id , " 

"I'm afraid I did nothing very much, I only vdsh i t could 

have been to somo a v a i l , " Ted apologized, "After a l l , I 've never had 

another friend l ike him, and I never w i l l . I t ' s fimny, but I often think 
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of him as being beside me, and giving me advice and help when I need 

i t . " 

Meredith looked pleased a t t h i s t r i b u t e , "He thought 

the sun rose and se t on you," he sa id . He closed his eyes and loaned 

back in h i s chair© 

Ted svdrled the l iqu id around in his g lass , "You know, 

s i r , t h e r e ' s something about Dick tha t you don ' t know. He had met a 

Canadian nurso in England and was about to buy an engagement ring when 

he , , , . w ĥen i t happened." 

Meredith sat bolt upright in his cha i r . His eyes were 

incredulous a t f i r s t , then f a i n t l y accusing. 

"I know." Ted looked miserable , "I guess I should 

have to ld you, but Joyce knew nothing about i t and I saw no reason why 

she should be hurt v/hen i t could do nobody any good, Yfilma - she was 

the g i r l in England - agreed v/ith me, so I kept the l e t t e r secret t h a t 

Dick had wr i t t en to Joyce, and which I found among his e f f ec t s . He had 

to ld me j u s t the day before tha t he hadn't posted i t because he was 

wait ing to wr i te one to you and ho wanted to post them to -ge the r , " 

'̂̂ A'hat was t h i s g i r l l ike? ?Jhy hasn ' t she been to see 

u s ? " 

"I l iked her . She was obviously very much in love with 

Dick and when I t o l d hor what had happened, and how ho had le f t me barely 

five minutes before the rocket landed, she went a l l t o p ieces . Then she 

said she could go on draft to tho continent immediately. That seemed 

l i ke the best so lut ion, A week l a t e r , as my leave was ending, I received 

a short note from her thanking me for coming to see her and int imating 

tha t she was off t o Holland, She couldn ' t t e l l me ou t r igh t , of course. 
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because of secur i ty regu la t ions , fie corresponded now and then but she 

never volunteered much information about hersel f . She said tha t she 

d i d n ' t want Dick's family to know about her because i t vould be hard on 

Joyce, and i t could make no difference to Dick. I never saw her again, 

Sho's married now and l iv ing in England, Matter of fact we a^^m. writo 

each other occasionally and she gjaMBi. seems in te res ted in how we're a l l 

f a r i n g , " 

"Strange," Meredith re f l ec ted , " S t i l l , i t ' s not l i k e l y 

she'd be able to come to see us i f she 's married and s e t t l e d dovm over 

t he r e . But I ^isem. c a n ' t believe i t , I thought that Dick would have 

been in love with Joyce forever . He ce r t a in ly acted tha t way when he 

was h e r e , " His voice grew more dec is ive , "We won't t e l l Marion, I t 

would only upset her and sho's been so v/ell l a t e l y , Joyce doesn' t know 

e i t h e r ? " 

"she d i d n ' t , u n t i l l a s t September, She was act ing so 

s tupid ly - a t l e a s t , " he added h a s t i l y , "I thought she was act ing s tupid

ly -rthat I f e l t the only way t o jog her out of her s ta te and get her to 

enjoy l i f e was to show her the l e t t e r . So I did and a f te r she'd read i t , 

she tore i t up . She took i t p re t ty hard ," 

"I think you were vdse, my boy, Joyce i s a very v i t a l , 

young woman and needs to s e t t l e down and marry and have a few chi ldren . 

And I think your s t ra tegy must have worked, Sho seems t o be out a lo t 

with your friend Bi l l Donnelly," 

"Yes," Ted repl ied , "I hope they decide to get married. 

I t should do them both good." He paused, then leaned forward in his 

chai r , "There's something e lse I v/ant to say t o you, s i r . I t ' s some

what in tho f o m of an apology and i t ' s a l i t t l e d i f f i cu l t to put in to 

words," 
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Moredith butted a c i g a r e t t e . He seemod to know what 

was coming. "Yes?" 

Ted was on his fee t and pacing nervously up and dovm, 

"Some things are hard to accept , s i r , " he began, "And I hated to accept 

tho fac t that I v/as going to d i e . But I d id , and had fu l l in ten t ions 

of making my plans accordinly, Hov/ever, when Margaret heard of your 

v e r d i c t , everything was d i f f e ren t . She refused to accept i t and for a 

short whilo she even had me believing tha t f a i t h could do the t r i c k , " 

He suddenly stopped and h is face assumed an expression of g u i l t , "Oh, 

but t h i s i s ro t ten of me," he sa id , "spoi l ing your New Year 's Eve with 

a conversation l i ke t h i s ! " 

"Somehow, Ted, one night i s much l ike another to me," 

Meredith said slowly, " I suppose I would fee l d i f fe ren t ly i f Ellen 

were near me and i f Dick were s t i l l a l i v e , but the end of a year means 

nothing to me, except ," he added -with a wry smile, " that t h i s i s one 

night I'm not apt to be ca l led out. People often need t h e i r doctors on 

Nev/ Year 's Day, but rareljr on New Year's Eve, Furthermore I'm per fec t ly 

comfortable and would much ra ther be up hero t a lk ing to you than down in 

tha t mob dispensing free medical advice to half the gues ts . Three perfect 

s t rangers to ld me t h e i r complaints in the space of about twenty minutes 

and I'm afraid I found i t hard to show patience with them. But you're 

the c loses t thing I have to a son, Ted, and I'm always honoured when 

you bring your problems to me. And i t doesn ' t matter when or what or 

how," 

"Thank you, s i r , I'm gra te fu l . Well, anyway, the s t r a in 

of not ac tua l ly being ce r ta in in my own mind was get t ing me down. You 

were av/ay so I phoned Bud Percival and arranged for an electrocardiagram. 

Then I knew. Fortunately they said I had a fev/ months. I d idn ' t t e l l 
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Margaret what I ' d learned because I had prondsed not to have any 

t e s t s done. But I had t o knov/! You see t h a t , don ' t you?" 

"Of course ," Moredith repl ied gently, 

"I was se l f i sh enough to go ahead v/ith the marriage and 

I must say tha t I 've been happier married to Margaret than I would ever 

have believed poss ib le . But now I soe the handwriting on the wa l l . 

The symptoms you and Bud warned about are becoming evident . Look!" 

He shov/ed Meredith the swelling around his ankles , "And of course I'm 

t i r e d a l l tho time and any exertion mokes me lose my brea th ," Ted 

seemed to be bogging for somo assurance tha t he knew only too well could 

not be given. 

Meredith turned his head away again and bl©iv his nose, 

"Does Margaret rea l ize a l l t h i s ? " he asked, when he had succeeded in 

composing himsolf, 

"I don ' t think so . But the hardest th ing of a l l l i e s 

ahead of me, I have to t e l l Mother and Dad v/hen they get back from 

Vic tor ia in three weeks. Will you help me, s i r ? " 

"Of course my boy. I . . . . . " 

There was a l igh t tap on the door. 

Meredith ca l led out a husky "Come i n . " Ted turned away. 

Margaret entered. "Oh," she said, "So t h i s i s where 

you two have hidden! I thought as much," Tod was facing hsr nov/, and 

she looked doubtfully at the two men. Then suspiciously, 

"Ted was just t e l l i n g me about Dick's engagement in 

England," Meredith explained to her , " i t gave me quite a t u r n , " 

"I s e e , " Margaret breathed. She appeared c o n t r i t e , "Oh, 

I'm sorry . I t must have been upset t ing for you, Ufocle Meredith," 

Meredith passod his hand over his forehead. His face was 

grey, " I t ' s a l l r i g h t , " he said sof t ly , "̂ Ye jus t won't t e l l Marion, 
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t h a t ' s a l l , " He f inished his drink and rose t o his f e e t . They a l l moved 

tov/ards the door. "We'll t a l k about i t again, Ted." 

"I'm sorry to have brought i t up, s i r , " Ted apologized, 

"I had always intended t e l l i n g you a t some time or other , and to-night 

I j u s t got ca r r ied away. But I'm af ra id I upset you," 

Meredith smiled, "Nonsense," he sa id , "I enjoyed our 

l i t t l e chat very much, I would have been thinking of Dick to-n ight any

way," 

The hubbub from be loav grew louder and louder as they 

approached the s t a i r s , A great ly augnented group was singing around 

the piano but above everything e lse they could hear the voice of Marie 

Clark9 9xhorting everyone to f i l l up glasses in preparation for the new 

year . 

"Say, we must hur ry ," Meredith sa id , "There are only 

f ive minutes l e f t of 19i47« I ' l l see you l a t e r , I must find Marion," 

"1/Ye should take off for the c lub, da r l i ng , " Margaret 

to ld Ted. "We paid a l o t of money for those t i c k e t s ! " 

"Yes," Ted agreed, "I'm sorry I was so long u p s t a i r s , 

Yihere are B i l l and Joyce?" 

"Down here somev/here. They're champing a t the b i t , " 

"yyell, v/e'11 j u s t t o a s t the nov/ year in and thon we ' l l 

go. Give me your glass and I ' l l do a l i t t l e sanething for i t , " 

"Just a small one p lease , dear . " 

Unfortunately Ted walked under the mis t le toe a t the same 

moment as the lady in red , "Darl ing," she shrieked. She threw her arms 

around him and kissed him, Ted could do nothing to defend himself, 

"Umh!" the woman said apprecia t ively to a l l those within screaming d is tance , 

"This one's young and i n t e r e s t i n g , A v i rg in , I ' l l bet , Happy New Year, 

d a r l i n g , " She kissed him again. 
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Ted v/as s c a r l e t , "Excuse me," he muttered as he threaded 

h i s way through a grinning crowd. He sought refuge by the bar and the 

hired stev/ard r e f i l l e d h i s g lasses . Most of the guests who could s t i l l 

stand were joining hands and forming in to a c i r c l e . Someone had turned 

on the radio and the announcer was advising a l l and sundry that 19i47 had 

s ix ty f i f t y - e i g h t , , , . . f i f t y - s i x , , , , , s e c o n d s to go, Ted and Margaret 

ba t t l ed t h e i r way towards each other , 

"Happy New Year!" shouted the man on the radio v/ho was 

broadcasting from Tim.es Square in New York. 

"Happy New Year!" shrieked everyone in the room. Favours 

v/ere tossed happily about and a l l the guests made an appropriate New Year's 

Eve no i se , A.11 the men du t i fu l ly kissed t h e i r wives and then looked 

around for more i n t e r e s t i n g and diversionary f i e lds to conquer, 

Ted deposited his two drinks on a small mahogany t a b l e , 

and gathered Margaret in to his aims. 

"Oh d a r l i n g , " she v/hispered into his ear , "thanks for 

everything. And thanks espec ia l ly for you!" 

Ted could t r u s t himself to say nothing. He kissed her 

and held her c lose , 

"Break i t up! Break i t upl" roared a voice from beside 

them. 

Reluctantly they drew apar t , Margaret was immediately 

snatched away by B i l l , and Joyce was gazing up at Ted. 

"Hey big boy, you should look happy and f e s t i v e , I'm 

hanged i f you don ' t remind me of a condemned man. No pun intended," Joyce 

added h a s t i l y , 

Ted did h is best t o smile at her , and he bent down to k i s s 

her on the cheek. 

http://Tim.es
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"Oh no you don't," she said, "Not on New Year's Eve!" 

She entwined her arms around his neck, pulled his head down on a level 

with hers and, v/hen she released him, Ted Cummings knev/ that he had been 

kissed, "There!" Joyce exclaimed in some satisfaction, "I feel that that 

was one of my more notev/orthy efforts," 

Ted laughed, and then he was shaking hands with Bill. 

"Come on," Bill cried impatiently. "Let's finish our drinks and get out 

of here," 

"I second the motion," Joyce said gaily, "And I suggest 

we all go in Bill's car, Ted, you leave yours here and you can come tack 

and reclaim it at the end of the evening," 

That was decided upon, labile the girls went upstairs for 

their coats. Bill thought that he might just dash over and 'hoist one for 

the road', Ted greeted his 'in-laws' and then went in search of Marion 

Fenton, He found her, sitting quietly beside Meredith, in a far comer 

of the room. They both seemed absorbed in their own thoughts, and very 

much out of place in the midst of the pandemonium that was reigning around 

them, 

Meredith rose and shook his hand, and Ted slid into the 

vacant chair, Marion put her arm around his neck and held him close, 

"Thank you, my dear," she said waniily, ""̂ o knov/ you came here to-night main

ly to be with us and we do appreciate it, I've always said that Dick had 

so much to live for and that one of the best things in his life would have 

been his friendship vdth you," She released him with a pat on the cheek. 

She had aged a little, perhaps. Her eyes had lost something of their 

clarity and her skin had acquired a line here and there, but her face was 

still serenely beautiful. How wonderful that she had so completely recover

ed from the ravages of her recent illness, Ted could never bring himself 

to think of it as anything more than an indisposition, such as the grippe. 
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"Now mn along with you," she added, "and have a good time. You knov/ 

that and you and Margaret are coming in to have dinner with us next 

Tuesday," 

''ifTonderful," he said, "I'm looking forward to it," 

It v/as only after Ted had left them that Marion reached 

into her purse and pulled out a handkerchief, she daubed at her eyes, 

but the lines of her face were rigidly set in a light smile, Meredith 

reached over for her hand. 

"I knov/, dear," he murmured consolingly, "I know," 

Ted and Margaret and Joyce and Bill were piling into 

tho small car that Bill had just bought. They all laughed as they watched 

Ted manoeuvre his long legs in an attempt to be comfortable in the back 

seat. Bill stmggled with the starter. It was a cold night and it took 

two or three minutes for the car to warm up. Then they startod off down 

the hill, 

Joyce turned around and smiled. She was radiant, 

"l̂ -̂e v/ant you two to be the first to know," she said. 

"Bill and I have just decided to get married," 
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The Awakening, 

Tho hospi ta l room was small , and the walls and tho ce i l ing 

were whi te . The room contained, in the way of fu rn i t u r e , only a chest 

of drawers and a cha i r , and the usual hosp i ta l bed. There was one vdndow 

overlooking a row of nondescript brick houses. The chintz c u r t a i n s , 

which provided the room v/ith i t s only b i t of colour, were frayed and t o r n . 

There v/as a small vase on top of the bureau but i t held no flower, A 

screen was pushed haphazardly in to one of the c o m e r s . At ten o'clock 

on t h i s March morning, a gentle breeze was blowing the cur ta ins fa r in to 

the room, v/hich was made b r igh t , almost dazzl ing, by the sun's rays on 

the white w a l l s . 

A f igure was in the bed. I t was impossible to see who 

he was or what he looked l i k e . His face v/as completely covered vdth 

bandages. His hands, a lso heavily bandaged, lay iner t on the th in cover-

l e t . His whole body was motionless . Only t i » examining the hair t ha t 

cropped up here and there among the bandages, could one t e l l the sex. 

The door slowly opened and two men entered the room on 

t i p - t o e . One v/as of middle age and clad in white , with a stethoscope 

around his neck. The other was younger and v/as carrying a sheaf of papers 

in h is hand. The doctor walked over to tho bed and f e l t the p a t i e n t ' s 

pu l se . He ca l led to him so f t ly , not once but many t imes. There was no 

response. Tho doctor pursed his l i p s and shrugged. 

" S t i l l unconscious?" the other man asked. 

Tho doctor nodded. 

The young man consulted one of the sheets of paper, ^^Yell, 

l e t ' s j u s t run through some of the pert inent d e t a i l s , doctor, i f you don' t 

mind. At twelve t h i r t y on Monday morning, a man by the name of P h i l l i p 

Bates, re turning home from v/ork, stumbled over something. I t turned out 

t o be the body of a^Bsaser m.an who was lying half dead in a f i e ld and 
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suffering from third degree burns that had apparently been incurred several 

hours earlier. As it was a cold, wet night, the man was also suffering 

from exposure," The narrator flicked over tho sheet, "Bates immediately 

contacted the police and the man was rushed to this hospital where his 

condition v/as considered critical in the extreme. To this moment, two and 

a half days later, he has not regained consciousness, nor have we one 

shred of evidence as to his identity," The man stopped, and looked glumly 

at the doctor, "This is a hell of an assighment to hurl at a man who has 

just solved a gruesome murder in Brighton," he grov/led, "Dull as bloody 

dish-ivater," His eyos returned to the papers in his hand, "Our unknovm 

v/as clad simply in a pair of brown shoes, black socks, jockey underv/ear 

shorts, white shirt, brown tie and grey, flannel trousers. He wore no coat 

of any kind and carried no identification. Furthermore evory article of 

his clothing could have been purchased anywhere in England or America or 

Canada, 33ut the civilian clothes v/ould seem to pinpoint him as an English

man and the scars on his legs - which you people say have been inflicted 

recently - would seem to indicate that he had been discharged from the 

services vdthin tho last month. Or perhaps he was on sick leave," The 

man put the sheets of paper back in the folder and drew closer to the bed. 

He v/as resentful and bored, yet curious, "My God, even his own mother 

wouldn't be able to identify him, all wrapped up like that," He yavmed, 

"Guess we'll just have to wait till he revives. Or vdll he revive?" 

The doctor looked grave, "He has a small chanco," h9 replied, 

very softly, 

Tho man stretched, "Going to be tough. The nurse tells 

me he's apt to be blind and all scarred up beyond recognition," 

The doctor put his finger to his lips. 

"But he's unconscious, isn't ho?" asked the othor, bending 

over the bed and peering into the mass of bandages. 
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"I think so. But sometimes even unconscious pooplo can 

absorb jus t what you don't want them t o . Le t ' s f in i sh our discussion out

s i d e , " 

"As you vdsh. Have you anything olse to t e l l mo?" The 

man opened the door and stood back to l e t the doctor go out ahead of him, 

*'Tho Inspec to r ' s ge t t ing ra ther impatient , and he ' s very anxious t o c lear 

t h i s v/hole th ing u p , " 

"So are we," mumiurod the doctor as he le f t the room, "So 

are wo!" 

The door v/as closed, 

Thoro was no sound or movement in the rocm except for the 

soft swishing of the c u r t a i n s . The sounds from outside were muffled and 

i n d i s t i n c t . Then from the bed there came a soft gurgling. The l i p s , the 

only v i s i b l e par t of the p a t i e n t ' s fa.ce, moved s l i g h t l y , but nothing 

i n t e l l i g i b l e v/as forthcoming. Then there was a fur ther movement, almost 

impercept ible , in one of the bandaged hands. But the offort proved f u t i l e . 

I t was obvious t h a t there was not onough strongth in the man's body to 

accomplish anything. 

But though he could nei ther speak nor move, Dick Fenton 

could t h i n k . Confused a t f i r s t , he had been ab le , jus t before the doctor 

and the representa t ive from Scotland Yard entered the room, t o r eca l l h i s 

v i s i t t o Tom Goodall, He t r i e d to f i t ever^/thing to-gether chronologically. 

There had, of course, been a desperate f i gh t . He could remember tha t part 

of the evening v iv id ly , and also the fact tha t a candle f e l l from a table 

and caused a cur ta in to catch f i r e . Shortly afterwards he and Tom were 

enveloped in tha t flaming piece of c loth and i t had been a l i f e and death 

struggle t o escape from i t and from the f r an t i c clutches of his enemy. Dick 

f i n a l l y succeeded only v/hen he landed a lucky blov: tha t rendered Tora 

unconscious. At tha t time Dick v/as one sear ing, screaming mass of pa in . 
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He could scarcely see , and breathing was almost an imposs ib i l i ty . He 

ripped off his t rench coat , v/hich had s ta r ted t o burn, and he attempted 

to smother the flar:ies tha t were covering Tom's whole body. How could he 

ever forget t h a t ! He decided tha t his e f for t s were in vain , because i t 

appeared as i f Tora were already dead. This was his funeral pyre. Already 

Dick could smell the sickening odour of burned f l esh , but whether i t was 

his own or Tom's he could not t e l l . He staggered to his f e e t . All the 

c ra tes behind the cur ta in were blazing nov/, and tho room ivas indeed a 

holocaust . Flames were l ick ing t h e i r greedy way up the v/alls . I t was 

suffocat ingly ho t . 

Then Dick's memory grew vague. He remembered struggling 

with Tom's body in an effor t to pul l i t across the floor t o the door. He 

was sure t h a t , in tho process , he must have fainted many timos from exhaust

ion and pain . He made such slov/ progress that he determined t o find out , 

onco and for a l l , whether or not Tom was a l i v e . He peeled off his own 

sports coat and t r i e d t o b lo t out the flames around tho v i c i n i t y of Tom's 

h e a r t . He reached in with his hand to feel the heart beat . The skin was 

dry and ho t . The odour of singed hai r and f lash was by now so strong tha t 

Dick grabbed for his nose . He quickly withdrew his hand when the pain 

in his face caused him to scream. Or had he ever stoppod scroaming since 

the middle of h is f ight with Tom? At any r a t e , Tom's heart v/as s t i l l . 

The man was dead, Dick removed the key of the door from Tom's pocket. He 

t r i e d t o keep his eyes averted from the dead man's face but he could not 

r e s i s t one quick glance. The expression v/as arrogant and was at variance 

with the look of t e r r o r in the eyes. Yet even death and fear had fa i led 

to erase the look tha t had greeted Dick a t the door, the look tha t was 

wild and savage and i n f i n i t e l y c r u e l . The f i r e vras increasing in unbearable 

i n t e n s i t y , Dick remembered that he had been unable to stand up and, a f te r 
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tossing the remnants of his charred sports coat over Tom's face, ho had 

beon forced to craxvl across the room on his hands and knees. When he 

opened the door the fury of the fire inoroased tenfold, Dick crawled out 

and slamraed the door shut with all the force he could muster. He recalled 

hearing a great crash. He was sure that there v/ould soon be nothing left 

of Tom Goodall save a few ashes. He dragged himself up the front stairs 

and out the door into the night. He v/as a mass of pain and heat and he 

was trembling uncontrollably. 

Try as he might, Dick could remember no more. He lay 

in the hospital bed unable to move, not able to see, filled with a growing 

awareness of tho seriousness of his plight. He could tell that most of 

his body v/as bandaged. Another siege in hospital! The pain was excruciat

ing, and it was impossible for him to think clearly. But he must have 

someono contact Ted and Ydlma immediately. They would be worried to death. 

He decided to call out. Nothing happened. He felt as panic stricken as a 

man can be who is heavily drugged. Then for the first time the realization 

of two facts stole over him, Tho bandages completely covering his face 

forced him to fear first that he might bo blind and secondly that he might 

be so scarred as to be physically repulsive. He made a desperate effort 

to move, to do something, but he couldn't. He had exhausted himself, 

and he slipped back gratefully into a coma. 

The conversation of the young man from Scotland Yard roused 

him. He wanted to cry out, to say something to the two men, but it was 

a physical impossibility. And then, as the men talked on, Dick felt less 

and less like making it known that he could understand. They know nothing 

of him, then! Nothing at all! But of course! Tora had removed his wallet, 

and his identification bracelet v/as on his biireau with a broken clasp. 

Hearing those fateful last words, hearing from someone's lips the probability 
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t ha t he might - no, would! - ac tua l ly be horr ib ly scarred and possibly 

bl inded, proved too great a shock, Dick prayed fervent ly for death and 

again he slipped back in to a s ta te of unconsciousness. He revived moment

a r i l y when he was given a blood t ransfus ion , but the next time h is senses 

v/ere c lea r ho once again seemed t o be alone in the room. 

Blinded and scarred! How could he ever go home l ike that? 

One or the other would be bad enough, but both v/ould be insupportable, 

Ydlma, of course, would i n s i s t on marrying him anyimy, but he would only 

be half a husband. An eye-sore. Probably she would shudder i f - and 

when - she had to touch him. And his family! They v/add be forced to 

wait upon him, at l e a s t for a whi le , lYhat an ordeal for them! Even Ted 

would be ca l led upon to do a groat deal . All of them t i e d down because 

of him, 

Dick's head was beginning to foel c l ea re r . Somehow he 

knew t h a t he was going t o l i v o . If ho wanted t o ! If he wanted to? And 

did ho? Lots of men had token that way out , and who in t h i s he l l i sh world 

could ever blame them? Doubtless by now his family hod been not i f ied thot 

he was missing, Ted would have contacted Ydlmo ond they would be f r a n t i c 

a l l y searching, lYhot would they decide to be tha cause of his disappearonce? 

They knew nothing of his intended appointment, except that i t v/as near 

Paddington, They would never connect him with a f i r e in a deserted old 

house. No. But then they vrould discover tha t he was not in a morgue, so 

t ha t would be p r e t t y convincing proof tha t he hod not been k i l l e d in a 

s t roe t acc ident . And of course Ted would know tha t he hod not committed 

suicide or anything d ras t i c l ike t h a t . He v/asn't tho type , and he had had 

everything to l i ve f o r . Hospitals! Strange! Why hod they not checked 

tho hosp i t a l s ! Apparently a f t e r three days they couldn' t be going t o . That 

would indica te only one of two t h i n g s . Perhaps they thought that he had 
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been blown to bits by enemy action, or perhaps they hod mistaken another 

body for his. At any rote he folt that he vjould never be discovered if 

ho played his cords properly. 

He hod o vivid picture of his mother receiving the telegram, 

and it was heart rending. He felt o tear start to his eyo. His poor, 

gentle mother! After the shock of hearing that he was severely wounded 

in action, she would hove been lulled into a feeling of security that he 

was safe in England, He would hove to steel himself against thinking of 

her. Better his mother and father think him missing and presumed dead, 

though, than be forced to see him as a hideous thing. He would v/oit and 

see what else the doctors had to say. If it seemed too hopeless, or if 

in time there was no improvement, then some nameless man, the victim of 

a helpless insomnia, would commit suicide. And for better that his family 

think of him as killed by onemy action. If, as seemed improbable now, he 

recovered and looked somewhat liko his old self, then ha could go home. 

But he swore to himself that he v/ould never return to Conoda unless his 

identity were discovered, or he was nonnol and at least modorotely 

presentable. 

Suicide! The thought of such action was repugnont to him, 

yet it might prove the best woy out. No suffering for hin and no troubles 

for those who loved him who, at any rato, already considered him to bo 

dead. Around and around v/hirled these thoughts in his brain. They were 

horrovdng, and it was incredible to think thot, because of a madman's 

revenge, his life would be permanently blighted. Four days ago he was 

planning to get married. Now he was lying in a hospital bed, desperately 

ill ond scarred, o man who was willing to renounce his name, his family, 

his country. The full impact of what he was planning to do struck him 

vdth ever increosing force until the mentol agony wos greater than the 
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physical. But if he v/ere to tell the authorities, what then? Ted and 

Wilma would be summoned, Ted would stoy by his side until his leove hod 

expired, Wilma v/ould insist upon marrying him. And his family, who for 

threo days hod been imagining him dead, would be forced to suffer un

told anguish all over again and picture him lying here, burned from head 

to foot and blinded. Then what if, when the bondoges were removed, he 

found thot he was too ugly for even himself to stand? 

And Tom's family. It vrould be doing them o kindness too 

if he kept quiet, 

A nurse walked in every few minutes, but he gave no sign 

of recognition. He still hod more thinking to do. He feigned unconscious

ness whenever she took his temperoture or felt his pulse. Once or twice 

he v/as given o hypodermic, and then it was difficult to keep from squirm

ing as the needle was thrust into his arm. He found the physical poin 

growing more and more unbeoroble. His foce, for example, wos an expanse 

of flaming, quivering nerves, and his legs and his hands wero throbbing 

and aching. The rest of his body was itchy, yet he was unable to muster 

sufficient strength to move even a finger. Gradually his thinking became 

more confused until at lost he found that he could not think coherently 

about, any one of the problems facing hiiji. He fell asleep. 

He did not knov/ how long it wos before he owakened once 

more. It wos impossible for him to see whether or not there wos any lip-ht 

in tha room. He knew only thot ho wos suffering intense poin ond he felt 

OS though his heod were in o vise thot wos slowly crushing him to deoth. 

He stirred. He found thot he could move oround a little, 

"Aha," sold o mon's voice from beside him, and he recognised 

it OS belonging to the doctor who hod beon in the room earlier, "How ore 

you feeling, young mon?" 

Dick opened his mouth to reply but a worning floshed across 
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hic mind, i f ho spoko, i t would give ov/ay his no t i ono l i t y . Then he 

could be ea s i l y t raced . There was only one thing for i t . Not only would 

he hove to be o sufferer of amnesia, but struck dumb as wel l . So he 

closed his mouth ogoin and attempted t o move his heod. He was only 

p a r t i a l l y successful and the poin v/os excruciot ing. 

I t was two doys l a t e r bofore the hospi tol ou thor i t i es 

r ea l i zed thot the pa t ien t in Room 305 could nei ther spook, nor remember 

anything about himself. They shook t h e i r heads gloomily. The poor man 

would require countless skin graf t ing operot ions, and he might be bl ind. 

I t was very sad. Besides, who would poy for o i l these operations and the 

services he would require? 

A week l a t e r the questions v/ere s t i l l unonswered. I t 

was the day, however, when the bandages v/ere to bo removed from Dick's 

eyes, and a t loost they would know whether or not the young man would be 

able t o see , 

Dick v/as lying per fec t ly s t i l l when they to ld him. To 

knov/ a f t e r ten soul seorching doys whether or not he would be bl ind! Hod 

i t been ten doys or ten thousand? Three days before he hod olmost decided 

t h a t ho would onnounce his t rue i d e n t i t y . But a v/hispered conversation 

outside the door hod coused him to chonge his mind, once and for o i l . 

"This one 'e re they soy wi l l need more than t h i r t y operations 

ond even then h o ' l l look a pos i t ive f r i g h t , " 

That v/os a l l he heord, and probobly i t was only the v/cman 

v/ho cleonod the room to lk ing to onother scrubwoman, but i t wos enough to 

make him determined, de f in i t e ly and i r revocably, tho t he would never soy 

who he was u n t i l he v/os ot leos t to le roble looking. The idea of suicide 

was tak ing greater roo t , but there»d have t o be no hope ot o i l before he 

t r i e d t h a t . He v/ould v/ork for the hospi tol in ony woy they v/ished v/hile 

he v/os undergoing treotment , but , i f he ever became o reol d r o g , , , , , , , , , 
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He made up his mind t h o t , as for as speech was concerned, he would only 

t a l k v/hen he had mimicked per fec t ly somo tjrpe of English d i a l e c t . His 

doc to r ' s preferably . He spoke smoothly and so f t ly , and Dick l iked the 

accent . 

The Scotland Yard representa t ive hod been in to see him 

sovorol t imes, but hod been able to e l i c i t no informotion from him. Despite 

the fact t ha t the bandages covering Dick's hands were now very t h i n , he 

was unable t o wri te down any onsv/ers t o the questions put t o him, even i f 

he hod wished t o . And even to reod or shake his heod v/as both awkv/ard 

and pa infu l . So the mon was alwoys forced to withdraw in baffled f ru s t r a t i on , 

and Scotland Yard v/as no fur ther ahead with the case of the mon in Room 

305. 

And now the bondages v/ere obout to be removed from his 

eyes, lYhile Dick v/os lying quietly v/ith doctors and nurses fussing oround 

him - and raedicol students too, for this wos on interesting cose - he 

decided dispassionately that, if he were blind, he would toke his own life 

OS soon as possible. If not, he would at leost be able to assess the 

damage done to his foce and body. 

Very gentry now, the heod of the bed wos roised. Strong 

arms were ploced behind his shoulders and he was lifted slightly off the 

pillows. Deft fingers were working to untie bandages oround his head. 

One layer wos removed. Two layers. Three layers. It wos still pitch 

block, Dick stroined his eyes in on effort to see ot leost a roy of light, 

Moro and more bondages were unravelled. The process seemed to be endless. 

And then -

"There!" exclaimed the doctor, "lYhot do you see now?" 

He stood bock t o peer anxiously in to the poir of squint ing, winking eyes 

confronting him, "Con you see anything?" 
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Dick nodded. His eyes were blinking furiously and, 

ashamed though he wos in front of all these people, a teor rolled over 

the lid and trickled down into the bondoges covering the rest of his 

face. His eyes wore smarting ond stinging ond he wos unable to check 

the flow, 

"Con you see me? Can you see all these peoplo?" 

Dick lookod slov/ly around and nodded. Then he closed 

his eyes and leaned bock in utter exhoustion. The teors were uncontrollable 

and he began to shake. Stop it! he kept telling himself sharply, for 

ho cortainly didn't feel like crying. On the controry, he felt o relief 

that he could see, ond a spark of hope. He olso felt on overv/helming 

curiosity to look into a mirror, and yet a haunting f eor of whot might 

confront him there. Mostly, however, he felt a devostoting loneliness. 

More strongly thon ever he felt the harsh effects of the decision he hod 

mode. For the thousandth time he felt the urge to confess everything. 

He opened his mouth to speak. And, 8.s alwoys, he closed it. He must see 

his foce before he did anything. 

Each succeeding doy was worse. He was soon oblo to reod 

for short periods ('*1/Yell! At leost he doesn't seem to be one of these 

Poles or Free French," snappod the Scotland Yard mon, "He can reod the 

English popers all right,") but this did little to stem the growing tide 

of bitterness that was rising v/ithin him. Hod he not suffered enough? 

YiThy, when hoppinoss was right vdthin his grasp, did it hove to be snatched 

ov/ay? Yfos there no justice anywhere in this world? Hot, blinding teors 

of impotent rage would scold his eyes. Never could he speak, and he scorned 

the overtures bom, he was sure, of pity, thot were mode to him by the 

hospital staff. For the most port, he loy on his bock and stared up ot 

the ceiling. To keep from going mad, he lived his life over ond over. And 

he tried desperotely to pretend that he v/ould soon be going home, o normol. 
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presentable humon being. Sometimes he deluded himself for os long as 

five minutes. 

The bondages on his foce wore changed often, and then the 

nurse would smear his skin gently mth strange looking jellies and salves. 

He was never allowed to see o mirror. He would look enquiringly at the 

nurses and doctors, but they never volunteered any information. He knew, 

however, thot the bums must hove been very damaging and very severe, for 

his foce hod grown practically no beord. And that wos o bod sign. Yet 

his strength seemed to be returning, slowly but surely, and ho felt thot 

the day was near ot hand when he would be able to struggle out of bed, 

grasp hold of the bureau, ond have a good look at himself. 

First, however, he felt thot he could safely recover his 

pov/ers of speech. By dint of much practice v/hen he was olone ot night, 

and by paying the strictest attention to every v/ord the doctor sold, ho 

hod acquired enough self confidence to blossom forth as an Englishmon, 

It wos well nigh time. He hod beon examined by o score of doctors, ond 

all hod said thot he would soon be oble to tolk. In foot, they were oil 

mystified thot h© hod been rendered speechless for so long, but of course 

it wos ottributed, along with his supposed amnesia, to shock. 

So, ono Mondoy, he mode encouraging gurgling noises. All 

the doctors and nurses v/ho came,to see him looked pleosed, including Dr, 

Kittridge, whose voice he was trying to copy. On Tuesdoy, when Dr. Kittridge 

came in the room and asked how he vros feeling, he answered him. "Splendid, 

thank you." Dr, Kittridge v/os delighted. Dick v/as not sure just how much 

he should tolk, or how coherently. He hod planned to speak only a little, 

but it was oil so oxciting and stimuloting that he babbled on for quite 

some time* He was very proud of himself. One of the nurses murmured that 

he spoke like o Cambridge graduate of her acquaintance. The doctor, however. 
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and the Scotlond Yard man who wos i n s t an t l y co l l ed , both f e l t tha t h is 

homo must be somev/here around London, The Scotland Yord mon, vrho, Dick 

at l a s t found out , bore the name of Hibert Porkins, decided to reopen the 

case and doshed off to check, for whot must have been the t en th t ime, the 

disappearance of any Englishman in the metropolitan area . 

Dick found t h a t the occent wos much eosier to assume and 

perfec t than he had imagined. Port ly t h i s wos, of course, becouse he 

hoard nothing olse but English occents o i l doy, and por t ly becouse he wos 

gif ted with o ce r to in t a l en t for mimicking those oround him, Tolking 

eased the tremendous tens ion within him ond the hours dragged loss excruciot ' 

i ng ly . But Dick looked forword t o only one t h i n g , s leep. I t wos the 

solo diversion tha t could dull his overwrought broin ond s t i l l the longing 

in h is heor t j i t was the one woy he could again spend o l i t t l e time v/ith 

those he loved. 

His s t rength was groduolly re tu rn ing . Although i t wos a 

painful performance, he was able to move around in the bed with o ce r ta in 

amount of froedon. The bondoges v/ere removed from hii? hands. He wos 

encouraged. They did not look as bodly as he hod imagined. His knees, 

hov/ever, wore very bodly scorred end Dr, Kit tr idge to ld him tha t they would 

be s t i f f and sore for o good many weeks. 

Then one n ight , about four weeks a f te r Dick's admission 

t o hosp i t o l , the doctor hod o serious chat vdth him obout the fu ture . He 

osked him whot ho would l ike t o be col led , Dick thought for rorae time 

before f i n a l l y replying tha t he hod no ideas at o i l . For no por t icu lor 

reason, they f ino l ly decided on John Bennett, Thot s e t t l e d , the doctor 

went on t o soy thot Dick wos a very in t e re s t ing medical study, os were o i l 

amneGio v ic t ims , but tha t he would need a greot deol of t reatment , both 

surgical and psych ia t r i c , Dick knew o moment's worry when the doctor 
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v/amed tha t the p sych i a t r i s t s would put him through a ser ies of exhoustive 

t e s t s . I t sounded more ominous than the number of skin graft ing operotions 

t h a t v/ero promised hin, Dick said tho t ho would l ike to repoy the hospitol 

a u t h o r i t i e s - although i t would be in a most v/oefully inodequote woy - by v/ork-

ing for them in whotever copocity they sow f i t to employ him. I t wos f i n 

a l l y agreed t h a t , whenever he v/os physicol ly ab le , he v/ould VD rk in the 

accounting o f f i ce , 

Doy by doy Dick's urge to see his faco grew more r e l e n t 

l e s s and overpowering. He could think of nothing e l s e . I t became on 

obsession, the more so when he reol ized tha t i t was o i l bound up with his 

going home or committing suicide or continuing to be a lAoi/ientity m England, 

One doy he decided t h a t h is opportunity hod presented i t s e l f . His fociol 

bandoges hod been removed and replaced by whot Dick thought must be f l imsier 

and l e s s complicoted coverings. At tv/elve o'clock noon someone brought him 

his lunch. Excellent! He should not be disturbed for half an hour, ond 

ho hod only t o v/olk ten feet to the dresser . 

He moved the t roy t o one s ide , ond pushed bock the bed 

covers . Then, slowly ond de l ibe ra t e ly , he swung h i s legs over the side of 

the bed. They were s t i l l bandaged and unbelievably t h i n . He sot up then, 

and l e t h is toes touch the ground. Already he f e l t t i r e d , and he hodn't 

even s t a r tod . Soon he wos hot and flushed. By now his feat wero f l a t 

on the f loor and he attempted t o put some weight on them. The room wos 

spinning, Thot would never do! He f e l l bock on tha bed. He soon reolized 

tha t he could never support any weight ot o i l , for even if his body wos 
h 

t h i n and emacioted, his legs were / u t puny match s t i c k s . And h is knees f e l t 

OS i f they would crock open i f he bent thom. He ro l led over on his stomoch 

and l e t himself slov/ly and gingerly over the side of the bed u n t i l , with a 

bump, he was lying f l a t on the f loor . He cr ied out in poin, Apporently no 
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ono heord him. For a few minutos he ramoined motionless and panting, then 

he spanned tho ton feet to the bottom of the dresser by a tor tuous motion 

aldn t o the breost s t roke . He reached oround to the bock of his heod with 

trembling f ingers and fumbled with h is bandages. Each second was f i l l e d 

with seoring poin, frought with ogordzing suspense, Severol times he 

heard people pass by h i s door. But he mustn' t be stopped now! 

At los t i t seemed t h a t o suff ic ient number of bandages 

lay on the f loor around him. His face wos throbbing and smorting without 

i t s accustomed pro tec t ion . For a w h i l e , Dick loy s t i l l . He wos foint vdth 

poin and exhoustion. His heort was thudding vdldly and e r r o t i c a l l y and 

every breath wos a choking sob. Then slowly, but with grim determinotion, 

he reoched up with on a m ond cought hold of o knob on one of the buroau 

drawers. He pul led himself c loser and than up shot another orm. Slowly, 

despera te ly , sobbing o i l the time, he managed to ro ise himself. His heod 

cropt up post the f i r s t drawer. Post tho second drower. In l ine with the 

t h i r d drawer. Then his hand sl ipped, and his body seemed about t o crosh. 

He cracked h is head on the dresser but soved himself. Then the inexoroble 

upward movement begon ogoin. F ina l ly his heod wos on a level with the t op . 

His hands clutched f r an t i co l l y at the bock of tho bureou, and h is knees 

were pressed, shaking v io l en t l y , ogoinst one of the drowers, Ey now he 

could fee l no poin. His hoir oppeored in ploin view in the mir ror . Then 

his foreheod. Then h is eyes. His sobbing ceased. There was only the sound 

of h i s knees os they r o t t l e d ogoinst the drower, and tha scraping of his 

n o i l s OS they re ta ined t h e i r slim hold on the bock of tha dresser . Finol ly 

Dick, with o superhuman e f f o r t , v/os able to t h m s t his foce ogoinst the 

mi r ro r . 

There was o second of complete s i l ence , follov/ed by o 

whimper. Both the bureou and the body clutching i t rocked c raz i ly from 
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side to side. 

Then, vdth a scream, the body loosed its hold, ond Dick 

and the bureau crashed to the floor together. 



^ Chopter 25 -

The Message, 

The v/orm, l a t e Februory sun wos streaming into the 

apor-tment k i tchen . At o tobla in the corner, Ted v/os reoding the 

hockey r e s u l t s in the morning poper, and Margoret wos looking thought

ful OS she cipped her coffee. She was thinner than sha used to be, and 

her complexion was not as c leor . But mostly i t was har eyes thot hod 

changed. They were veiled now, and roroly did they l i gh t up when she 

smiled. Her l i p s might curve upwords, she might even lough, but her 

eyes sporkled and donced no more, 

"Are you sure you're well enough to go to work, deor?" 

The papor rus t led in the aff irmative, 

"Be sure ond come home, now, i f you don't fee l up to i t , " 

Another r u s t l e , 

"Martha's giving o teo for Joyce so I may be a l i t t l e 

l a t e ge t t ing bock. If I were you I ' d leove eorly and have a good nop 

before d inner , " 

Ted folded the poper ond l a id i t coreful ly beside Margoret's 

p l a t e , "Yes dea r , " he sa id . He l e f t tho t a b l e , but in o short while he 

v/os bock, wearing his winter coot and corrying his hot in his hand, "Don't 

you v/orry, hon, I'm o i l r i g h t , " He buried his l i p s in her ho i r , "Bye," 

he sold so f t ly . Somehow whenever he and Margaret hod to say good-bye for 

even the shor tes t t ime, i t v/os always a tender occasion. 

She threw her aims around his neck and clung to him for a 

f roct ion of o second, "See you to-nig;ht, da r l i ng , " she promised. She 

kissed him, " I t ' s only nine or ten hours oway, but i t seems l ike forevor ," 

Ted walked br iskly out of the apor-tment, ron down tha 

f l i gh t of s t a i r s to the ground f loor and out on to the s t r e e t . Despite 

the sunshine, i t v/as cold, and potches of ice dotted tho sidev/olk. When 
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he turned a comer and v/os out of sight of the oportment Ui i lding, Tad 

slov/ed down. His v/olk became the hes i ton t , f a l t e r ing stumbling of on old 

man afra id of s l ipping and breaking a h ip . Ha soon reoched o t a x i stand. 

He glanced around and then stepped quickly inside the leoding veh ic le . 

For a month nov/ he hod taken a tox i to and from v/ork. Bottl ing his way 

downtov/n on o s t r ee t ca r v/as too exhausting. And Montreol's tramway 

system v/os not noted for e i t h e r comfort, or consideration to i t s struggling 

passengers. 

Every moment during the day seemed at l e o s t an hour, 

Ted's heod oched and his broin wos foggy. When his lunch hour came he 

did not even hove the energy to brave the company ca fe t e r io , which was 

j u s t an e levator ride ov/ay. No one seemed to not ice thot he missed his 

meol ond he v/os groteful for t ho t . By three t h i r t y he knew thot he could 

stand i t no longer. So weary wos he both of limb and of mind that his 

condition did not even depress him, and he fo i led to berate himself for 

having been se l f i sh and short sighted enough t o hove morried Morgoret, 

The only thoU:r^ht t ha t he had of h is wife was thot she v/ould be out to 

t e a , and there fore , ho could go home eorly vdthout cousing her ony olarm. 

I t took him ten minutos to summon up the s t rength to t i dy r:?i his desk 

and push himself out of his choir , Thon he walked over to the office 

monager and exploined thot he v/os i l l . He v/os to ld t o go home ond hove 

a good r e s t ; nor did Ted fo i l to not ice the looks of concern to which 

he was t r e a t e d by the office staff when he l e f t . I t ' s o i l so damned 

gal l ing to o man's p r i d e , he thought in despoir , as the elevator dropped 

him down to the s t r e e t l ove l . But maybe t h i s wos not the and. He mic^ht 

be lucky enough to recover ond to knev/ o fur ther period of good heol th , 

Yfhen he ar r ived home he found tha oportment doserted and 

dork. The sim hod long sinco disoppaored and a soft blanket of snow ŵ os 

covering the c i t y , Tedjwitched on several l i g h t s , picked up two l e t t e r s 
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addressed to him and entered the bedroom. Now that he was owoy from 

the office and able to relax, he felt rother better. He removed his shoes 

and his suit, slipped into a dressing gov̂ n ond slid under the top cover

let. He thought of the two letters that he hod dropped on to the bed

side table. But his eyes v/are shut and he decided that reading them at that 

point would cost him too great an effort. One of the envolopas was 

typewritten and bore on English post mark, Thot wos the one thot hod 

aroused his curiosity. It wos possible thot Wilmo had sent it, but she 

hod nevor used a typev/riter before. 

His mind immediately flew bock to thot letter when he v/os 

awakened by the sound of the radio from the apartment above. He kept 

his eyes closed, ond mode himself as comfortable os possible, but it wos 

no use. He would hove to find out v/ho hod sent it before sleep would 

return. He opened his eyes. It wos dark now, and the sombre winter 

evening wos pressing ogoinst the window pone, Ted hod olwoys hoted going 

to sleep in the afternoon and v/aking up in the darkness. But the apartment 

was cheery and he wos glad that he had thought to turn on severol lights. 

As he reached out for the envelope he glonced at his olorm clock. Almost 

six o'clock, Margaret should be home soon. He hoped so. Not only did 

he foel the need to have her neor him, but he was hungry. He hod eoten 

nothing since breokfost. 

H9 was just tearing the envelope open when he heard o key 

rattling in the lock, then a quick footstep outside the door, ond a 

voice cheerfully calling "Yoo hool" She wolked into the room, taking off 

her coot and ha^t os sha did so. She deposited them on o chair, and dropped 

down on the bed beside Ted. She ruffled his hoir ond kissed him. 

"How're you feeling, darling?" 

"Fine thanks, deor. I've just hod a wizord snooze. How 
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was the t ea?" 

"Dull thanks. I t wos quite fun to see somo of the g i r l s , 

but I kinda missed my old man," 

For onswar, he kissed her, A good many t imes. The l e t t e r 

f e l l to the f loo r . F ina l ly Morgoret noticed i t , 

'*\(Yho's your English l e t t e r from?" she asked, " I 'vo been 

curious a l l doy. I t couldn ' t be your wicked post cotching up v/ith you, 

could i t , d o r l i n g ? " Yet hor voice batroyed no greot concern, or even 

i n t e r e s t . She sounded as i f she were woiting for o chance to switch 

the convorsation to o much more v i to l subject , 

"You're the only past I v/ant," Ted assured her , os he 

reached for the envelope ond extracted the l e t t e r . "And present . And 

f u t u r e , " 

"Thank you, d a r l i n g , " she murmured sof t ly . But she took 

the l e t t e r out of h is hands ond put i t back on the dressing t ab l e , "Hold 

me," she continued urgent ly , "Oh Ted, hold rae c lo se , " 

Ted v/os surpr ised , "I'̂ fhy, hon, whatever 's the mottar? 

You'ro shoking," 

"Yes I knov/, I'm sorry, I'm behoving very s tupidly . But 

don' t l e t me go y e t , " There wos only the muffled p ro t t l a of o rodio 

commentator reoching them from u p s t o i r s , "Ted, I want a boby," 

Ted released his hold ond looked ot his wife in surpr i se . 

Almost in horror , "lYhy, we've been o i l over tha t before. Until the 

doctors " 

"Oh, I knov/," she threw ot hin b i t t e r l y , "Until tha doctors 

promise yoij ' l l l ive to be o hundred ond ten , v/e'11 have no family. But 

Ted, you may be ninety- three before the doctors raoch a ve rd ic t , and then 

i t w i l l be jus t o l i t t l e l o t e , " 



- i+oo -

"But honey, you knov/ how I feel obout i t , " There wos 

o note of grave concern in h is voice. I t v/os edged v/ith panic, 

"But I feel d i f fe ren t ly and, of ter a l l , I'm the one who's 

having the baby. And Ted deor, I want i t now, I ' l l soon bo twenty-seven, 

and i t ' s r e a l l y time I got under v/ay," She was bock in his arms, s t rok

ing h i s h a i r , Ted's defenses were crumbling. I t wos so d i f f i cu l t to 

s t a t e his cose convincingly without e i t h e r seeming do^^motic, or present 

ing har v/ith the p lo in facts of h is i l l n e s s . But he hod one more trump 

cord: a compromise, 

"Come on, honey," he cooxed, "Let ' s j u s t give i t one 

more year , I promise you that next yaor, no motter v/hot tha doctors 

t e l l me, w e ' l l plon on o boby, Hov/'c tho t?" 

"Not bad, do r l ing , " She held him t i g h t . "But you're o 

l i t t l e l o t a , " 

"Uh?" 

"That 's r i g h t . By next yeor you ' l l be a fother , I dropped 

in to see Uncle Meredith e o r l i e r t h i s afternoon and by his reckoning i t 

should be oround the th i rd week in October," Morgaret could feel Ted's 

body become tense ond r i g i d , "I knov/ i t ' s o shock, my dear. But i t ' s 

my r e spons ib i l i t y . I t ' s o i l I need to complete os great o hoppiness os any 

v/onian could hove had. Try to understand tho t , I'm not afraid of the 

fu tu re . No motter what hoppens now, I con never be rea l ly lonely, I ' l l 

hove your son to help me. Your son, Ted, And he ' s going to bring hoppiness 

to so many people, Alreody Uncle Meredith i s looking on him as his ovm 

grondson. And you know how hoppy your family wi l l bal I t w i l l complete 

t h e i r l i v e s . Try to think of i t t ha t way, dor l ing, I don't mean to be 

corny, but t r y to think of i t os a na tu ro l , joyous act of God. You w i l l 

t r y , won't you, dar l ing?" 
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She looked in to his eyes and seemed sa t i s f i ed with whot 

she sow. Ted could soy nothing. He pullod her down beside him, and for 

a long timo thoy loy t h e r e , not moving, not speaking, Margaret 's head 

res t ing in i t s favouri te spot against Ted's hea r t . If i t wos beating 

i r r e g u l a r l y , she did not no t i ce . If her husband's eyes held an expression 

of u t t e r sorrov/, sha could not see . 

I t wos not u n t i l the rodio ups t a i r s announced tho t i t wos 

sovan o 'clock tha t she s t i r r e d , "Dinner," she mumbled dro^vzily. "How 

obout a n i ce , cheese omelet?" 

"'Ĵ lhat did Dr, Fenton say about your condition?" Ted's 

voice sounded as i f i t came from ofor. I t was tha f i r s t sentence he hod 

u t t e r e d since Morgaret ovor-vhelmed him with tha nev/s. 

"Per fec t , " she answered b r igh t ly . She was s i t t i n g on tha 

edge of tho bed now, raorranging her ho i r , "Ho soys I ' n a horse and should 

hove o dozen," She spanked him l i g h t l y , "And you're not to v/orry on thot 

score . In foe t , I won't have you v^orrying a t a l l , " She kissed him, 

"Cheese omelet?" 

"Swell ," 

"Nov/ I'll let you read your letter. But be sure you tell 

me what it's all oboutl" She loft 'the room, 

Ted picked up the letter, but for a while he lay perfectly 

still. He could haor Margoret in tha kitchen os sha set obout the job -

of preparing the meal. Friendly, homey noises that he lovod. Her burning. 

The tap running. The clink of oluminura ware as she selectad a pot from 

the kitchon cupboard. Her quick step as she glided from the sinJc to the 

stove. Ha pursed his lips, and smoothed out tha letter in his hand. 

As he stortod to reod he lookad puzzled. His eyes raced 

bock ond forth ocross the typewritten sheet. Soon his expression was 
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dazed ond incredulous, and h is hand was trembling. His foce v/os f lushed, 

but v/hen tha colour drained oway i t v/as as v/hita os tha pillow case into 

v;hich i t v/as pressed, Ydth his ©yes s t i l l glued to the l e t t e r , he looped 

cut of bod, wolked across the room, across the norrow possagev/ay ond 

in to tha ki tchon. His l i p s were moving but he wos moking no sound. He 

mif^ht easiljr have boen v/alking in his s leep . When Morgoret sow him, she 

ran quickly to him. He was swaying in the doorway, 

" I t ' s from Dick," he whisparod v/ildly, "Dick Fenton, 

Margaret, he ' s a l i v e ! He's coming home!" 

Morgaret snatched the l e t t e r out of his hands, "Oh my 

Godl" she exclaimed. "Oh, Ted! Can you believe i t ! " She noticed that 

he was leaning heavily on har. She tore her eyes away from whot she was 

reoding to look at him, "Come on," she ordered br i sk ly , "This has been 

too great a shock. Back t o bad with youl" 

She led him by the hand bock to the bedroom, "Dick," ho 

kept murmuring, "Alivel" 

They sot on the edge of tha bad ond rareod the l e t t e r 

to -ge ther , I should be the happiest man o l i ve , Ted kept thinking, I'm 

going to be o f a the r , and my best friend hos miroculously returned to l i f e . 

He sighed. But he wouldn't be oround to enjoy e i t h e r . Suddenly deoth 

seemed a much more t e r r i fy ing th ing . Hod he not always counted on Dick 

being up there woiting for him? lYhat a topsy-turvy world t h i s could be. 

Was the wor not responsible for making so meny normol people laod such 

f an t a s t i c and t r a g i c l ives? Or wos i t tha subconscious desire of so many 

people t o leod fan tos t ic l ives tha t brought on wars? 

Ted leoned bock ogoinst tha pillov/s ond closed his eyes. 

He could make no sense out of l i f e . I t was o i l too much for him, 

"This l e t t e r ce r to in ly doesn't give us m.uch informotion," 
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Morgoret was soying, "He ' l l be home in o month. Don't get o shock v/hon 

we see hov/ bodly scarred he i s . He ' l l write us ogoin in o couple of doys 

in greater d e t a i l , Braok the news to his mothor and fa ther os gently 

as poss ib le . Gosh, you'd think tha nev/s was bad instead of sensa t iona l . " 

Ted was looking more onimoted than he hod in doys. 

" inc red ib le I " he sold, "But hov/ he ever kept his iden t i f i co t ion a secret 

a l l those yeors i s beyond me. In foot , the v/hole thing i s beyond ma, 

ŶThot t h a t poor guy must hove suffered," Ha v/os out of bed ogoin, pacing 

tha f l o o r . 

A strange smell flooted into the room from tha d i rec t ion 

of tho k i tchen , "Ye Crodsl" Morgaret exclaimed. "Our omelet I" She dashed 

off. In o moment she v/os bock, "I hove o bright idea. As dinner wi l l 

now be delayed for som.e t ime, w e ' l l hove o good, s t i f f drinlc. I think 

we coiild do with one," 

A highboll res tored t h e i r composure. Somewhat, but not 

e n t i r e l y . The drink want to Ted's heod and he remembered tha t he had 

hod no food since e i g h t - t h i r t y thot morning. But ha was exhilarated 

enough to fee l opt imist ic about having o fevr months l e f t to spend with 

Dick, He telephoned tha Fentons, He spoke to Meredith ond t o ld him thot 

he had the most morvellous ne^vs imaginable and v/ould he and Mrs. Fenton 

pleose drop in? Meredith,of course, thought tha t i t was o celebrat ion 

in honour of Morgoret's pregiancy, ond was curious only v/hen Ted to ld 

him t h a t tha news had nothing to do v/ith Margoret. They would be over, 

Meredith promised, v/han ha had f inished his c a l l s . Probably obout n ine-

t h i r t y . 

I t v/os while Ted and Morgoret were woshing tha dishes thot 

Margoret thought obout Joyce, "He d idn ' t soy anything obout baing engogod 

or morried, did he?" she osked. 
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"oh, I don't suppose he could have morried," Ted raosoned. 

"If he f e l t too proud to ccme home with a disfigured foce, I doubt if 

he 'd havo found o g i r l . " 

'*lfThot do you suppose t h i s w i l l mean to Joyce?" 

"Oh God, I hodn't thought of Joyce, But i t couldn ' t 

mean onything to her nov/. After o i l , sha and Bil l ore per fec t ly hoppy 

and t h e i r wedding's in May." 

" s t i l l " Margaret seamed to be considering, "Joyce 

i s a t B i l l ' s for dinner to -n igh t . Phone them end ask them t o come right 

over, Y/e'll be f inished with them before tha Fentons get he re , " 

By nine o'clock Joyce ond Bi l l hod ar r ived , Morgoret 

poured them both a drinl<:. They sat oround the bedroom because Margaret 

hod in s i s t ed t h a t Ted go back to bed. And Ted had been only too glad 

to ob l ige . He "".vos exhausted. 

Both Joyce and Bi l l hod chonged noticeably and, o i l t h e i r 

fr iends agreed, i t wos for tha b e t t e r , Joyce took o much grootar i n t e r e s t 

in her c lothes and her physicol oppeorance, and sha also soy to i t thot 

Bi l l v/as be t t e r groomed. B i l l seamed to f i l l Joyce's l i f e completely 

and she had l o s t her grudge ogoinst mankind. Sha looked heo l th ia r , and 

her eyes hod l o s t t h e i r t rogic expression. She dominated Bill ond mother

ed him and yet wos eogar to do his every bidding. Bi l l loved his naw 

l i f e , and shov/ed o new tenderness ond thoughtfulness, not only towords 

Joyce but towords h is family and friends as v/ell , tha t Ted v/ould never 

have believed poss ib le . He ta lked less too , and though he was more 

alarmed than ever obout Russio's in tent ions and tha spread of Communism, 

and wos s t i l l prophesying an eorly v/or, he v/as less opt t o beat his 

l i s t e n e r s over the hood vdth his viev/s and t heo r i e s . Many of his nervous 

mannerisms ware disoppearing. His future was br igh t . There v/as no longer 
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^^^y reason for him to fear foiluro ond loneliness, 

Joyce's foot was tapping tho f loor in her impatience, 

"For goodness sokes, you two," sha sold in exosperotion, "v/hot on ear th 

i s the mottar with you? YJhot i s t h i s greot sec re t?" Then her face 

cleared, "Oh, I know! Maggie, you're going to have o boby," 

"As a mat ter of foot , Joyce, I am, but t h o t ' s not v:hot 

v/e brought you here to t e l l you," Joyce and Bi l l were now openmouthed, 

"You t e l l them, Ted," 

"Joyce, do you remember one doy l a s t f o i l whan v/e hod our 

t ea cups read? The woaan to ld us o i l t o expect a great shock, Yfell, 

ex t r ao rd ina r i ly enor.igh thot shock i s here . I t ' s something t h o t ' s complet

e ly i nc rad ib l e , ond yet i t ' s marvellous nev/s too , Dick Fenton i s o l i v e , " 

The gloss in Joyce's hand dropped to tha f loor . I t did 

not break, olthough tha l iquor sp i l l ed and ran around the room in r i v u l e t s . 

No one not iced. Bi l l jomp^ed up, sat beside Joyce and put his arm around 

her , . ,Ted v/ondered whether Bi l l knew thot Dick had fo l len out of love with 

Joyce, He handed over the l e t t e r in s i l ence . Bil l should know of ter 

reoding i t , because Joyce's name wos not mentioned, Margaret was un

obtrusively mopping up the f loor and r e f i l l i n g Joyce's g loss , 

"He doesn' t soy onything obout being morried or onything," 

Joyce observed, dul ly , 

**No, I gother thot he jus t wrote o very br ief note to 

shock us as l i t t l e as poss ib le , Wa should get more de to i l s in his next , 

I guess he figured t ha t Morgoret and I would be able to break the news 

mora gently t o his fomily than ha could by wri t ing them d i r e c t . But what 

we can ' t f igure out i s , hô v did he know our oddross?" Ted was studying 

Joyce c lose ly , YsTon't i t be gal l ing for her if she has to t e l l Bi l l at 

t h i s l a t e dote t ha t Dick threw her over, he wos th inking. He wished thot 

he could feel more sympothotic. Wos he never to reo l ly l ike tha g i r l ? 
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"But to re turn from the doadl" Joyce was whispering. 

Suddenly she buried her face in B i l l ' s coot and burst into t e a r s , 

"There, t h e r e , honey," he crooned soothingly, "Every

th ing ' s going t o be o i l r i g h t . " He picked up har g la s s . "Hera. Hove 

o s ip or two of t h i s , " 

She shook her heod. "̂No thanks. I'm O.K. nov/." 

"Sure?" 

She nodded. 

Bi l l f inished her drink, "Gosh," he sold, "I sure needed 

t h o t ! " He came over ond sot on the bad beside Ted. "You look a l l in , 

boy. I guess i t ' s been too much for you, t o o . " 

"Ted hosn ' t been feeling well a l l doy," Margaret put in 

quickly, "And the shock of opprooching fotherhood, ond then th i s l e t t e r 

from Dick - v/ell , i t ' s been p r e t t y s t renuous," She v/os smiling, but she 

looked i l l herself , 

"Thonk you," Joyce was soying, "Both for the drink and 

for l o t t i n g me know, I ' l l co l l you to-morrow. Moggie. Come, B i l l . " 

"Take care of yourself, k id s , and watch out for Junior. 

Sorry we couldn ' t have shown more enthusiosm about the great event, but 

you know tho t we're t h r i l l e d {^HiM^JlLtt," B i l l slopped Ted on tha leg . He 

hod kept his tone f l i ppan t , but his foce looked anxious and his ayes were 

twitching fur ious ly . 

When they had l e f t , Margoret went into the kitchen and 

f inished cleoning up for the n ight . Ted was glod, for he wanted to be 

olone for o few minutes. He could proy now but for two th ings , Thot he 

v/ould be spared long anou'xh both to v/elcome Dick, ond to see his chi ld . 

Every doy he seemed to hove more to l ive for , yet every day his heolth 

peraiitted him to enjoy l i f e l e s s . He broced himself for tha emotionol 
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Ha poured one for Morgoret, t oo . Hel l , why shouldn't he celebrote t o 

night? One would think t h i s news wos gloomy, or sanething. 

At ten o'clock tha Fentons ar r ived , opologizing profusely 

for being l o t e . They were smiling and cheerful for they loved nothing 

so much as to be invi ted to the oportment. Morion obviously thought tha t 

i t was j u s t o sociol c a l l she was poying, but Meredith's pleosure v/os 

tempered somewhat by Ted's hoggord oppeorance. And he hod no idea what 

the surpr ise might a n t o i l , Ted ond Morgoret ware so i l l ot ease thot ha 

decided tha t the news was de f in i t e ly bod despite Ted's ossuronco over 

tho phone. Perhaps they v/cntod to ocquaint Marion v/ith the t rue s tota of 

Ted's hea l th . She had convinced herself tho t there we.s nothing to be 

alormed about despite Meredith's diognosis. He'd l ived much longer than 

Meredith 's t h i r t y days, hodn't he? Besides, ho couldn' t d i e . Not Tedl 

""We hove tha most extraordinary news for you," Morgaret 

sa id , when everyone wos s e t t l e d , " I t ' s going to be such o t e r r i f i c shock 

thot I don ' t laioiv how to soy i t , " 

" I t ' s wonderful news," Ted oddad quickly, when ha sow the 

olorrn t ha t spread over t h e i r focas. "And i t ' s f a n t o s t i c . Tall me now, 

i f you could both moke o v/ish for something - anything - what would i t 

be?" 

Meredith end Marion merely looked puzzled, 

"F'Jell," pers i s ted Ted, "supposing Oh, you t r y . 

Margoret." 

gently 

Y/hy don ' t you jus t t e l l us s t ro ight out , " Morion suggested 

*'Very v/e l l , " Ted drew a deep breath, " I t ' s obout Dick, 

He's olivo and v/e l l , " Morion swoyad in her chair os though she hod been 
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s t ruck , ond Morgaret hostaned to her s ide . Morion clutched at har hond. 

"I hovo a l e t t e r from him and he osked me to break the news t o you gent ly ," 

Ted continued, "He doesn ' t soy very much but from whot I con gother 

he v/os vary badly burned the night I l o s t sow him in London, ond i t 

doesn ' t oppeor to hove been ot tha tube s ta t ion at o i l , I don' t know 

where i t happened, but he was of raid t o come home v/ith such a bodly 

scarred face . Anyway he ' s coming home nov/," Ted possed Meredith the 

l e t t e r , Meredith stored at i t uncomprehendingly. 

Neither Ted nor Morgoret knew quite v/hot they should do 

next , "Ha soys in his l e t t e r tho t he ' s going to v/rite ogoin in o day 

or two and give us more d e t a i l s , " Morgoret added anxiously, 

"Oh, my boy!" Morion breothed, "Oh, my boyl" Tears wore 

pouring down her foce ond she v/as shaking v io len t ly , Margaret was holding 

her . 

Meredith passed the l e t t e r bock to Tod, He v/as o man in 

o doze, "You read i t , " he begged, Ted did, 

"Please reod i t ogoin," Morion asked, Ted obligod again, 

"All these yeors , " Moredith sold, "and we could hove been 

helping him," 

"Hov/ he must have been suffering," Morion whispered, "All 

his youth throvm av/ay," 

"'/re must be prepored for o different boy v;ho left us six 

yeors ogo," Meredith cautioned. 

Tod T/atched them v/ith an aching heort. When the initial 

shook hod v/orn off they begon to moke plans, wild, extrovagont plans for 

this son who was miraculously returned to life. How circumstances change, 

Ted thought. He could remember so vixddly the night that his family had 

sat where the Fentons v/are sitting now and he hod tried to tell them about 
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his i l l n e s s , Margoret and Bud and Meredith and Stephen hod a l l bean 

standing by in the kitchen but Ted has in s i s t ed on breaking the news him

self . I t took tho testimony of both doctors t o convince Mr, Cummings, 

but Elspeth hod Imovm for some weeks - evor since the beginning, in foot -

thot something wos dreadfully wrong. Yes, t h a t hod been on appolling 

n i g h t . I t v/os l iko t e l l i n g them thot t h e i r whole l i f e hod been wosted 

ond tha t now there v/os nothing l e f t for them. There wos one t h i n g , though. 

His morriogo ond i l l n e s s had drovm them to-ge ther , but of course the nev/s 

of h is impending death hod aged them incredibly , Ted thought of his boby, 

Moybe nov/ they woiddn't consider t h e i r l i ves t o have been so useless and 

f u t i l e . He must c a l l them as soon as the Fentons l e f t , Thot might give 

them couroge and hope. He lookad shorply ot Margoret, Could tha t be v/hy,,. 

Of course! Y<hat o heort tha t g i r l had. And whot courage 1 

At long l a s t tha Fentons hod tolked themselves out. They 

ware almost convinced thot they had knovm o i l along tha t Dick wos o l i ve , 

A.fter a l l , he v/os t h e i r boy, wosn't he? Morion v/ondered whether Joyce 

ond Dick would want to take up v/here they hod lo f t off, ond tha others 

decided thot t h i s was not the time to discuss Dick's romantic entangle

ments. Already Morion looked l ike o new person, 

"Come, Meredith," she sold, "l"[e must put through o co l l 

to E l l i e , WonJ't she get a shock?" For the f i r s t time sho reol ized thot 

Ted hod not moved out of h is bed, "Ted deor ," sha osked in some concern, 

"you're not we l l ?" She wolked over t o him and la id a hand on his arm, 

"You need t o gat more r e s t . You're looking t i r e d . And we o i l hove so 

much planning and excitement aheod of u s , " 

And outs ido, by the front door, Morgoret wos to lk ing to 

Meredith, "You wi l l come by to-morrow and examine hira thoroughly won't 

you. Uncle Meredith?" She looked him squoraly in the eye and lowered her 



- 1|10 -

voice, "Then you can tell me how much longer I can expect," 



- Chapter 26 -

The Meeting, 

Dick sot on the edge of his bed ond swung his legs 

bock and fo r th . Ho hod tha doy off and he decided thot he might as well 

take his usual walk over t o the Ontario Sei-vices Club, I t wos a beoutiful 

sunmier's day, ond who knows? He might spot somaone he knew. 

He jumped up ond glanced into the mir ror . Not thot 

anyone could ever recognize him. Two weeks before, he hod undergone 

his eighth p l a s t i c surgery operation, and his foce v/os swothed in bondages . 

Tha poin v/os not os great os he hod expected but the discomfort was 

extremely oggrovoting. He l e f t h is small room in the bosement of the 

hosp i ta l and walkod u p s t a i r s . He possed the odraitting offices v/hare he 

worked, and stepped out the door in to the lo ta August sunshine. He stretch

ed, and inhaled as deeply as o i l his bandoges v/ould ollow. He looked up 

and down the s t r e e t . I t wos the f i r s t time tho t ho hod been outside tho 

hospi tol since the end of h o s t i l i t i e s with Jopon, I t v/os s tupid, he knew, 

but he had holf expected tho c i t y to hove changed. Yet i t hodn' t . The 

s t r ee t was tho same a.s over - shobby and d i r t y . Across the rood were th© 

she l l s of two houses, and in front of them o neot p i le of masonry ond 

rubble . Also in sight was tha inevi table brick a i r ra id shel ter standing 

OS tha symbol of v/ar, and man's inhumanity t o man, Dick scorjied the foces 

of the passers-by. There wos no change t h e r e , e i t he r . Their faces were 

too t i r e d and won for any r e l i e f to show, ot leos t on the surfoce. 

Come t o think of i t , even the sun hod boen reluctant 

to shov/ i t s e l f o i l summer. The weother had dova-toiled perfec t ly vdth 

Dick's mood. At l eas t twenty times o doy he wos more than reody to chuck 

h is ononymity, but o glance ot tha mirror or a v/ord or two with Dr, 

Ki t t r idge always held him bock. So he remained the e n i ^ o t i c John Bemet t , 

desperately lonely, f ran t ic to loam some nav/s of his fomily, the man who 
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r a r e ly spoke, never smiled, whose face wos mercifully covered by bandoges, 

Dick t r i e d not to think of o i l those dead days as he vralked to his bus 

s top. But v/hat e lse wĵ os there t o think obout? The old days, perhaps. 

Or book-keeping and occounting, v/hich he wos stud\dng. Or tha study of 

p o l i t i c s , which he hod mode his hobby. And suicide! Every day i t wos 

looming up os o more sa t i s fac tory form of a scope. For i t would be yeors 

bofore h is face v/ould be good for anything but fr ightening children and 

orousing tha holf p i ty ing , holf horr i f ied s ta res of odu l t s . Eight operations 

hod done l i t t l e to improve him. There were o great many more ahead, and 

no promise wos hold out to him. 

There v/as a small queue v/aiting for the bus, and Dick 

stopped po t i en t ly in to l i n e , Yfaiting pot ien t ly l That v/as a l l he could 

ever accomplish these days. And for v/hat? Nothingl All he was able to 

do v/as read and t r y t o s t i f l e tha t unbearable ache in his hea r t . He had 

no way of ln:iov/ing how things were with his family. They ware the ones 

who would probably be suffering the most. But how could he l e t them see 

him l ike t h i s l Even now, with his face o i l covered, tv/o or three people 

were s tor ing ot himj v/hather from sympathy or from cur ios i ty i t v/as equally 

upse t t ing , Yfell, they 'd store even more i f he were to r ip the bandages 

off! His bus pulled in to tha curb and ha stopped aboard. Ha went ups to i r s . 

He could see mora from t h e r e . I t olways in te res ted him to look down on the 

smoll t a x i s dort ing madly in and out of the t r o f f i c . He found o seat ot 

the f ron t . 

He reached into his pocket for some change. Then he 

leaned bock. Sometimes tha course he hod chosen t o follov/ seemed v/icked. 

To-day, for ins tance , he f e l t gui l ty of o i l sor ts of th ings . If he only 

knov/ whether or not h is family were reconciled to his death, he could act 

occordingly. But there wos no woy of knov/ing. And with ovory day i t grow 
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more d i f f i c u l t for him to conceive of breakin-^, t h i s s p a l l , of contocting 

his nothor ond fo ther . Poor souls! The bus jo l ted olong, Tho un

accustomed motion mode him feel uncomfortable. Ha closed his eyes. That 

only made things worse. He oponed them ogain. If only he could confide 

in somebody! Anybody! The old man with tha ro l l i ng goit v/ho V/OG coming 

along to co l lec t his f a re , Tho v/omen opposite him vdth tho shopping bog 

on her arm. 

His day off I He would r ea l l y prefer v/or king. One doy 

he hod gone to a shov/. On tha others he hod poced up ond dovm, up ond 

dovm, in front of the Ontario Services Club, For throe hours he had 

v/atched, perhaps Ted v/ould wander i n . They should be repa t r io t ing hira 

soon. Every time thot Dick thought of Ted i t was with a pang of anxiety. 

Could he hove been injured by the rocket explosion on tha t fa teful day? 

If only I hod in s i s t ed on t h a t t ax i dr iver turning back, Dick thought for 

the thousandth timel And Wilmol He t^.visted and turned in his seat , Yfould 

sha have fol len in love ogain? That wos tha thought thot tormented him 

most. I t s tole through his dreams in tho deod of n igh t ; stood out in bold 

p r in t in his occounting books in the of f ice , and generally insinuoted i t 

sel f in to o i l h is v/aking hours. Ha reol ized tha t he hod a dreod of Wilma 

seeing his foce tha t v/os equally as great os the dread of shocking his 

family, Graoter, in fac t ! But i f he could jus t catch o glimpse of herl 

I t would supply his borren mind with o beauty tha t i t could feed on for 

months. 

His mind was seething until finolly he reoched Trafalgar 

Square, You never could tall v/ho you might meet oround Conodian Militory 

Heodquarters, He walked slowly along. He passod an English Brigadier, 

He storted to bring his orm up to salute, but restrained himself in time. 

Along the Moll he wont, and up Regent Street, . There v/ere o graot many 
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Conodian serviceraen in evidence, but none of them did he know. I t v/os 

impossible to fee l too glum in such glorious sunshine. He wished that 

ho might expose his foce t o i t . But perhaps avon tha sun would stop 

shining a t such o monstrous s igh t . Ah, There was the c lub . He v/ould 

jus t v/alk up and down for a whi le , hove a b i t e t o aot in o restaurant in 

Leicester Square, and then possibly see a show, A comedy. 

An hour l a t e r ho was exhausted and his feet were 

hur t ing . But fa t igue from some form of physical exert ion v̂as o welooma 

change. Perhaps he would fo i l oslaep imniediately to-night without having 

to f i r s t conquer thot all-consuning sense of f u t i l i t y and depression. He 

must hoad for the res taurant before ha defeated his purpose and became too 

t i r e d , Thot only caused greater poin, Alreody his knees ware s t i f f and 

oching. Besides, he hod not seen anyone vary exc i t ing . There v/ere 'two 

sergeants and a pr iva te from his u n i t ; o noval officer with whom he hod 

gone to school; and a Mojor from Ydnnipeg v/ho had been on o bot t la d r i l l 

course with him. Each ono had returned his s t a r e s , but of course, none 

had recognized hin . 

I t v/as five o 'c lock. Really, i t was too eorly to e a t , 

and he v/os not in the mood for o show af te r a l l . YJhy s i t throup-h two or 

throe hours of other people 's t roubles when he hod so many of his ovm? He 

gave o los t glance through the plote glass avindows of the club. Suddenly 

he knew whot i t was tha t ha wanted to do. I t wos scmothing tha t hod bean 

crouching nervously in the back of his mind for vraeks. Ha would v i s i t thot 

fa te fu l address in Paddington. He had t o find out if that house had been 

burned to tha ground. He might even be oble t o find out i f Tom's body had 

ever been discovered. Vigorously, he nodded his haod. He would take the 

tube from Piccodi l ly Circus, He v/olked up Regent S t r ee t , The sidewalks 

were crov/ded but he knew no one. He v/os moving slo^vly, keeping close t o 

the woll of tha building on his r i gh t . He reoched tha corner of Piccodi l ly 
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and ran in to somebody. I t wos o g i r l . She was o nursing s i s t e r , A 

Canadian nursing s i s t e r . My God! 

"liYilmal" I t was out before ha could stop i t , v/hile 

the g i r l wos stepping aside to poss him, "vYilmol" There! He hod done 

i t again. I t v/os o choking, sobbing cry , a release of o i l the poin, the 

b i t t e r n e s s , the onguish, the t e r r i b l e , wrocking lonel iness that had been 

pent up wi thin him for so long. She hod stopped, and wos looking at him, 

her face o study in perplexi ty , Dick v/os turned to s tone. He wos s tor ing 

s t ro igh t ohaod, unwill ing to foce her , unoble to move. Two or three possers-

by were eyeing them curiously. I t appeored as though one mon mip;ht i n t e r 

vene but , with a seorching glonce, he walked on, 

Ydlma wos s t i l l puzzled, "I'm sor ry , " she said , 

"I'm afra id " Her voice t r o l l e d off. She stepped back two or three 

poces so tha t she might see his face. 

Run, you fool! Turn and run! Sha can ' t suspect ye t . 

Get owoy from here fast or everything v/ill be ruined. But i t was impossible. 

He jus t stood t h e r e , r ig id and i r r e s o l u t e , Ydlmo wos d i r ec t ly in front of 

him. Slowly h i s eyes t r ave l l ed up from the sidewolk. Slowly and painful

ly* ys't v/ith a vdldly rooing excitement, he raised his eyes u n t i l they 

v/ore on o level with he r s . I t v/os l i ke ploying an awful gaira. If she 

recognized him, he would hove t o take tho consequences. If no t , then he 

could go on his woy. After o i l , he hod hung oround here knowing thot sha 

would probably v i s i t tha club sometime, reol iz ing thot ha could vary eos i ly 

moet her . But fool thot he was! Oh tha self-deluding fool to think thot 

one look v/ould eosa the poin inside him. I t v/os v/orsa already, A thousand 

times worse t o hove har near him and not recognize him, Whot should ho do? 

Breathing v/as d i f f i c u l t . Ha v/os sobbing. 

Their eyes met. 
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Ydlma's foce v/as deothly pole , "YJho are you?" she 

whispered hoorsaly. Her ayes ware lorge and wild , "/iThat's the motter 

with me?" She passed her hand over her foce, "I don't undorstand i t , 

I , , , , , * She v/as looking ot him ogoin. Her whole expression v/os growing 

more and moro incredulous, Sha took a step forv/ard, "He doesn' t soy 

onj ' thing." She wos mumbling nov/ ond sha was o i l but incoherent. Dick 

remoined as r ig id as o s t a tue . Only his eyes were moving and they were 

devouring her - her ha i r and her mouth ond her body. Sho knows, he was 

th ink ing . She knew from tha f i r s t . And what o t e r r i b l e shock for har! 

But his body was paralyzed. So v/os his tongue, 

" I t can ' t be!" she was saying v/ildly. " I t just can ' t 

be. I t ' s some t e r r i b l e , hideous joke ," She stumbled bockwards, "I'm 

losing my mind," Her voice v/os r i s i n g . "Go 'way. Can't you zee whot 

you're doing? I,eav9 me a lone!" Two or three people hod stopped by navf, 

and v/ere wotching them, Ydlmo screamed. She swayed and was on the verge 

of co l lapse . Dick sprong for;vord and caught her in his arms. A crowd 

wos ropidly gotharing, Wilma's eyes were f l u t t e r ing and hor face ^vas 

r eg i s t e r i ng t e r r o r , Dick's brain somehow cama ol ivo, 

" I t ' s o i l r i g h t , " he sold to those around him, " I t ' s 

jus t tha t my g i r l hos never soen ma with a l l these bandoges and she 's had o 

severe shock. Give me room p l e a s e , " The crowd - which by now numbered ot 

leos t f i f t y - gove v/oy while Dick v/ent to the curb in search of a t a x i . 

Wilma was leaning heavily on his arm, her heod on his shoulder. I'm trapped, 

he to ld himself joyously. If I ware to run owoy she might think tha t t h i s 

wos a l l an i l l u s i o n , t h a t she was out of her mind. No, They -so uld have t o 

foce tha t r u t h , and face i t t o -ge the r . Ha wos p i lo t ing Wilraa to the curb. 

Somehow he v/os able t o forget - almost - tha t h is foce v/as disfigured ond 

swathed in bandages, A cob ro t t l ed along. I t stopped, and Dick gently 



- ia7 -

deposited Ydlmo on the back seot . Ha climbed in and sat dovm beside her . 

Their audience dr i f ted ov/ay, and Dick t o l d the dr iver t o jus t drive - ony-

where. The dr iver seemed not at o i l happy ot his ossignment, but he moved 

out in to the t r o f f i c . 

For two or three minutes Dick sot per fec t ly s t i l l , 

watching the g i r l next t o him, holding her hond. Her head was res t ing 

against the side of tha veh ic le , h9r foce droined of o i l colour, hor eyes 

closed. Dick wondered i f he might not be dreaming o i l t h i s , Finol ly , 

v/ithout opening her eyes, Yfilma began t o speak, sof t ly ot f i r s t but with 

gradually increasing s t rength, 

"Dick! You're tiara ofter o i l these months! But v/hy 

did you do t h i s to me? YiThy?" The colour began to surge bock into her 

cheeks. Her eyes flav/ open, "But of course, You'vo been injured. 

Ter r ib ly , t e r r i b l y injured and you hoven't v/anted anyone to knov/. That 's 

i t , i s n ' t i t ? " Sha threw hersel f into his orms. He griraoced with pain, 

but held her close nonetheless , "You hoven't wonted t o hurt mel But how 

could you jus t disoppeor l iko thot? I don' t see how. Oh! I love youl 

"Why d i d n ' t you send for me? I wouldn't hove told anyone. How th in you oral 

If you only knew what I want through. Oh but my deores t , hov/ you must 

have suffered. All olone! I can ' t believe i t , Tha whole thing i s 

i nc red ib l e . Hold rae t i g h t e r ! I swaor I ' l l never l e t you out of my sight 

again. How are you foal ing, darling? YJ'os i t dreadful?" She drev/ back to 

look at hira. Her v/ildly exci table voice v/os proving of in te res t t o tho 

d r ive r , v/hosa head was bent bock in an effort to haor v/hot was baing sold, 

Ydlmo v/os gingerly t rocing tha edge of tha bandoges with har f ingers , "i/'/ere 

you burned, darl ing? Wos tha t i t ? Tell me everything," She wos back in 

h is orras, Hor l i p s managed to find h i s , "I prayed ond prayed thot you'd 

turn up, Ted ond I hod scorches going on everywhere. But he wos so convinced 
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tha t you v/era blown to b i t s a t the entrance t o a tube s to t i on . He soon 

had me convinced of i t , t oo . Oh, but I should hove known, I shouldn't 

hove givan up so e o s i l y , " 

Gontly Dick disengogad her orms from around his neck, 

I should nevar have come hore looking for you, Ydlmo, I t was wicked of 

me. You've only t o look benoath these bondoges to know v/hat I mean. 

My faca i s r epu ls ive . In foo t , i t i s n ' t even my face anymore, I'm o 

s t ranger to myself," 

Wilmo hod grasped the t rue s i tuot ion and v/as rapidly 

gaining control of herse l f . Her eyes ware shining with o happiness tha t 

refused t o be dimraad, "You'ro no stranger to me. You'ro you ond t h a t ' s 

t h o t . I f e l l in love with you and not your f a c e . Oh, your faca may have 

hod somathing to do with i t ot f i r s t . Ccme t o thinlc of i t , I guess i t had 

qui te a l o t . But i t mokes no difference now. There ore so many other 

th ings obout you I love. Your hands, for i n s t ance , " Sha not iced, for 

the f i r s t t ime, tha t thoy were bodly scorred, but her face nevar changed 

i t s expression, Dick, who was wotching har c lose ly , was much re l ieved. 

He v/as nevor self-conscious obout his hands agoin. "Your voice . Your 

mind, which i s so honest ond so f i n e . Your idoa l s . And o thousand other 

t h i n g s . But most of a l l , Dick Fenton, you revived me. I v/as a nothinp-

u n t i l I net you. Felt nothing. Saw nothing. Did nothing. And by your 

love ond your patience you changed a l l t h o t . Don't you see? Yfhy, I'm 

p r o c t i c a l l y your creot ionl So ;vhat do I core about a focal" She looked 

obout her . "V/here aro v/a?" 

"I told tha dr iver to jus t keep moving," 

"Do you v/ant to know somathing?" she osked him, " l 

was posted bock to t h i s country from tho continent two weeks ap-o and t h i s 

i s the f i r s t time I ' ve had the nerve to come up to London, But for months 
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I ' ve boon planning to cone up alono and I knew exactly whore I ' d s tay , 

painful th/ouf^h i t o i l might prove," Her laugh was breathless and amborross-

ad, " I t was t o be l ike v i s i t i n g a sh r ine , " She leaned forward and d i r ec t 

ed tha dr iver to tha Savoy Hotel, Then she returned t o Dick's orms, 

"Understand.nov/?" she whispered sof t ly . Ha was about to say something 

but sha stopped hira, "Please. Not another word t i l l wa reach the ho te l , 

I v/ant to hear every los t d e t a i l , but I don' t want to be in ter rupted . So 

v/e'11 wait t i l l v/e'ro cozi ly s e t t l e d . " She held him t i g h t . "Oh my 

dar l ing! To th ink , you're back v/ith mel" 

YOien ha entered room 555 Dick was ossailed by the 

strongest momorias. He reached for Wilma's hand. All at once he was tha 

one v/ho needed to be comforted. Ha real ized tha t he v/as unwell and t h a t , 

a c t u a l l y , he hod never r ea l ly recovered his strength since he hod been 

v/ounded ond flown back t o England. C-osh, how long ogo v/as that? While 

Wilma wos regoining her oomposuro, Dick was becoming more and more un

nerved. He sot in the eosy chair v/atching l i f e flow by in tha teeming c i t y 

below v/hile she busied herself doing nothing in por t i cu lo r , but giving 

him the opportunity to relax ond begin his story ot l e i s u r e . 

At f i r s t Dick had meant to keep his account foctual 

and unemotional. But thot vros impossible, and vary soon ha v/as t a i l i n g 

har of tha poin and tha anguish tha t the los t fev/ months had cost him. 

He knev/ tha t ha v/as osking for the love and understanding thot hod bean 

denied to hira for so long, ond Ydlma v/as moro than r'=ody to provide i t . 

She mode him l i e down, and covered him up with o blanket. She lay down 

bosido him, keeping her head overbed so t h a t she might not notice i f he 

v/era t o break down. Ha d i d n ' t , but i t took him an hour t o t a l l her of 

h is v i s i t to Tora and subsequent anonymous stoy in tha hospi to l . Ydlmo then 

passed on tha b i t s of information tha t she hod receivod about his family 



- U20 -

through Tad's short ond infrequent l e t t e r s , Dick v/as olmost sick v/ith 

r e l i e f when ha learned thiOt they wore a l l we l l , 

Y ĥan she was through, there was si lence for some min

u t e s , "Dick, you must not i fy your family iinnediotely," Wilmo said ot l a s t , 

Dick shook his haod vehemently, "No, I c a n ' t , " He 

buried his foce in his orms and waited u n t i l ha hod grown colmer, "You 

say t hey ' r e v/ell?" 

WiLna nodded. 

"Apporently they ' re making out a l l r i g h t , " Dick mutter

ed ," ond I must be thankful for t h a t . No, they think of ma os daod, and 

i t ' s be t tor tho t way," 

Ydlma was horror s t r icken . She raised har head so tha t 

she might the be t t e r see his face, and than she ramambered. The bandoges 

ware so o^cbensive t h o t even looking in to his eyes •v.'os a d i f f i cu l t perform

ance, "But t h o t ' s so col lousl You must rea l i ze tho t they ' re l iv ing through 

he l l now. And then t h e r e ' s Ted, By tha timo he le f t to go bock to the 

continent l a s t Morch, he hod worked himself up in to such a s t a t e thot he 

vj-as bel ieving himself por t ly responsible for your deoth. You don't suppose 

o i l these people 's l i ve s v/ouldn't be happier hoving you neor them?" 

"Me, yes , but you see, I 'm not me any more," He paused, 

"iYilmo, I think the time I wos most collous wos when I set out looking for 

you to-doy. Sooner or l a t e r you'd hove forgotten and morried someone e l s e , 

Hov/ that thought used to hount mel" Ha hurried on, "Ted, t oo , wi l l be 

morried to Morgaret, ond h e ' l l olways have l o t s of f r i ends . I t ' s not tha t 

I don ' t reol ize how much you've suffered because of me, for I know how I 

would hove f e l t i f anything hod happened to e i ther you or Tad, And of 

course I knov/ thot ftother and Bad ore going through obsolute t o r t u r e . But 

they have E l l i e , so t hey ' r e not quite a lone ," Ha wos speoking vary slov/ly. 
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"Just think of the upheoval i f I v/ero t o go home nov/, looking os I do, 

I ' l l need ot l eos t two dozen mora operotions. After I 've hod them, and 

only i f I oppeor holf way human, v/ill I go bock. But not nov/. My nerves 

couldn ' t stand the looks on everyone's foces and the fuss they 'd o i l make 

over me. Probobly I ' d break r ight dovm ond than things would be v/orsc 

than ever. Believe me, I ' ve had nothing else t o do for months but think 

of t h i s very th ing , I ' ve opprooched i t from every conceivoble ongle, I 

never expactad to get ov/ay vdth t h i s amnesio thing but I hove, and I'm 

stoying r igh t here u n t i l I con see the r e su l t s of those operat ions. Of 

course , v/hen you go homo you con keep me posted on everybody, and I might 

chonge my mind in evont of on emergency. Not o t h e n d s e , " 

Ydlma snuggled c loser beside him and linked an arm 

through h i s . She wos smiling, *̂l/rtien I go home? My daor, I 've jus t come 

home, I'm going to apply for o dischorge r ight hara ond become Mrs 

whot i s i t ? John Bennett? John ond Wilmo Bennett. Bnra. Not bad! And 

i f an amnesia victim c a n ' t raorry, w e l l , we ' l l find an onswar to thot ono 

t o o , " Dick pulled r e so lu te ly owoy from her, "And t h e r e ' l l be no non

sense about i t , " she ordered, "You're stuck with rae," 

Dick sv/ung himself off tha bed, "I couldn' t l e t you 

do i t , " he sa id , pacing exci tedly up ond dovm, *'lYhy should you t i e your

self down to any future os uncertoin as mine? I t ' s r id icu lous , I hove 

no money," 

"I'm o nurse, you know, Probobly I could get a job 

in your h o s p i t o l , " 

"But how could I f i t you in v/ithout giving the show 

away?" 

"Say you picked me up somewhere. The norols of the 

Conodian Nursing s i s t e r s hove been questioned before and we've managed to 
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surv ive ," 

"Wilma, i t ' s wonderful of you, ond i t ' s loyal of you, 

but you must a lso reol ize thot my nerves ore bodly off balance and not 

one doy has passed when I hoven't thought of su ic ide , " 

"But you v/ouldn't think of suicide i f you morried me. 

You'd hove something to l i ve for . Can' t you see t h a t ? " 

Dick stopped his pocing, Ydlma, t o o , wos on her feet 

and he v/os corl 'ronting her . He la id his hands roughly on her shoulders. 

'^Yilma, I'm going to put you throu,o:h one mora shock to-day. Here," He 

scribbled o telephone number on a piece of paper, "Nov/, I'm going to 

takie off these bandages. Don't soy a v/ord. Just look - i f you can stond 

i t - than help ma on with them ogoin, . After thot I'm going back to the 

hosp i to l . You thinlc everything over careful ly and you can phone mo af te r 

a week i f you s t i l l v/ant to go through v/ith i t . But remember - you mustn't 

say a v/ord t i l l of ter I ' ve gone, and then you'ro not to gat in touch with 

ma for a v/eek. I s tho t o deol?" 

"But Dick, t h i s whole thing i s , , , , , , " 

" Is tha t a deol?" 

She nodded. Their eyes met and held. Then, os i f 

he ware act ing under o hypnosis, Dick reached oround to tha bock of his 

head. His trembling fingers plucked clumsily ot several Imots, The whole 

performance seemed endless , but never did Dick's ayes s t ray from tho white, 

tou t face before him, Ydlmo even monogad o smoll, reossuring smile os the 

bandoges s ta r ted to peel off. She hod no ideo v/hot t o expect. She v/os 

soon oble t o notice tha t the scors stortod on the foreheod, jus t below the 

h a i r l i n e . Thank God I 've seen some p re t ty bod coses of disfigurement, she 

thought . Otherwise I couldn ' t stand t h i s . Her knees were shaking, Suroly 

i t v/ould be eas ier on har if sho could s i t dovn. More ond more the bandages 

ware being unwound, lYhot Ydlma sow wos worse than she had ever imagined. 
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She v/anted t o scream, but sha hod to keep thot i d i o t i c grin on her face. 

She dug har no i l s into her polms. No! I t was too much. She couldn' t 

stand any moro. Her Dick, with the cheerful smiling face reduced to t h i s l 

No v/onder he had decided os he did . Then, v/ith o wrench, he ripped off the 

remainder of tha bandoges. He cried out in poin, 

Wilma l e t out an involuntory p;osp, "Oh, my dor l ing , " 

she breothed, and flung herself in to h is orms. She kissed the spot on 

the r ight hand side of his head v/hera an eor used to be. She touchod 

the dry, v/hite skin of his porchment-like cheak. She t r i e d to ig?iore thot 

par t of h is face v/hich was once a nose. But she noted v/ith r e l i e f tha t 

h is eyes v/ere apparently uninjured - through his eyebrows and loshes hod 

gone - and his l i p s and h is t e e t h hod been sporad. But above o i l , wosn't 

he Dick? Her Dick? YOiot did tha face mottarl Whot difference how hond-

sorae or how ugly - one soon gets used to any face . 

She drev/ bock, "Is tha t o i l you're worried obout?" 

she scoffed, '*rhon you raoy consider yourself obout to be hitched up, John 

Bennett, I love you more thon ever and, os I believe I to ld you once be

fo re , I ' l l be proud to ba your vdfe , " 

But, OS she held him in her orms tha t night and he 

s lept soundly and dreamlessly for the f i r s t time in v/eaks, Ydlmo Bornes 

wos worried. She wos under no i l l u s ion os to the hardships and t r i a l s tha t 

lay aheod, Dick wiDuld not go bock home looking as he did, ond she could 

not find i t in har heort to blamo hira. So sha v/ould hove to sever o i l 

connections with her fomily and f r i ends , perhaps for years , parhops forever. 

She v/ould be t i e d t o o man without o country, o mon whose nerves were almost 

ot tho breaking poin t , a m.an ot v/hoso foce she could barely repress o shudder( 

I t was worth i t . His return from the daod had revived 

her and she v/os v ibront ly a l i v e . Id ly sha stroked tha t small portion of 

his shoulder tha t v/os not covered v/ith bandages. 



I love him, she thought as she v/as dropping off t o 

d e e p , and ny love i s r e t u r n e d . No v/oman hos any r i g h t to ask more. 
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The Praparotions. 

Morgoret poced anxiously up and doam the smoll hollw^ay. 

Would they never caae out of thot room? All t h i s excitement v/as for too 

much for Tad, Yet oc tua l ly , did i t moke much difference? Was he not 

dying - breaking up and dying r igh t bofore her eyes? How much mora of 

t h i s could she stand? The 'Yes, I think Tad's a l i t t l e b a t t e r , thank 

you, ' or tha 'Oh yes , we're expecting him up very soon' ramorks were 

becoming border and hordar t o del iver convincingly. But v/orse, far 

worse, v/as Tad's s i l en t a t t i t u d e of self-roproach. Ha would never gat up 

again. He knew i t nov/, she b i t her l i p | and real ized thot i t wos ra:w 

and tender . Well, she loved him ond had mado his los t months happy. And 

he had earned t h a t , God Imows, he hod deserved some break. She went into 

the ki tchen and closed the door. Neither Bud nor Meradith had ever seen har 

with a l l hor defenses dovm. She leaned har foreheod on the cool , shiny 

surface of the f r i g i d a i r e . That wos b e t t e r ! As soon as tha doctors l e f t , 

sha would hove to spruce up. With Dick a r r iv ing to-morrov/ there wos bound 

t o ba o roft of v i s i t o r s to -n igh t , Moybe evon tha p ress , though sha hod 

been successful in keeping them av/ay so for . What t e r r i f i c publ ic i ty 

t h e r e ' d bean! Sha raised hor haod and weorily opened tha door of the 

f r i g i d a i r o , ITiot could possibly tempt Ted for dinner? She pulled out 

two lamb chops. They usual ly lookod o t t roc t iva on a p l o t e . But goodness 

knows, thera v/as probably nothing in t h i s v/orld thot v/ould oppeol t o him, 

Sho blinked back the t e a r s . She must find o mirror . She want back to the 

h o l l , grabbed up her purse, ond studied herself in the small gloss of her 

compact. Some rouge would toke care of the lock of colour in her cheeks 

but thara was nothing that could remove tha shadows from under her eyes 

or puff out the hollows under har cheeks. And her dresses a l l needed to 

ba token i n . She olways v/os th in but now she wos merely skin and bono and 
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would apparently have no need of har maternity dress for weeks. She 

opplied some l i p s t i c k , and pressed her l i p s together over o piece of 

kleenox. She ran o corab through her ho i r , YiThat an unholy mess i t wasl 

S t i l l , she hod no time for o perraonent. As long os Tad noticed no change 

in her tha t v/os a l l tha t mattered. She snopped her purse shut . But v/hy 

fool herself? He could see tho difference, and of course, blamed himself, 

Evory day i t was grov/ing more d i f f i cu l t t o ovoid discussing tha t rue 

s i t ua t i on with hira. And ne i the r one of them wos very odept ot play oct ing. 

To-night, Margarat decided, she v/ould t e l l him exactly whot wos in har 

hea r t . I f ha had t o d ie , ond there was no doubt now tha t he did, he must 

die v/ith tha knowledge that he hod beon successful in making her the 

hoppiest woman o l ive . And, for a fev/ v/ecks, she v/as sura she had been. 

Except, of course, for thot av/ful knowledge, , , , . 

The bedroom door openod and Bud Percivol emerged, Morgoret 

could hear Ted ond Meradith to lk ing exci tedly obout Dick's impending 

a r r i v a l . Then Bud shut tha door and came over beside her, 

"Any change?" she osked him. 

He shrugged, "He's obout the samo," 

"If only he could l ive to seo our son! Oh Bud, v/e must oim 

for t h a t , " 

Bud opened h is noirbh to reply, but Ted wos col l ing them. 

They v/ant into the bedroom, 

Ted looked accusingly ot Morgaret, "/[hat's o i l t h i s I hear 

obout you not going down to tha s tot ion to-morrow?" he osked. 

Morgoret wolked over and took hold of his hand, "You knov/ 

i t ' l l be croii'/ded ond noisy, dor l ing, Dick's coming t o tha oportment t o soo 

you OS soon os he can get ov/oy, so I might jus t os well woit with you," 

"l^onsense. The reception ot tha s tot ion v d l l ba somathing 

to see and I 've jus t orranged thot Dr, Fenton pick you up , " 
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"Oh, t h o t ' s too much t roub le . Uncle Maredith v/ill be too 

rushed," 

"Not ot o i l , my deor, I ' l l ba oround ot a i g h t - t h i r t y , " 

"But Ted, thot means you ' l l ba olone o i l morning!" 

"And high time too , I hove o lo t of reoding I want to do, 

and bes ides , how do you know I ' l l be olone? Thot Mrs, Eallowes from the 

th i rd f loor v/ould ba delighted to come down, I'm sura. Gorgeous go l , " 

He winked ot Bud, 

'^Yell, t h o t ' s se t t l ed than ," sold Maredith. 

" I ' l l drop oround on my v/ay to hosp i to l , Morgaret," Eud' 

assured her . "Thot should be between nine and n i n e - t h i r t y , " 

Morgoret shrugged, "You've tolked me into i t , " sha sold 

l i s t l e s s l y . 

Soon tha doctors l e f t . They said vary l i t t l e to har obout 

Tad's condit ion. Ifhat v/as thera t o soy? 

"Gosh," Ted v/os excloiming when Morgoret came bock t o the 

room, "I don ' t knew how tho Fentons ever held themselves bock from going 

to New York, I knov/ I wouldn't hovo beon able t o , " 

"I think Aunt Morion v/os vary v/ise in deciding ogoinst i t . 

I t would hove boen different i f Dick hod been olone, but with Wilmo ond 

young Marion t h e r e , i t wos another s to ry . They ' l l step right from tha boot 

to tha t r a i n and vd l l probobly be intarviev/ed by dozens of newspoparmen 

en rou te , Thon, as Aunt Morion said, i f tha family v/ero along, they 'd s i t 

up to lk ing o i l night on tha t r a i n and Dick would be axhoustad v/hen he 

orrived home. No s i r , I think sha wos very smart ." 

"Maybe," odmitted Tad grudgingly. He reoched for o magozina, 

glanced at tho cover, then tossed i t back on tha t ob la , "lYhat's for 

suppor?" 

"A chop, dear. How doos tha t sound?" 
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"o.r: 
"Tad, i t ' s time v / e , , , , " 

The doorbell rang, Stephen Sovage had come to c o l l , 

"I brought the Star olong," ha sold, of ter he hod greeted 

Ted and Morgoret, "I thought you'd l ike t o sea i t , " He bonded i t to 

Tad and pointed to o p i c tu re , Ted s-vdtched on o l igh t over his head, 

"'Conadian Enoch Arden returns home;'" he reod, " 'Ex-

array o f f i ce r , wife and daughter dock ot Neiv York, '" Ha studied the 

photograph, "Holy baldhaod! This picture looks avon less l ike Dick than 

the e o r l i e r ones," 

Morgaret sat do//n beside hira on the bad, " I t ' s r ea l ly a 

different f ace , " sha whispered, "And I suppose he has o brand new 

personal i ty t o go v/ith i t , " They wero both absorbed in tha photoc'raph ond 

Stephen watched them, s i l e n t l y , 

Ted's ayes t rove l led dovm tha colunm, "Another a n t i -

Communist speech," h e ' s a i d , "Good old Dick, He's r ea l ly got himself 

v/orkod up on tha subjec t , " He v/histled, "̂ ,'i!hy, he rao l ly means i t ! " He 

turned exci tedly t o Stephen, "He says h e ' l l go onywhere on the continent 

to make a speaoh, pa r t i cu lo r ly to those colleges v/hich boost a few noisy 

Reds in t h e i r undargraduote body," 

Stephen chuckled, "All the columnists are very disappointed. 

They expected long s t o r i e s on his meeting Ydlma ond his morrioga and how 

he f e l t when ha decided to cut himself off from his family and f r iends . 

And what do they get? One speech a f te r anothor on tha evi ls of Communism, 

I think i t ' s morvellous," 

"I con ' t wait to sea him," Ted muttered, "Dicki A nationol 

ce l eb r i t y ! You knov/, over and above t h i s Canraunist business, I think he ' s 

beon holding bock on his personal expariencas so tha t wa can hear about 
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then before the whole American reading public," 

"Listen t o t h i s l " Morgoret was s t i l l reoding the poper, 

" I t says: 'Right of ter his statement Fenton v/os asked by o member of 

the press i f his aversion to Communism was not proinptad by tha fact 

tha t one had ottacked hira ond coused hira so much grief ond poin. Ha 

rep l ied i t h a t , olthough tha t man wos the reoson for his originol i n t e r e s t 

in the subject , his d i s t r u s t of i t cane from both intensive study on o i l 

types of p o l i t i c a l ideology while he hod nothing else to do in hosp i to l , 

end observotions mode on his t r i p to Europe, Ha v/os then rother snaar-

ingly osked if he thought tha t a l l Communists were mental cases l ike 

h is ex-army f r iend. Ha loughod ot t h i s and replied t h a t , on the controry, 

most Communists were too cold and unemotionol for nervous breakdowns, 

Nervou/s breakdowns, ha aided darkly, were far mora l i ke ly to coma to 

those decant . God-fearing people v/ho were forced to l ivo under a 

Communist regime. And on t h i s note the interview ended, Fenton and his 

v/ife and baby daughter ^vere v/hisked off t o tha immigration ou tho r i t i e s . 

But of h is l i f e os an anonymity in England and h is romaica and marriage, 

v/hich hove captured the imoginotion of Americo, there v/os no v/ord,»" 

There was si lence in the small apartment. Obviously t h i s 

was indeed a nev/ Dick, Not only would they see a new foce, but there 

would ba o nav/ mind os we l l , vigorous and o l e r t . I t seemed tha t ha v/as 

nov/ o raan with o messoge. 

"Fighting Coramimism's f i n e , " Ted m.unnured, "but I hope he 

hasn ' t los t h i s sense of humour. All fanat ics - whether re l ig ious or 

p o l i t i c o l or anything e lse - get so f i l l e d v/ith zeol and t h e i r ovm 

iraportance thot they become insuffaroblo boras. At leos t to me," He 

leaned bock ogainst the pillows and closed his eyes, "Don't you ogrea, 

Stephen?" His heod was d i r ec t l y under the l ight which occentuated the 
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hollov/ cheeks ond sunken eyes. Stephen repressed o shudder. Ha wos 

staring ot the fleshless skull of o deod man, 

"Yes," he replied. 

Ted reoched out for Margaret 's hand, " I t ' s too bod the 

world i s n ' t mode up of simple ond unimportant people l ike u s , i s n ' t i t , 

deor? There wouldn't be the greot rausic or painting or o rch i t ec tu re . 

In f ac t , we might ba l iv ing in the Dark Ages, But t he r e ' d be no wors 

or at era bombs or ' i sms ' to t e a r the v/orld apor t , ond we'd o i l be o lo t 

happier ," He opened his eyes and smiled sadly ot Stephen, " i t ' s so easy 

t o know what 's of iraportance v/han you're - i l l . " 

"I Imow just what you mean,Ted," Stephen agreed, "That 's 

one of tha reasons why I love coming to t h i s oportment. There's hoppiness 

here , ond tv/o fine people who've bean sharing i t . And I'm honoured t o 

fee l thot I ' ve bean ollov/ed t o v/itness a l i t t l © of i t , " Ho got up out of 

the choir , 

"Do stay and have o lamb chop m t h u s , " Margoret said, 

Stephen glanced bock at Ted, whose eyos ware closed once 

again, " I ' d love t o soma other t ime , " he sold, "but I reol ly must be 

raovinp- alonj?, I ' l l drop in day af te r to-norrow v/hen the excitement 's 

a l l over," He pressed Ted's t h i n f ingers and v/as gone. 

For hor ov/n sakie, Morgaret wos sorr^'' thot he did not s tay, 

Ted would hove a sleep ond she would ba l e f t olone with her thoughts . 

To-niG;ht, she did not know whether she could stand them. She t ip - toed 

back t o tha badroora in cose Ted had fo l len osleap. She turned off the 

P-laring top l i gh t and opened the window. I t was o v/am spring night and 

the room Tvas stuffy, Sha reached tha door, 

"Honey1" 

"Oh Tad! You s t a r t l ed me, I thouc'ht you were ocleep," 

"Honey, I'ra sor ry ." 
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"That 's a l l r i g h t , dar l ing , I don' t scare e a s i l y , " 

"I meon I'm sorry for get t ing you in to t h i s mess," 

!!orgoret came bock t o the bed. Then, v/ith o l i t t l e cry, 

she threv/ herse l f dovm beside her husband and buried her face in his 

shoulder, Sha v/as furious with herse l f . She was unable to think of a 

\vord thot night comfort him, yet never hod she loved hira so much. The 

a m throvm around her v/os t h in and feeble ; tha body thot she knew ond 

loved so well was ema.cioted, 

" I ' ve been so s e l f i s h , " he v/os whispering, "And you'vo 

been so marvellous. Don't think I don' t know whot you're going through," 

His l i p s v/are brushing ogoinst her ha i r , " I 've been such o fool . I t ' s 

only since I 've been lying here tha t I reolized thot of course you've 

known.sc^^^^^S^ You've known o i l along. You've r ea l ly dadicoted your 

l i f e - or I should say soerif iced i t - to my happiness, Yfell, you v/era 

successful , I ' v e been hoppier than I could ever hove believed poss ib le . 

And OS for your hoving o ch i ld , I know your reosons for tha t t oo . You've 

given my mother ond fother something to l i ve for . And you've given 

some purpose for my l i f e , " 

Ha v/ould havo gone on had Morgaret not found her voice , 

"Ted Cummings," she said s t e rn ly , ond sha raised her heod to look a t hira, 

"You wont to think of rae as o completely unself ish martyr ond I won't 

l o t you, I'ra o ^ammim heodstrong and independent person ond o i l my l i f e 

I ' ve done p re t ty much os I wanted, and sometimas I 've hurt people ond mode 

enemies in the process, Thot your love brought out tha best in ne i s 

n a t u r o l . But I octed l ike ony other woman in love. After o i l , I hod 

v/aited five yeors t o marry you. Do you think I v/as going to l e t any old 

doc to r ' s report put ne off? I was not! I v/as se l f i sh enough to want 

some hoppy doys with my husband, I d idn ' t want you to run av/ay from me. 
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nor did I \\-ant you to nope over v/hat v/as inav i tob le . So I pretended 

to you and t o myself thot Uncle Maredith v/as ot leos t exaggerating and 

probobly a l toge ther v/rong. And dar l ing , I v/ouldn't troda thasa raonths 

v/ith you for centur ies v/ith the handsomest, c leverest mon on eo r th , " 

She kissed him, "As for tha baby, I want hira. He's my guorantea ogoinst 

l one l iness , I ' n boing quite se l f i sh obout i t , I must hove something 

to liv© fo r , too^ And he ' s going t o ba just l ike you* If i t na.kes 

our famil ies hoppier, v/all , t h a t ' s very n ice , but I ' n se l f i sh enough 

to want hin for nyself . Furthermore, young man, don' t you ever t a l k 

to ne in thot way ogoin. You couldn' t have escaped from ne if you'd 

rim to China, I norriad the f inest husband in tha v/orld and I'm proud 

of i t , " She kissed him again and tucked tho sheets in oround hin, *'lIot 

another v/ord, now. You must be t i r e d , and your family sold they v/ere 

coming in t o - n i g h t . And goodness knows v/ho e l s e . But there v/on't be 

any phone c o l l s , I'm not putt ing tho t raceivar bock on the hook un t i l 

Dick i s here for ot l eas t three days! Hove a good sloep nov/ dor l ing, 

ond I ' l l c a l l you whan d inner ' s ready." 

Blinded by t e o r s , Morgoret went out t o the ki tchen. She 

was fed vdth holding herself i n . She might os well l e t down completely. 

She closed the kitchen door and burst in to t e a r s . For several ninutas 

she sobbed and c r i ed . Then she bathed her ayes, generally freshened 

up and f a i t sonav/hot b a t t e r . At least now sha v/os suff ic ient ly drained 

of emotion so t h a t sha could face the Cunnings. Their white-faced 

s t r iv ing- to-be-noturo l anxiety wos tha hardest thing of o i l for Margoret 

to cope with. And i t ijnposed on even graoter s t ro in on Ted. 

Morgaret served both dinners on o t r ay in t h e i r bedroon. 

Ho reference wos node t o ony serious t o p i c , and tha neal wos actuol ly 

quite a plaosant and goy o f fo i r . Morgoret v/os cheered by two th ings . 

file:////-ant


- U33 -

Ted laughed several t imes, and he saened to enjoy tha maal. Ha l i s tened 

to some nav/s broodcostars on the rad io , o i l of whon node reference t o 

Dick's impending Montreol o r r i v o l , while Morgoret washed the dishes . 

Then sho brought in sone kn i t t i ng and sat down beside hin . 

"Dick r a t u m i n g l " Ted excloined, "Honestly, I s t i l l can ' t 

believe i t ' s t r u e , " 

"Ted da r l ing , y o u ' l l t r y not to gat too upset to-raorrov/, 
I* 

v/on't 3/0U? There v/as a t r ace of desperation, of f u t i l i t y , in har voice, 

"Renenber v/hat the doctors sa id , " Sha v/os tapping har foot on the f loor , 

"I don't knov/ how I could ever have l e t you t a l k no into .< ôing to tha 

s t a t ion and leaving you here a l l by yoursolf," 

Ted smiled confidently, 'INFOV/, don' t you worry, I ' l l 

take everything in ny s t r ide and i t v/on't upset ne in the l e a s t , " 

Tha doorbell rang. 

I t proved t o ba, not Elspoth and Ben Curandngs, but Joyce 

and B i l l . 

"^Ya're not coming i n , " Joyce announced, "\¥a jus t dropped 

by v/ith these books for Ted," 

"Thot's sweat of you. He's nearly finished tha bocks his 

not her sent him. But you nust cona in , Ted would ba so f̂ lod to see youl" 

"^lYell, jus t for a second to say h u l l o , " 

Bi l l went ri.ght in to tha badroon, Joyca lingered in tha 

h a l l . They hod but recent ly laomad of the severi ty of Tad's i l l n e s s , 

"Maggie, how is he?" 

"About the sane deor, thanks , " 

"Renenber, you jus t soy tha word v/henever you v/ant ne to 

come ond stay v/ith you, i f you think I could ba o he lp , " 

"Thanks, I v / i l l , " 
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Margar9t busied herself rearranging somo flov/ors in a vase, 

"St i l l happy about evorything?" sh© askod. 

'Wonderfully, although B i l l ' s fomily i s furious vdth us ." 

Sho was pouting. '*You'd think thoy'd have got ovor i t by novr," 

"Woll, i t was a bit of a shock t o thom!" 

"I know, but after a l l , with you and Ted t ied up and un

able to of f ic iate for us , a big wodding soemod stupid. Then with a l l 

th© news about Dick^ I somohow f e l t I wanted security, and I wanted i t 

f a s t . You must understand that I'm in lev© with Bi l l and I ' l l mako him 

a good v/ife, but I must confess that I wantod t o be married before Dick 

arrived. And then, when wo had tho offer of that cuto f l a t , wo docided 

to wait no longer. I t a l l seems logical to mo, but try to explain i t 

to the famil ies ." Hor brow was furrowed and hor round face was radiating 

annoyance. "Anyway, i t savod Dad a fortune. Not only a t r i p frcm 

Brantford but a huge re ©option in som© hotol horo, Thoy didn't mind so 

much, but Mrs. Donnolly!" Sh© set her l ips in a grim l i n o . "She k9eps 

to l l ing B i l l that sho can hardly face hor friends. Sho knows thoy a l l 

think that W9 had to got married. I'm glad to say that Bi l l i s ncwr 

quito film vdth her and t e l l s hor that her remarks are real ly a great 

insult to m©." Margaret had closed th© bedroom door and v/as edging 

Joyce into the kitchon. Surely B i l l wouldn't enjoy hearing a l l t h i s ! 

"Servo the old battl© ax© right i f I got pregnant right away, I would 

too , i f I had my way. But you know Bi l l ! We must wait; w© mustn't up

set mother. Dear, precious mother!" 

"You'll got on hotter with hor in time. But a l l hor plans 

about a nioo big wodding wont up in smoko and sho was looking forward 

t o i t so. Sho's not such a bad sort . Ban̂s Vou'vo got to baok down a 

l i t t l o and givo her half a chanco." 
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"Sho'B an old bi tartar!" Joyce sighod. "Woll, 

sho's ^ problem. I'm trying t o get B i l l to havo his finn movo him 

t o Toronto. Thoy have a big branch thoro, you know," 

Margaret was frowning. "You'vo don© a lot of planning 

and battling for a brido of six wooks. Don't push so hard! Everything 

w i l l smooth i t s o l f out in timo," 

Joyco threw hor arms around hor friend, "Maggie darling, 

I'm a boast. As i f you haven't onough troubles of your own, I burden 

you "With my puny ones. You're not to worry about mo. I'm a happily 

married young woman, and a lucky ono." Thoro was a pause. "Should I 

go to tho station to-morrow?" 

Margaret was surprised, Joyc© at tho station to moot Dick 

was tho las t thing sho had ovor imaginod, "Why, I don't know, Joyco. 

I didn't know you woro thinking of i t . " 

"Woll, I thought i f I didn't pooplo might think I was 

afraid t o . Or s t i l l hurt. Or something." 

"Oh como nowl" Margaret spoko as i f to a chi ld. "No ono 

even knows that i t was he who broke off your ongagemont. And with a l l 

thoso newspapermen who'll bo around, s<xnoona might eas i ly twig that you 

usod to be engagod to hira. Thon you'd bo really embarrassed. You'ro 

lucky that thoy haven't ferret©d that fact out already. Thoy probably 

would havo i f thoy ?iadn»t boen so anxious for details of his married 

l i f o . " Joyco was pacing up and down tho kitchen chewing on a biscuit 

that she'd found in a cookie jar. "VYhat doos B i l l think you should do?" 

Margaret asked f i n a l l y . 

"Bill? Oh, I haven't spokon to him about i t . " 

"Joyco, you'r© incorrigible!" 

Tho bedroom door opened and Bill camo out. His suit was 
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smart and woll tai lored and his faco had f i l l o d out. Margaret was amazed 

at tho ohango in him. 

"Wo must go," he said to Joyce. 

'^os, doar," sho replied meekly. 

Margaret chuckled. 

" I ' l l just peek in on Tod," Joyco said, Sho lo f t tho 

kitchon. 

"Did you find him choorful. Bi l l?" 

"f^arvollous." B i l l ' s oyos wore shining with admiration 

and affect ion, "I don't know how you both do i t . " Ho bent down to kiss 

hor ohoek. "W©'d stay, but to-naorrow's going to b© a big day for you. 

And you know where you can get mo at any tin©. Prcmiso mo you won't 

forgot that , Margaret, Don't put mo too far back on tho sholf just 

bocause Dick's coming heme," 

Margarot was touched. This t a l l and clumsily moving young 

man was beooming a more valued f ri©nd with ©very passing day. Ho was 

so much mor© gentle than ho used to bo. Ajnd quieter! Could that moan 

that Joyce had mado him happier and moro contontod with his l o t , or was 

she . , , , .Ho was smiling at her. Sho hast i ly smilod back and slipped her 

arm through h i s . "I v/on't forgot. B i l l doar," sho said warmly. "And 

thanks." 

After Joyco and B i l l had l o f t , Margaret roturned to hor 

knitt ing whilo Tod l is tened to tho radio, Sho was depressed. A v i s i t 

from Tod's parents was always such a strain thos9 days. 

Thoy arrived at nine. Mr. Cummings was burdened down vdth 

a largo baskot of fruit and somo magazines. They cam© into the ha l l , but 

rofus9d t o ovon tako off their coats. Thoy W9r9 both pale. All tho 

animation had lof t Elspoth's faco, and hor eyos wero thoso of a condemned 

woman, Mr, Curaraings, who not so long ago had been burly and squaro -
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Bhouldorod, was now stooped and f r a i l . Since he had learned of Tod's 

i l lnosB, ho Imd los t over twenty pounds. 

They a l l adjusted thoir smiles and walkod purposefully 

into tho bedroom, 

"Hullo, my dear," Elspeth kissed hor son and Benjamin 

patted him awkwardly on tho arm. 

"Wo're only going to stay a minute," Elspoth continued. 

Sho fussed with Tod's coverlets and moved a few things around on his 

bedside table , '•what I real ly camo for was to say that your fathor w i l l 

take Margarot to tho station to-morro>7 and I ' l l ooao hore and stay with 

you." Sho was s t i l l smiling. Benjamin was standing at tho foot of the 

bod, hat in hand. 

"Thanks, mum, but th© Fentons aro taking Margaret along 

with thom." 

Elspeth'8 eyobrows flow up. "And loaving you alono?" 

"Yos. I want a l l of you to go, I want Diok to havo a gang 

on hand so h o ' l l know that no one has forgotten hira." 

Elspeth's eyos had found her husband's. H© cleared his 

throat and spok© up. "Tod, that 's a vory nice sentiment, but your 

mother , . . , ." 

"Ploase, Dad, htiaiour mo in th i s . You'll only be gone an 

hour or so and nothing can happen to mo. Besides, Bud Percival i s dropp

ing i n . " 

"Ho i n s i s t s on having i t that way, I'm afraid," Margaret 

said. "Wo'vo a l l tr ied our best to talk him out of i t , but vdth no 

success." 

"Woll!" Elspoth was having dif f iculty in koeping hor 

oxpression bright and cheerful. This timo her husband's eyos caught hers 
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and thoy woro s t o m . She managed a bright l i t t l o laugh, "Stubborn 

pooplo, thos© Cummings," sh© said, Sh© patted Ted l i gh t ly on tho ohoek 

and brushed hor l ip s ovor his hair, "Good night, my darling," sh© said. 

"Bo suro and see that h© has a good night's sloop, Margarot. My, t o 

morrow's going t o bo oxciting! Wo could hardly bo looking to i t moro 

i f i t wore you, Ted." 

Mr. Cummings came around to tho hoad of tho bod. "Good-

byo, son," ho said simply. Whon ho and Elspeth v i s i t ed Tod and Margaret, 

"Hullo, son," and "Good-byo, son," wero usually tho only words that 

Benjamin over uttered unless ho was prompted by his wife to give tho 

young people somo advio©. He osoortod Elspoth into tho hal l . 

"Good night," Tod called after thom. '*Ph© fru i t ' s going 

to bo wizard." H© busied himself in pooling an orango. 

"Thanks for dropping in ," Margaret said, "it was lovely 

of you to bring tho f r u i t . Tod so lovos rocoiving things." 

"Ho lookod bettor to-night," said Elspeth eagerly. 

"Indeed ho did," Benjamin agreed hoartily. 

Margaret stared at the f loor. "Yos," she said ovenly, "I 

don't think wo have anything t o foar to quite a vsdiile yot." 

Thoy a l l lookod at ono another. 

"Good night, my doar chi ld ," Elspoth said, Hor smilo was 

gone. Margaret had never soen hor looking so plain and dowdy. Thoy kissed 

Benjamin said nothing, but he^too, kissod his daughbor-in-law. 

"S99 you at tha station," Margarot promised as sho held 

opon th© door. "Sorry I won't bo going with you." 

Elspoth took hor husband's arm as they walkod dovsn tho 

s ta i r s . Sho was trembling. She brushed hor hoad against the rough twood 

of his spring coat. 
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"Thoro, there," Benjamin comforted, as they walked out 

into th© soft night air. "Romombor young Tod, my doar. We must k©©p 

alive and woll for him," Ho fumblod for tho keys to his oar. "Wo'ro 

roally luckior than w© might hav© been!" 

But their oyos wore wot, and not another word was spoken 

all th© way to their home. 
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Farewell. 

The buzzer rang. 

"Oh Tod darling, thoro thoy are!" She kissod him and 

lookod at him anxiously. "Are you sure you're going to be a l l right?" 

sho askod for th© hundr©dth timo. 

"Why, of course." H© smilod reassuringly, H9 pullod hor 

dorm to him and kissed hor again. "You look lovely , hon. You'll bo 

such a pleasant sight for Dick's t irod old eyes." 

Margarot laughod. A l i t t l© of tho sparkle had rotum9d 

to hor oyos, and th© ©xcitemont hadL brought som© unaccustomed colour to 

hor choeks. "Darling, I ' l l bo back as sson as I can. You havo every

thing you want?" 

"I sure havo," Ted answared sof t ly . 

"Thanks, Now try to res t . "Byo!" 

"Byo, hon." 

Sh© was gone sind Tod was alono. For somo minutes ho lay 

quit© s t i l l , his ©yos fix©d on tho co i l ing . Then ho roachod ovor for the 

telephone and dial led a numbor. 

"Bud?..,.Not bad at a l l , thanks. And you? Groat . . . . . 

Yeah, Margaret's just gone. And that 's what I phonod about. Bud. Would 

you mind delaying your v i s i t t i l l noon?.,...Wo 11, somo friends of ours 

havo arrived in unoxpectedly from out of towi and thoy'r9 spending the 

morning with mo....That'11 bo s w e l l . . . . . N o , honestly, I'm fooling much 

bet ter . . . .Soe ing you, boy." 

Ho lay back in tho pi l lows. Then h9 dialled anothor number. 

"Hullo, w i l l you sand a taxi to the Fairlio Apartments in half an hour? 

Apartment twal v e . . . .T hat' s r i ght . . . .T hank you." 

H© consulted tho clock bosido his bod. Eight-forty. Thoro 

was no chanc© of his family dropping in now, Evoryono would be at tho 
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bo on hand, Tho Gazett© t h i s morning had given mor© particulars of 

Dick's arrival and a further feature art ic le was prominently displayed 

on page throo. Ted would bo quit9 late ggtting down, but Dick's train 

was apt to bo a fow minutos behind schedule and thon tho poor guy would 

bo t i e d up for som© considerable tim© m t h n«wsm©n and photographers. 

Ted's oxpression was dotormin9d. I t was inconceivablo t o think of Dick 

arriving, and him not boing thoro to greet him! He was thankful that he 

had had the forosight to got up for a few minutes ©very day whon no one 

was around, H© threw back the covers, and was on his foet almost boforo 

ho r9alized i t . Ho wavered uncertainly. He gathergd to-g9th9r a l l tho 

olothos that h© wuld n©9d and roturnod to the bod. Ho sat down hoavily. 

H© was soaking wet and gasping for breath. H© resisted an ovorwholming 

temptation to f a l l back against tho pillov/s. The whole schomo was crazy! 

But no. He'd f9el b9tt9r as ho wont along. Ho slipped out of his 

pyjamas. Ho shivorod, although tho rocm was warm. Ten minutes lator ho 

was dressed. Ho walkod slowly into the l iving room, H© was dizzy and 

sick with oxhaustion,. Ho loaned against tho sido board and poured out a 

drink. I t was def ini te ly contrary to a l l orders, but i t might at least 

provido him with tho stimulus to got dovm th© s ta irs . H© drank i t straight 

shuddorod, wiped his l ips and wont over to tho sofa. Ho was about t o s i t 

down when ho hoard tho buzzor. Ho tumod and walkod slowly into the hal l . 

His oyes avoided tho mirror as ho passed i t . Ho picked up his hat and 

coat and openod tho door. He glanced quickly up and dovm, but there was 

no sign of anybody. Ho closod tho door bohind him and, vdth tho banister 

as a guid9, ho walkod dovm the s ta irs . His knoos buckled once or twice, 

but ho mad9 i t . The driv9r was standing impatiently outside tho door. 

Ted squared his shouldors, triod to control his noisy breathing, and 
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walked briskly out into tho wazm. May a i r . 

Th9 taxi driver followod him, and oponod th© door of tho 

cab. 

"VTindsor Station," Ted ordered. 

Through tho h©avy, early morning traff ic they wont. Tho 

driving was jerky and uneven. T©d fo l t sick to his stomach, but ho would 

not think of turning back. His mind grow hazy, and soon ho was dozing. 

Ho oponod his oyos as tho cab swtmg around Dorchester onto Stanley, and 

he recognized the n9w Laurentian Hot9l. Then th9 taxi drew up in front 

of tho old grey stono building and Tod gathered to-gothor a l l his rosouroos 

so that ho might alight without boing conspicuous. Ho did not oven glance 

at tho mot©r, but slipped a dollar into th© driver's hand and walked 

briskly into tho station. Ho was thankful that tho doors oponed automat

i c a l l y , and that ho had to oxort no forco. Thoro nov/! That wasn't too 

bad. Ho was insido. Wouldn't ©vorybody bo surprised to S99 him! How 

nic© i t would bo i f ho could s i t down. His footsteps wore fal tering, and 

suddenly ho stoppod altogothor. What was dazzling him? He shielded his 

oyos. Ylfhy wasn't th9r9 somothing he could lean against? Ah! Thoro was 

somothing! A statue! But whoso? No mattor. Ho bowed. But whon ho wont 

to rest his shouldor against i t , i t had vanished. How extraordinary! 

YVhat was h9 doing horg anyhow? H9 h9ld his hoad to koop 

out a l l th9 noisos. H9 must b9 in a station. All those trains rushing 

in and out! But i t was moro liko a tomb. Or a great big gohoing, vibrat

ing vault . I t was frightoning. Supposing a l l thoso big doors wero to 

c loso . Then how could ho got out? Ho shuddorod. And tho constant racket! 

Yfhero was Margarot? Dainrait, i t wasn't l ike hor to lo t him down liko th i s l 

Ho staggered along for a while. Perhaps ho'd f9el b9tt9r i f ho could 

throw up. He loaned his hoad forward but promptly bocamo so dizzy that ho 

straightenod up again, Woll! A crowd of pooplo standing in tho middle of 
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th9 stat ion. Probably somo pol i t ic ian making a sp99ch. Or a movio 

star. Say! Ho must phono Margarot and arrango to moot h9r aftor vrork 

so thoy could tako in a movio. Thoy hadn't been for ages. I t was taking 

such a long timo to reach the group of pooplo. Probably a l l a wosto of 

timo. Ho could reoognizo no on©. And ho roally should be gotting bock 

to tho offic©. Ho was spending too long ovor limch thos© days. B u t . . , , . 

H© passed his hand ovor his fac© and licked his l i p s . Ho had com9 to 

t h i s infernal placo for something. Or to moot somoono, Yos, that was i t ! 

To mo©t somoono. Now, who? His mothor and fathor wor© in town. Or wero 

th9y? H9 must try to remerabar, Orango juico. That white, cold pitcher 

of orange juioo. Why didn't his mothor bring him somothing to drink? 

Couldn't sho soo how thirs ty ho was? 

With a final gasp of rol iaf h© leanod against the iron 

gateway loading to tho track. He only managod to stay modsrately ©root 

by grasping tho bars with his hands which ho kopt bohind his back. His 

throat vras dry and rasping. Soon he was conscious of tho glare of popping 

flashbulbs from noarby, and ho oven mado out tho whir of a nowsrool camera. 

Suddonly, abovo tho din, ho hoard a stranger spoaking, 

"But Captain F©nton, wo'vo had vory l i t t l o about your 

marriago. Couldn't you givo us a slant on that?" 

I t was then that ho distinguished Dick's voico. I t was as 

rich and as resonant as ovor. Tod graspgd th9 bars more t i gh t ly . H9 

f9 l t as though ho were slowly ©merging from a bad droam. Surely every

thing would bo a l l right nowl "I owe tho fact that I am here to-day to 

my wife ," Dick was saying. His voice had rotain9d much of i t s English 

accent, "Sho was tho one who mad© my lif© tolerable. You soe, when I 

mot hor aftor my accident - ran into hor on tho stroot was moro liko i t -

and gavo mysolf away, I was faced with about thirty operations, I was 
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Wilma changod all that. She took hor array discharge in England and my 

hospital was only too glad to omploy hor. Wo woro as happy as oircumstancos 

could allow, and nobody ovor twiggod that wo had known ono anothor befor©. 

I supposo overyono wondorod what a good looking girl like hor oould soo 

in a brokon dovm, faooloss character like me, I knov; I couldn't figuro 

it out." Dick and Ydlma must bo gazing lovingly into oach other's oyes. 

Thro© or four cameras flashod all at ono9. "Sho vras always after rae to 

g9t in touch with my foadly, but I v/as determined to wait until I looked 

moro human. I was afraid of having a complot© breakdown if I cam© home 

at such a tim©. Bosides, Wilraa was corresponding with my closest friend 

who, of courso, had no idea that she was marriod to mo, and we hoard tho 

looal nows from him. Around tho tim9 when I only noodod two more opera

tions, h© sent us somo porsonal nav/s that didn't soimd just right to mo. 

So wo mad© our rosorvations homo, and went on a short junket through 

Europe, and thon I confossed." Dick was hurrying along as if all this 

were extremely imimportant and ho had far woightior subjoots to discuss. 

"At first W9 thought that I should claim to have r900vor9d from tho 

amnesia attack, but thon wo docided to oonfoss all. And I must say that 

th© authorities woro very undor standing." 

"Did you over go baok to sea tho houso whor© you woro 

injured?" 

'*Y9s, but the wholo block had been torn down." 

One or two peoplo in front of Tod had loft, but it was 

still impossible for him to soo anybody ha knew. Obviously Margarat 

and tho rost woro in the centro of tha oirolo. Tod was again assail9d 

by dizzin9ss, H9 slid down sovgrol inches on the railings. No ono 

noticod him. For several minutes ho could neither think nor see nor hear. 
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Only his hands clutching onto tho bars kopt him in any kind of on up

r igh t pos i t i on . His face was groy and dr9nch9d in pe rsp i ra t ion , his eyes 

throo-quart©rs closod. Pooplo woro beginning to dr i f t away from tho 

crowd, but those who noticod h is strong© appearance thought him drunk, 

Whon Ted was noxt i n a posi t ion to roal izo what was happ©n-

ing around him, h© saw t h a t tho gathering had thinnod out quite no t ice 

ably, Dick was again warning of tho dangers of Communism, and r e s t a t ing 

h i s in ten t ion of v i s i t i n g every town on the continent tha t would l i s t e n 

t o him. 

"Do you boliovo wo ' l l havo war with Russia?" ho was askod 

by a r©port©r in an almost insu l t ing ly borod tono, 

Dick did not soen to notice the implied raookory. "I would 

say t h a t tho chances are yos , v/a'11 have war," ho said soberly. "At 

l o a s t , tho way things aro hoading. I seo too great a rosomblanco betwoon 

now and I956 or 7 t o f©©l much optimism. I foel that the only small 

chanco we have of a t t a in ing peace i s in standing up to the Russians a l l 

along the l i n o . I t paid off in I t o l y . We forced an apology from thom 

in Borlin, But w e ' l l havo t o do bot tor , Wo'll have t o bring ju s t i ce 

and fr©©dom and the mater ia l things of l i f o , not only t o the European 

co imtr ios , but t o our own country as v/el l . Look a t Montreal 's slums! 

Comraunisn feeds on igioranca and poverty and squalor, and i t cor ta in ly 

has plenty of chanco r ight hor©. Don't you see? Feeding Europe i s 

e s s e n t i a l , but wo also have t o clean up at homo. I t ' s not up t o t h i s 

province to ban Comraunisra. I t s duty i s t o outlaw the causes tha t foment 

Communism, And our duty i s t o soo t h a t mon and womon entor p o l i t i c s who 

w i l l do jus t t h a t ! Yf© can novor bo ono himdred par cont successful , but 

at loas t v/e'11 have mada an honost attempt. We must nover lo t up, YiTo'v© 
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got to mako our ideas of democracy shino l ike a beacon for a l l the v/orld 

to soo. Thore's no usa our t o l l i n g thoso other countries v/e have a perfect 

form of govemraont. Thero's always room for improvemont. But wo want 

to bo ablo t o t o l l the world tha t we have a form of government tha t i s 

constant ly improving in a peaceful, orderly way, with everyona guaranteed 

th© assen t i a l froodoms t h a t wo are so apt t o tako for granted ovor horo. 

Wo havo a groat many things to bo proud of, but I fool t h a t we can only 

hold our heads up high whon v/e hav© cleared corruption out of p o l i t i c s 

and olQcted honest , upstanding and progressive men t o our parliaments 

and world organiza t ions ." 

"Aro you ontering p o l i t i c s ? " I t was tho sarao voice. Cynical, 

Almost h o s t i l e , 

"I hope t o , " Diok answered guardedly, 

Ted f e l t a l i t t l o s t ronger . Ho had straightened himsolf 

t o h i s f u l l haighb. His head had c leared. I f only those damnod photo

graphers and hangers-on would go, ho'd make himself knov/n to Dick, H© 

blinked two or three tim9s. That vras bg t t e r . I t v/as then that ha saw 

Wilma. Yes s i r , i t wos unmistakably Ydlma, Her face was th inner , but her 

ha i r was as glossy and as red as 9V9r, Sh9 was holding on t o a l i t t l e 

to^-hai red g i r l with one hand, while her other arm was linked poss9ssiv9ly 

through tho arm of a s t ranger . Good God n6! I t was Dicki Tho eyes wero 

h is b u t . , . . , T o d wondered i f i t were poss ib lo . His ha i r lin© had receded 

t o a point half way dovm his sku l l . His e a r s , tha t used t o b© prominent, 

woro now small and orderly against his hoad. His noso was s t r a igh t whor© 

i t used t o turn up. Th© skin ŵ os white and scarred and pinched. And th© 

shape of his face was long and t r i angu la r where i t used to be roimd. 

But i t was Dick, God bless him! 

Th© newspapermen seemed to havo finishgd with him. Most of 
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tho crowd was d ispers ing. Ono or two people were pressing him for 

autographs. 

Tod know a moment of panic . Ho must speak to Dick now. 

His friond must not be allowed to think for ono moro minute tha t ho 

would not bo thor© t o moot him. Ho W9av9d forv/ard. 

Ho vras arros ted by a scream, 

"Tedl" I t cam© from Margaret. 

Ho stoppod. He sway©d s l i g h t l y . Everyone was s ta r ing at 

him, Thoro wasn't a movemont. The a i r was o l e o t r i c . Then there were 

s t a r t l e d gasps from Elspoth and Marion and El len , But no ono soemed t o 

hav© tho powor t o bud go oxoept for two a l e r t cameramen. 

For thi3 f i r s t timo, Dick's oyos mot Ted 's . F i r s t they 

widened i n surprise and joy. Thon thoy narrowed in alarm. Ho took a 

ha l t ing paco forward. "Todl" 

Tho newsreel man v/as f r an t i ca l l y fumbling with his equip

ment. 

Ted stumbled on. Margaret at l a s t was able to mak© a move, 

nut Dick roached him f i r s t . 

"Oh Dick! I can ' t boli©ve i t ! " 

"Mummy, Muirmy. What's Daddy doing now?" 

Wilma gathered her l i t t l o g i r l into her arms. "Hush, 

d a r l i n g , " she whisp©r9d. Th9n sh9 turn9d her h9ad away. 

Dick clappod h i s hands on Tod's shoulders. "Ted, old boy! 

You shouldn't havo como," 

M0r©dith and Bonjamin were looking a f te r Elspoth, who was 

close t o a col lapso. 

"Yforth i t . Wondorful t o S99 you." Ho lurched and vould 

have fa l l9n but for Dick's hold. "Look a f te r Margaret and Mother and Dad," 

he whisp9red, "Turnabout's f a i r play, oh?" His knoos wero buckling but 



he attemptod to gr in , "Marvellous soeing you, you o l d . . . . , . " He gasped. 

His face twisted in pain and he crumpled into Dick's arms. 

Thor9 was another scream. 

Then, s i l enco , broken only by a t ra lnmaa 's "All aboard!" 

Dick lo t h is f r iend gently do;m to th© f loor , and knolt ovor him, 

Margarot droppod dovm to hor knees bosido him. Ho grasped her hand. 

For a momont sho starod a t Tod incrodulously. Then sh© 

hid h©r faoe against Dick's chest and burst into t e a r s . 
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