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A Recent Martyr


‘Martin’s exotic, contemporary New Orleans [is] a mesmerizing landscape of decay and rebirth’


Kirkus Reviews


‘Surprising and shocking. A dark, heady … powerful novel’


San Francisco Chronicle


‘[This] voice is always steady, clear, elegant and direct … More: it is cleansing’


New York Times Book Review


Italian Fever


‘An absolute joy to read … a novel that is part love story, part ghost story, and a wholly enjoyable and intelligent summer read … a wise, intelligent novel, it should be enjoyed both in its own right and as a worthy addition to the growing line of Tuscan fictions’


Amanda Craig, New Statesman



‘Captivating … a beautifully written, compelling novel’


Mary Morris, author of Nothing to Declare



The Great Divorce


‘She’s more convincing, and often erotic, in her descriptions of sex than many writers better known for it. A richly enjoyable, thought-provoking book’


Time Out


‘The Great Divorce is the kind of fiction that can briefly re-focus and broaden the scope of what we notice about the world’


Los Angeles Times


‘Compelling … Martin’s lean prose produces images and ideas with effortless grace’


Washington Post Bookworld
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That we are in ourselves hateful, reason alone will convince us; and yet there is no religion but the Christian which teaches us to hate ourselves; wherefore no other religion can be entertained by those who know themselves to be worthy of nothing but hatred.


Blaise Pascal, Pensées





Thanks to Barbara Deming, MD, for invaluable information about bubonic plague.





ONE
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TODAY I took my daughter, Christine, for a ride on the streetcar. We live on the other side of town, near the Industrial Canal, in an area that could be called the back side of the city. Before the epidemic our neighborhood showed some mild symptoms of becoming fashionable, for the houses are old, solid, and inexpensive, as well as convenient to the French Quarter, which is distinctly fashionable. But now, because the death tolls continue to be highest north of Canal Street, people only think of moving away when they can. My own house would sell today for half what I paid for it scarcely five years ago.


To get to the streetcar, we took the Desire bus to Canal Street, then walked the few blocks to St. Charles Avenue, where the streetcar line ends. I held Chris’s hand as we stood before the open doors of the car and watched the crowd pouring out. She looked at the people and I looked at her. Her expression was tense; she worried that getting on the car might prove more difficult than she had anticipated. She didn’t want me to drag her on behind me, but she wouldn’t release my hand for fear of being separated from me. When she saw her chance, she stepped forward and I followed. We accomplished the two steps in unison, without bumping anyone or pulling at each other. As she dropped the coins I had given her into the clanging machine, she cast me an approving look. Sometimes I couldn’t please her, I was an embarrassment to her, but at the moment we were a fine, graceful pair and even her critical eye could find nothing to censure. I hid my amusement at the way she surveyed the car and chose her seat. Once she was in it, and I at her side, she relaxed and gave herself over to the intense pleasure of being on the streetcar. She looked about avidly, at the other passengers, at the advertisements, at the driver, and, when the bell rang noisily and the car lurched forward, she touched my knee with her fingertips and whispered, “Here we go.”


As we passed through the business section I found myself oddly excited. The quarantine had been lifted months earlier, but still it was a pleasure to move freely about the city. I couldn’t help valuing this freedom, as I had so recently done without it. Chris and I had planned this trip carefully. We would ride the car to the park, have our lunch, which I carried in a paper bag, walk among the great oaks, where I would be free to listen to my own thoughts while Chris pursued squirrels and birds, and then return as we had come. When the car rattled around the long curve at Lee Circle, I observed from my window a couple who stood waiting for a bus. The man had his arm about the woman’s shoulders. She leaned against him with an air of studied indolence. My mind had already begun to wander and as it did it turned up, with irritating irregularity, as a horse’s hooves will turn up stones on a roadbed, startling and vivid memories of Pascal. One flew up before me, complete and irresistible. It came from an early period of our affair, before the quarantine, before the epidemic, before Claire.


He had requested that I not wear any underclothes when we were together, and so, whenever possible, I did as he asked. Sometimes I carried a pair of underpants in my purse but as time went on I grew bold and went about absently, forgetting that there was nothing beneath my skirt. It amused me, seemed harmless enough, and pleased Pascal immensely. He liked to rest his hand on my buttocks when we walked outdoors together and in those moments when we were unobserved, in elevators, in parks, in the dark back rooms of bookstores and bars, he would often slip his hand beneath my skirt, amusing himself, he said, at how wide-eyed such behavior left me.


One morning I was leaving his apartment and he came out with me, drowsy, complaining of the hour which was only just past dawn, to wait with me for the bus. His apartment was in a nonresidential area, downtown near the river, and the scenery was, for the most part, the fronts and sides of warehouses. The street was deserted. I leaned against the wall of his building, for the bus stop was only a step away, and he pressed himself against me, kissing me lazily, working his hands slowly down my back and up again. Now and then I leaned out over his shoulder to see if a bus was coming. At last, far down the street, I saw one. I stepped away from the wall and Pascal came with me, holding me by my waist and turning my back to the street. He began to kiss me seriously and to press my hips against his. I enjoyed this until the bus was a few moments away. I should be taking my fare from my purse, I thought, but Pascal held me so tightly I couldn’t move. He had pulled my blouse free from my skirt and pushed it up so that, in another moment, my breasts would be exposed. I laughed and pushed him away. He redoubled his hold on me and put his mouth over mine, muffling my weak protest. I could hear the bus now, though I couldn’t turn my head to see it. Pascal had his tongue halfway down my throat and showed no sign of relenting. I struggled, but to no avail. Now the bus had pulled up to the curb and I heard the doors snap open at my back.


Pascal continued to caress me. He had begun to gather up the back of my skirt in his hands so that I felt the hem rising above my knees. I understood, with a sinking heart, what was about to happen, but the bus driver, who sat at the wheel looking down at us, didn’t have a clue.


“I hate to break this up,” he said petulantly, “but you want to get on this bus?”


For answer Pascal pulled my skirt up quickly, gathering it in around my waist. I heard the driver’s sudden intake of breath, but then for a moment he was silent. Pascal released my mouth at last and I hid my face against his chest. I was, I knew, scarlet with embarrassment, but somehow the thing struck me as so wildly funny that I stifled both laughter and tears. Pascal was resettling my body against his own so that he could get his hand between my legs. He pressed his fingers deep inside, forcing my legs apart so that I had to brace myself against him to keep from falling.


“Man,” the bus driver said, “what are you doing?”


Pascal lifted his head and looked at the man. His fingers were so deep inside me that he touched the wall of my womb and I forgot where I was. Then I heard the doors snap closed and the engine rev up. A blast of the exhaust warmed my legs as the exasperated driver left us behind.


Pascal lifted me then and carried me back into his apartment.


“Suppose he calls the police?” I said.


He smiled. He was heading determinedly for his bedroom.


“I don’t think he will,” he said.


“What did he look like?”


He threw me down across the bed and climbed in after me. “He was big and fat and black,” he said, “and his eyes were about to fall out of his head.”


“Suppose he’d gotten out of the bus?”


“We would have had to run for it.”


I laughed. “I thought I would die,” I said.


“You have a lovely ass,” Pascal observed, turning me over. “It made his day.”


Then, because I could hear Pascal removing his jeans, and because I knew there wouldn’t be another bus for fifteen minutes, I began pulling pillows in under my stomach and arranging myself to receive him. I was sad and excited and so completely humiliated that I found myself hoping that he would hurt me. Abruptly he grabbed me by the groin and pulled me back toward him. I let myself be pushed about, put into place, my arms out before me, my cheek against the cool sheet, my knees braced beneath me. “Do it hard,” I said hopelessly.


“As hard as I can?” he asked.


“Yes,” I said. “I’m not afraid.”


This memory passed behind my eyes intact as I sat on the streetcar. I looked about nervously, as if someone else might have seen it. But the faces around me were all lost in their own reveries. Some looked serenely out at the large houses, the wide tree-shaded street; others ignored even the scenery, so deep had they fallen into their own imaginings. No one so much as returned my look. Each pondered, as I did, the other, the secret self.





TWO
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THE FIRST time Pascal saw Claire, though he looked directly at her, he didn’t know he had seen her. He was thinking of three things at once and in none of these thoughts did her image figure, so that although his eyes rested on her profile, which was discreetly and, he was to learn, characteristically lowered, he made no note of it. He was listening to the music that was pouring into the dome-shaped air of the church and thinking that he had not expected anything written by Mendelssohn to be so agreeable. Another train of thought, so often pursued that it was more a recollection than an idea, concerned his deep abhorrence of the Roman Catholic Church as it is today (or as he believed it to be), controlled and populated by hysterical women, homosexuals, lesbians, and sanctimonious bastards like his father.


Pascal’s father was a devout Catholic, a man who went on periodic retreats, cultivated the company of priests, and had disowned one of his sons for refusing to bring up his children in the true faith. He kept one missal on his nightstand and another at his office, both crammed with holy pictures. He taught his children, at a tender age, to kiss these pictures, an activity they could not undertake often enough to please him. He hated Negroes, Italians, and Cubans, and could become so enraged at any insinuation that Christ didn’t share his prejudices that he would strike whoever disputed this conviction. He was a small, thin man who could have been knocked unconscious by a well-placed blow from any of his grown sons, but, for their mother’s sake, they had never raised a hand against him.


Pascal, an intelligent, nearsighted, introverted child, had despised his father from birth. He couldn’t remember a pleasant conversation, a span of ten minutes, in which his father had failed to arouse his complete contempt. But more than he hated his father, he hated the Church, for it was the Church, he had early perceived, that allowed his father to scale the peaks of hypocrisy, untouched by reason or fact, the confirmation of his own righteousness ever set before him by the adulation of priests.


The other perversion the Church tolerated, which Pascal could not, was the role his mother was forced to play. She was, unlike his father, truly devout and she was more distressed by her own failings than those of others. She expected to carry a cross, was willing to do so, and her husband was the burden she chose to bear, uncomplaining and steadfast, to the grave and beyond it. That Pascal could not get her to share his unflattering opinion of his father’s true nature was what he could not bear, for he loved his mother with a child’s pure passion and wanted her freedom as dearly as he wanted his own. And it was the Church, he observed, that enslaved her, even more than her husband, and with the aid of her husband. When Pascal was young, his father and the Church became confused in his mind, nor did he make an effort to put an end to this confusion as he grew older. Rage suited him, so he kept it.


As he sat in the Cathedral, listening to Mendelssohn’s oratorio, he thought of the corrupt Church and he reflected that he had, apart from some superior verses by Hopkins, no reason to believe it had ever been different. His eyes rested upon Claire and he noted the modest direction of her gaze. He thought, case in point. He looked at the program in his lap, unconscious of the fact (nor did he ever know it) that he had imitated her and was to imitate her again. He meant only to read the title of Mendelssohn’s piece, for he thought it was certainly worth listening to.


Claire wouldn’t have agreed, though she was not unaffected by the music. She was in the state of mind that often afflicted her when listening to concerts of religious music, which she did as often as possible. She had been drawn into the music and then, mysteriously, lifted by it, buoyed up by it, until she lost all touch with it and could not have described, or even recognized again, what she heard. She listened instead, and not without wonder, to the insistent pulsing of her own heart.





THREE
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THE SECOND time Pascal saw Claire she kindled in him, against his will, the sentiment that he was to experience again and again, and always against his will: the most grudging respect. She had come to dinner at his father’s house at the invitation of the priest who was the real, the expected guest.


“Father James is bringing a young woman with him,” Pascal’s father said as he hung up the phone. His face betrayed neither suspicion nor interest in this announcement, but was molded into the pious mask he slipped over his features whenever he spoke of or to Father James.


Pascal, who was lying on the couch drinking a beer in lazy conversation with his brother Jean, raised his eyebrows and laughed.


“I don’t see that there’s anything funny in that, Pascal,” his father remarked.


Pascal addressed his brother. “You’d think these priests would leave their conquests at church, where they belong.”


“That’s a stupid remark,” his father pointed out. “This young woman is very devout. I’ve met her before; most discreet and truly pious. I wish you would take an interest in such a person.”


Pascal smiled benignly at his father. “I prefer whores,” he said.


“And besides,” his father added, turning away, “Father James is her confessor and old enough to be her father.”


Pascal sat for some time after this conversation, wondering whether it would be better to stay home and bait this priest and his prodigy or go downtown and get drunk. His brother got to his feet and declared his intention to seduce the young woman, no matter how ugly she was, and to save some item of her clothing to show his father when he had been successful. Pascal decided to stay for this show.


An hour later the priest’s black Chevrolet turned into the long driveway that led to the Toussaints’ house and Father James got out on the driver’s side. The sight of this automobile enraged Pascal, for at that time few people had access to gasoline. The city exercised discretion, buses continued to run right to the end, but the Church was to spend its supply, much to the chagrin of the priest, who dusted off his black pants in the driveway, in a matter of weeks. Pascal, standing at the kitchen window, could see Claire clearly. He was surprised by what he saw and yelled to his brother, “It could be worse. Much worse.” Father James crossed in front of the car and opened the door. Claire turned sideways in her seat and, before she stood up, looked through the window at Pascal. Her lips were pressed together in a thin, impatient line, and she appeared to be annoyed at something Father James was saying. He held out his hand to her and she looked at it indifferently, then stepped out without touching him. Father James was talking, nor did he stop talking as he followed her across the driveway, across the lawn, out of Pascal’s field of vision, to the front door.


Pascal felt a momentary confusion. The young woman he had seen was not what he had expected. She looked neither humble nor penitent, nor simply mindless. She had not met his gaze, though he felt certain that she had seen him there and averted her eyes out of annoyance rather than humility. He had been impressed by the way her long blond hair framed her face, sweeping over the tops of her ears to the heavy braid that lay across her shoulder like a straying golden snake. Her eyes and skin were very light, her clothes dark and plain. He had noted, in that brief look, a thin edge of white lace visible at the neck of her blouse. It was a gray silk blouse, with the top button undone, the bodice gathered in tiny flat pleats, a fashion, Pascal thought as he turned from the window, he had always liked. He went into the living room, where his father had already claimed the priest’s attention. Claire stood in the doorway, looking coldly at the back of the priest’s balding head. Pascal noted the small black cross at her neck and smirked to himself. She was a real bitch, he thought. Jean would have a fine time of it.


Then the priest turned to her and introduced her all around. She held her hand out and repeated the name of each person as it was given to her. When Pascal’s turn came he took her hand forcefully and looked her full in the face. The hand was cold and the eyes he looked into went suddenly out of focus in a way that made him want to grasp her chin and shake her. She said his name and eased her hand out of his grip, then turned to his mother. There were a few uncomfortable moments of conversation. Father James explained that Claire was doing such fine work with the catechism classes, she would soon be running the whole program alone. She was so competent and worked such long hours, set such an example for the children and the adults in the congregation, they were certainly fortunate to have her back.


She had been away, it turned out, in a convent school in Lacombe for ten years and now she had been turned loose upon the secular world. Pascal watched her as her virtues were tallied up before her. She didn’t seem to be listening. Her eyes wandered over the objects in the room. They settled on a crucifix that hung above the door between the living room and the dining room. Her mouth opened slightly as she looked at it, and then her tongue came out and moistened first the upper then the lower lip. She dropped her eyes from the figure on the cross and looked for the first time directly at Pascal. He smiled and she, shyly, looking away even as she did it, smiled back.


He felt a rush of interest. It started somewhere in his legs and rushed up over him, a familiar and beloved sensation, the results of which had, in the past, included pleasure as well as pain. He determined to talk to her before she left, perhaps to touch her if he could. The group began to move toward the dining room, where the table was waiting, already laden with food. Pascal followed behind his father and Jean. Ten years in a convent, he thought. What a criminal thing to do to a decent-looking woman.


His mother directed them to their chairs. Pascal’s was across from Claire; Jean was next to her. The brothers exchanged a look that Pascal was unable to interpret, though he suspected that Jean, for some reason, had decided against his plan. Father James and Pascal’s father were deep in a conversation about the physical improvements at the retreat house in Abbeville. The new chapel had twice as much room and the additional dining hall allowed for larger groups on one-day retreats. Pascal’s mother, who had never been there but knew the area, recalled walking along the little river that ran behind the seminary. “We used to look up at the dark windows and wave if we saw anyone,” she said. “We thought it was a prison.”


Father James laughed. He had spent four years in that seminary, and the comparison was not without its ironic aspects, he assured her. Pascal, serving mashed potatoes to himself, observed that iron bars do not a prison make. His father frowned. The subject changed to a recent retreat his father had taken at the house in question.


“I try to go for a few days at least twice a year,” he said to Claire, who was gazing into a bowl of green beans as she piled them into her plate. Pascal noticed that she passed the roast beef without taking any, a sure sign, he thought, of culinary fastidiousness. She was probably a vegetarian, which accounted for the translucence of her skin. “It refreshes me,” his father went on. “When I come back I feel ready to take up my work again.”


Father James expounded on the benefit of such periods of recollection, explaining how serious was the need for them in a world where little was held sacred. Claire, chewing her beans, looked at him coldly. It gave Pascal a pleasant thrill to see her glare in this way at his lifelong enemy.


“Claire looks,” he observed, “as if she doesn’t agree.”


She put her fork down in her plate and looked at it, blushing deeply. Pascal’s father gave him a considered scowl. How he wished his children shared with him some of the joys of religion. But they preferred, he explained, to have contempt for him and to assume that everyone else did too. This was one of the many burdens he had to carry, one of the things he pondered on his retreats: how he could have fathered Godless children. As he made this last remark, he looked at his wife with an expression that placed the blame for the phenomenon squarely upon her head. What a pleasure it must be to Claire’s parents, he added, to have raised a good Catholic girl.


Claire had not looked up. “Still,” Pascal insisted, “I think Claire didn’t agree with you.”


Father James turned to Claire. “Isn’t that for her to say?” he suggested.


Claire looked up at last, and an interesting silence settled upon the group. “I don’t see,” she said after a moment, “why Christ should have suffered the agony of His crucifixion so that Christians might sit about in air-conditioned comfort feeling good about it.”


Pascal choked on his wine. His father, dumfounded, looked from his son to Father James to his wife, avoiding at all costs Claire’s composed features.


Father James sighed. “Perhaps you’ve been out of the world too long to be tolerant of it,” he said.


Claire raised her eyebrows in disbelief. She looked at the priest and for a moment Pascal thought she would respond. But something she saw there made her lower her eyes, and she said submissively, “That’s true.”


The subject was closed. Pascal watched her carefully for the rest of the meal but never met her eyes. She didn’t eat another bite of her food and when they rose to go to the living room for coffee, she folded her napkin and placed it beside her nearly full plate. Pascal followed close behind her. Father James and Pascal’s father settled themselves on the couch, used to one another’s company and deep in a volley of mutual adulation. Jean, giving Pascal a shrug, declined to join them and excused himself, saying that he had to meet his wife and son at his in-laws’ house. Pascal’s mother disappeared into the kitchen, leaving Pascal and Claire standing uneasily in the doorway. There was another small couch and two chairs, turned on either side of a marble-topped end table so that whoever sat in them would be slightly withdrawn from the rest of the company and directed toward each other. Pascal made for one of these chairs, and Claire, after a moment, went to the other. She sat down on the edge of it and folded her hands in her lap, looking so uncomfortable that Pascal pitied her.


“I thought what you said was great,” he said.


She gave him a weary look. “I shouldn’t have said it. I don’t know why I did.”


“But you were right.”


“No. Father James was right. Christ’s love is something to rejoice over and it’s true that a recollected soul can find great comfort, as it should, in this love.”


Pascal gave her an incredulous look. “What bullshit,” he said.


Claire looked away and said nothing.


“You know that’s ridiculous, that crap about Christ’s love. If Christ loves a hypocrite like my father, He is lacking in any powers of discrimination.”


“The question is not whether He can love your father. Can He love you?”


“I don’t give a damn about that.”


“I can see that,” she said. “I saw that when I came in.”


“And what do you make of it?”


“There’s nothing to be made of it, as far as I can tell.”


“Surely I should be made to see the error of my ways.”


“I don’t think you are likely to be dissuaded from your errors by talking to me.”


“What touching humility,” Pascal said.


“No,” Claire replied, leaning forward in her chair, “it isn’t humility. It’s that I don’t think anyone could be dissuaded from error by talking to anyone. It doesn’t have anything to do with talk.”


“Then with what?” Pascal smiled to himself. Now, he thought, she would doubtless give him some wild-eyed description of grace.


“What amuses you?” she asked.


“This posture of yours. Did you learn it at school? It doesn’t suit you.”


She met his eyes at last, but only for a moment. She looked then at Father James and Mr. Toussaint. Father James was describing a deathbed visit he had made the night before. Mr. D., a notorious unbeliever, whose wife had been praying for him day and night for twenty-five years, died screaming for a priest. “I could hear him when I opened the car door,” Father James said. “All the way out in the street.” The dying man calmed down as soon as he saw the canonical collar. He prepared and made a full confession, and received the last rites only moments before his final breath. His wife sat weeping throughout, thinking, no doubt, of the years she had spent on her knees so that this moment might arrive. “She followed me downstairs, weeping and making prayers of thanksgiving,” Father James concluded.


Pascal was looking at Claire as she listened to this description. Abruptly she smiled broadly, but not, Pascal thought, from pleasure. Then she frowned and looked away.


“It’s bunk,” Pascal said. “And you know it.”


“I should never have left the convent,” she said.


“You’re lucky you got out alive.”


“I’ll be all right,” she replied, though she didn’t look at Pascal, “if I can find a confessor.”


“I’m sure you have a great deal to confess,” Pascal observed. “I’ll bet Father James is just stunned by the depravity of your imagination.”


She looked up quickly. “I wish he were,” she said. “Unfortunately he thinks my desire to be better than I am is my greatest fault.”


“So you’re damned if you do and damned if you don’t.”


Claire laughed. It was the first time Pascal had seen her laugh and it took him by surprise. He had not thought her capable of genuine amusement, but she was delighted by his remark and looked on him with sudden affection. “That is,” she said, “often the position of the soul in its converse with God.”


“Why spend so much time thinking about God?” he replied impatiently. “There’s plenty to worry about without worrying about God.”


“What I can never understand,” she said, “is how anyone can think of anything else.”


Pascal gave her a cold look.


“I don’t think of God because I want to,” she continued. “I think of Him because I think of Him. I don’t feel this possibility others seem to feel, of doing without these thoughts.”


“You’ve been brainwashed,” Pascal replied.


“It’s you who have been brainwashed,” she said tartly, “if you seriously imagine that there’s anything more important in your own life than the ultimate fate of your own soul.”


Pascal frowned. Father James was stirring sugar into his coffee, smiling at Claire and Pascal over his cup with such false gaiety that Pascal, who glanced his way, experienced a deepening consternation. “Be careful, Pascal,” Father James warned him. “She might convert you.”


“And then where would you be?” his father chimed in.


“I would be as big a hypocrite as you are,” Pascal snapped. He turned to Claire to see her reaction to this gallantry and found her studying the arm of her chair.


A silence fell on the group and it was heavy with the disapproval of the two older men. Pascal sat smiling at Claire’s profile until his mother, mercifully entering with a tray of sweets and too eagerly assisted by her husband, began a conversation about gardening. Father James, who grew the most breathtaking roses in the parish, gave her unsolicited advice. Banana peels laid just below the surface of the soil were well known to increase the size and fragrance of the bloom. Beneath the priest’s raised voice, Pascal was able to address Claire without being overheard. “What are you thinking?” he asked.


She started, looking up at him blankly. “Thinking?” she said.


“You were annoyed with me for what I said.”


“Not annoyed,” she said. “I did wonder why you bother.”


“It’s never a bother to me to suggest to my father the real destination of his devotional trek.”


“But why should that make any difference to you? Why should you be concerned with another person’s progress when you’ve no concern for your own?”


“Yet I feel certain that you’ve judged my progress on the basis of ten minutes of talk.”


“The only judgment I’ve made about you is that you seem very determined to trip me up.”


Pascal laughed. “That’s accurate. And my resolution is firm.”


“What is it you hope to make me say?” she asked.


“I don’t care what you say. It’s what I hope to make you do that interests me.”


Claire sat up straight, drawing her feet in under the chair. Her mouth opened slightly, then closed again, and she blushed. Pascal smiled, stretching his legs out before him, thoroughly pleased with himself. She was, he thought, lovely, innocent. Would she be worth the effort? His eyes fell on her wrist, thin and pale at the edge of her sleeve, turned up toward him, and he saw the blue vein raised beneath the white flesh. He had a momentary desire to press his mouth to that vein. To quiet himself he averted his eyes, then raised them to Claire’s face, surprised to find her looking directly at him. Her expression puzzled him, for it was a mixture of interest and contempt, as if she saw in him something she had been expecting to see. Abruptly she turned her gaze to Father James, who was discoursing on different methods of pruning Grandiflora roses. She waited until he paused and then suggested that, since they had both to be back at the church shortly, they should think of leaving. Her manner was so proprietary that the priest gave in at once, and Pascal could not help being amused. He made one or two attempts to get her attention again but was unsuccessful, and in a few minutes she and her protector had said their goodbyes and gone out across the lawn. Pascal stood on the porch, watching to see if she would look back, but she didn’t. He went inside and threw himself down on the couch. He was annoyed.
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