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            Cabin Fever Part One: Written in Stone
   

            Summer 1968
   

         

         Sally put on her new, white Vanity Fair panties and the equally new turquoise nylon nightgown. The nightgown was light as a spider’s web, and it draped flatteringly over her small breasts and narrow hips. The short, fluttering sleeves camouflaged her strong shoulders a bit. She looked in the mirror. She was shaped like a ballerina, and there was no denying it. Then, a few drops of Elizabeth Arden’s Blue Grass on strategic places. Otis had given her the perfume after her last show in May.

         Otis had already gone to bed. He was reading The Story of a Soul by the Catholic nun Thérèse de Lisieux. Sally crawled into bed with him with a sigh. They had arrived at the cabin that night, and she was looking forward to the holiday, which promised the start of an entirely new chapter of their life. Otis looked at her and smiled. Then he turned back to his book and continued reading. She let her hand wander under his blanket, found an opening between the buttons of his pyjama top and let her hand wander over his smooth chest. Otis put the book on the night table, took off his glasses and turned off the bedside lamp.

         “I’m so tired.” He kissed her forehead.

         “Goodnight, hon.” He rolled over to his side so that she could see the silhouette of his back against the bright night behind the white curtain.

          
   

         The next morning, the air was fresh and smelled like wet sand. Large, transparent fish eggs lay on the beach, surrounded by long v-shaped tracks from the tide. Otis had still been asleep when she left the cabin. In the distance, Sally could see a few perky walkers getting slowly closer, but other than them, the beach was empty. She took a deep breath and her feet, and her entire body suddenly felt like dancing. Oh, the first lessons at the bar. Joy spread through her entire body. First position, second, third. And then: plié, changement, grande battements. It had been a long time, but even now, she could feel the life in every fibre of her body, exactly as she did when she was six years old. She could not help getting in the fourth position. It was just for a short while – and without the arms en Haute, which made her lose her balance and made her chuckle quietly with laughter.

         When she looked down again, she saw it. One more for her collection. A small, water-polished flint with a chalk-embedment. The embedment was shaped like a J.

         There was someone on the dune, by the Sea Room, she realised. It looked like Doctor Black. Her doctor who also happened to be one of their holiday neighbours. She recognised his tall figure and the big, thick hair that neither comb nor grease could get under control. Sally raised her hand to wave at him, but he did not see her. He was gazing over the green-blue sea.

          
   

         “Look what I found,” she said back in the cabin, where Otis was reading the paper in his blue-striped pyjamas.

         “Mhm,” he said and sent her a quick look.

         “It’s nice. Isn’t your collection getting quite big?”

         “I don’t know. I have many letters — fewer with numbers. I think the number-ones are rarer. Or maybe I’m just not good at spotting them.”

         “Mhm. I made tea.” He pointed to the orange tea cosy.

         She had succeeded in smuggling it into the cabin. The teapot, on the other hand, had been in the house since Otis’ grandparents’ time, and so had the white porcelain with the bright blue flowers.

         “Thank you, Otis,” she said, went over to him and bent down to kiss him on his cheek,

         He turned his head away, just a few millimetres, but she had felt his manoeuvre. She grabbed a few slices of bread and found cheese and milk in the tiny fridge. At the lunch table, she grabbed the paper and pretended to read it.

         Then she put it down.

         “Otis, what’s wrong?”

         He looked up. His face was tight.

         “Nothing,” he answered. “Why do you always think something’s wrong?”

         “You’re rejecting me,” she said quietly.

         “When do I do that?” he puckered his eyebrows.

         “Last night. Just now.”

         He sighed and folded his paper, put it on the table: “You know how I’ve been praying a lot recently. And now God has spoken to me.” He became quiet.

         “And?” she said.

         “I have to abstain for the next two years.”

         “Abstain? But you rarely drink alcohol as it is.”

         “It’s not about alcohol, Sally. I have to be celibate.”

         “Celibate? But why? Your congregation isn’t Catholic. They can’t make you do that.”

         “This has nothing to do with my congregation. This is about God’s plans for me,” Otis answered.

         “But what about our plans?”

         “I can’t defy God,” he answered.

         “How will we…?” she could not finish the sentence.

         “We can do that later.”

         “I’m almost 40.” She felt her eyes getting warm.

         “No, Sally. Stop blubbering,” he said. As usual, his voice was mild, and only his words had gotten sharp. “God comes first. And you knew that when you married me.”

          
   

         After breakfast, she went back to the beach. Otis did not want to come he had to pray again. A few people were swimming, and some were walking. She put her green towel by the dunes and took off her beach dress. She was wearing the white bathing suit under it, and she ran directly to the edge of the water, kicked off her sandals and ran into the breakers. The water was cold, but she clenched her teeth and threw herself into the waves. Patience was a virtue, she thought while she swam along the coastline. And Otis had been patient with her. Her mother-in-law liked to remind her of that often, and her mother had agreed with her. Most women in her generation, ballerinas or not, had given up their work and careers to take care of their homes after getting married. But Otis had accepted her wish to remain a solo dancer after the wedding. He was unusual in that way. Maybe she had to be patient with him now.

         Maybe it did not matter that much. Their erotic life had never been vivacious. She swam back, walked on land. She did not feel patient. She bent down to pick up her sandals and hurried back to her towel. She could feel anger towards Otis stirring inside of her. Maybe running would make it better. Full steam ahead. She knew the area like the back of her hand, and she should have paid more attention. But the thoughts whirled around in her head, and she forgot everything about the almost-buried bunker from WW2 you had to walk around on the beach. Her right big toe banged into the concrete. She lost her footing and fell. Sally gave a sharp and shrill scream when a piece of a broken shell buried itself in her left hand.

         She was immediately back on her feet. It was something ballerinas had to be able to do, and she ran on hoping no one had seen her little accident. Then she saw the blood dripping onto the sand. It did not hurt much, but the blood was running out like a tiny, red waterfall. How would she make it to her towel without leaving a dramatic trail of red after her? She held her hand to the pleated fabric of the bathing suit and suddenly looked like she had been stabbed.

         “Let me help you,” a deep voice sounded close to her.

         She looked up and into the eyes of James Black.

         “You doctors find patients everywhere, don’t you,” she said and tried smiling. He unbuttoned his short-sleeved, white shirt with ease, took it off and wrapped it around her hand.

         “The shirt can be washed. Your hand is more important. Come home with me. We’ll get you fixed up.”
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