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One

 
… and the town sat in the lush hills of the Finger Lakes, sat like an unsightly red pimple on the soft, white back of some sultry and voluptuous woman.

 — FROM Population 12,360



ROBERTA SHAGLAND parked her Volkswagen on Genesee Street, the town’s main thoroughfare. She parked in front of The Book Mart. Beside her on the seat was a cellophane-wrapped novel from the Mart’s lending library. It was this book which had come like a sudden avalanche on Cayuta, New York, leaving its populace shaken and angry; this book which had put Cayutians under some merciless microscope, like a community of wiggling amoebas, swimming in stagnancy. It was the woman who wrote this book whom Roberta Shagland hated, and her name was Gloria Wealdon.

Miss Shagland picked the book up and rubbed her fingers along the cellophane, along the author’s name, as though with that motion she could rub out the name.GLOR-I-A first — rubbed out — thenWeal-don. Next, the title:POPULATION 12,360…. That would leave just the blurb above the title: “… a searing novel of a small town by a daring new writer.” She ran her thumb across those words, then dropped the book in her tote bag on the Volkswagen’s floor. For a moment, she sat behind the wheel watching the people pass back and forth on Genesee…. How many of them were hurt by Gloria Wealdon’s novel; how many angry, amused, disgusted? As much as she wanted to ponder this, she found she was able only to think of Milo Wealdon, Gloria’s husband — big, good-looking, strong, gentle Müo — and of the way he had been maligned in the book.

Miss Shagland had arrived in Cayuta in the middle of January, five months ago. She had come to fill the post left vacant by the sudden demise of Cayuta High’s dietician. A farm-born, awkward and shy woman nearing the end of her twenties, she had come from a horribly confused settlement on the outskirts of ever-expanding Syracuse, New York. It was a settlement that was ugly and treeless and smelly, with the noise and odor and look of growing industry. She had hated the greasy diners near there, the half-dozen used car lots, the junkyard, the smoke, and the new, new — everything about them new — ranch house developments that were all alike — little lawns, hugging the highway, pink or bright blue or lemon yellow, within walking distance of the shopping center with its sleek A&P, drugstore, Five & Ten. Modern and young and obvious and vulgar.

She had come from there to Cayuta in dead winter, so that it did not look as fabulous and amazing as it did now in May, but she had known what Cayuta would look like. In her imagination she had undressed those great hills of their snow like an eager lover in his erotic fantasies; and she had with dreamer’s kisses put the blush of color to all the trees and brush surrounding. She had known that Cayuta would be like so many of the lakeside cities in the Finger Lakes, hiding behind and between huge green mounds. A sudden surprise of glinting blue water, church spires, farm houses dotting the approach; then the city limits sign, the tall Victorian houses with their peaked gables making the new ones in between seem squat and crazy-modern; the immense Norway maples and horse chestnuts ticking the green soft long lawns; and the sprinklers now, turned on at summer’s near-beginning, and at the lake the boats being scraped and painted, their sails airing; all of it — Cayuta. How had Milo Wealdon put it?

“Cayuta,” he had said, “is like a perennial plant. Some plants — the annuals and the biennials — are pretty for a while, but they change and die. Towns are like that too. Cayuta’s not. It’s like a perennial — it stays. It dies down in the winter, but renews its growth again in the spring.”

Milo Wealdon was the physical education teacher at Cayuta High where Roberta Shagland was dietician. Even though she knew him very, very slightly, Miss Shagland knew he was different from any man she had ever met. When he spoke (just those few times, just those precious few times) it was like a poet speaking; still, her nose came just to the level of the huge muscle on his arm, and she had seen him once outside the gym, near the lockers, in shorts, and she had trembled to notice his build; and she had thought about how much a man he looked…. She had thought about that quite a lot.

As if to force the subject from her mind that morning, Roberta Shagland jerked up the Volkswagen’s door handle and got out. The suddenness of her movement caused her to hit her head, and her own “Damn!” made her feel naughty and slightly sophisticated, but she was neither of these. She slipped a dime into the parking meter and walked toward The Book Mart; and she did not even have to look closely at the window to know that there was only one book on display. Twenty-five, thirty, fifty — how many copies of that one book arranged every which way?

She nearly collided with an elderly woman standing near the entrance. A parent. She recognized old Mrs. Waterhouse from out on Grove Street, who still came to P.T.A. meetings though all her children were well into their thirties and had children of their own.

They said hello, but Mrs. Waterhouse had something to add, and Roberta Shagland turned to listen. “I beg your pardon?” she said. “I didn’t hear you.”

“I said if Miss Dare was still with the Mart a thing like this would never have happened.”

“You mean the window display.”

“Miss Dare had taste.”

“I never knew her,” said Miss Shagland.

“She was a fine girl. She wouldn’t have kept that woman’s book in stock!”

Roberta Shagland had often heard Gloria Wealdon described as “That Woman” since the novel’s publication. “That Woman,” Cayutians said, as though her name was a strange one to their ears; as though her name were not worth remembering — the way an irate wife might refer to her husband’s mistress, or the local chapter of the Women’s Temperance Union might identify a female barfly. Gloria Wealdon’s name was as well known to Cayutians as cod to Boston, steel to Pittsburgh. It was not a strange name to many outside Cayuta either. People “out of touch” might not have heard the name — pedants, coal miners, expatriates who had suddenly returned from abroad and who wanted to know if she was a murderess, a television star or what? — but most everyone else in the country knew that Gloria Wealdon was synonymous with sex and money, that she had written a novel which theTimes had called “a feverishly inept exposé of a festering small town,” and that it was selling like knishes in the Catskills.

“I don’t know why anyone would waste their time on such trash,” said old Mrs. Waterhouse.

Roberta Shagland’s tote bag felt suddenly enormously heavy. “Yes,” she murmured. “It mustn’t be a very worthwhile book.”

“When Miss Dare ran The Book Mart, she sold literature. Now look.” Mrs. Waterhouse waved her hand at the display. “Trash!”

“Goodbye, Mrs. Waterhouse,” said Roberta Shagland.

Mrs. Waterhouse nodded, still standing before the window, shaking her head and mumbling angrily.

Inside the Mart, the clerk beamed at Miss Shagland when he saw her take the book from her bag. “We’ve been waiting for this!” he said. “We have a waiting list as long as Genesee Street!”

“I’m sorry if I kept people waiting.”

She was not sorry at all. She felt sorry for Milo Wealdon, and if she had kept other Cayutians from reading his wife’s descriptions of him, she was glad.

The clerk said, “We just got a whole new order of the book in, but you know how people are. People don’t want to buy anything they can borrow for a few cents a day.”

“Yes,” Roberta Shagland said.

“I’m not casting any aspersions on you, Miss Shagland. Don’t get me wrong. On a schoolteacher’s pay, I don’t blame you if you don’t buy books.”

“I buy books. Some books.”

“I always put my foot in my mouth. I didn’t mean anything like that.”

“I just wouldn’t buy this book.”

“It’s pretty exciting though, isn’t it? I mean, someone from right here in Cayuta writing — ” but when he saw that Roberta Shagland was not indicating any enthusiasm, he did not bother to finish the sentence. He took a piece of paper and began to figure.

When he was finished, he looked embarrassed.

“You’ve had this out for some time, Miss Shagland.”

“I know.”

“It seems a shame.”

“Well, how much do I owe you?”

“You had it for ninety-three days, Miss.”

“And that comes to?”

“It comes to $2.79, Miss,” said the clerk. “I mean, youcould have bought it, just about.”

When Roberta Shagland handed him the three dollars, her hands were trembling. The hiccups came while she was waiting for her change. Unable to bear it, she left the Mart.

“What’s the matter with her?” the clerk said. “She wasn’t even in the book!”

A man buying greeting cards said, “Maybe that’s what’s the matter with her.”


Two

 
‘What’s the matter with Miles?”

“Listen,” she said. “I don’t love him. I can’t stand him. And the frosting on the cake is that he’s lousy in bed!”

 — FROM Population 12,360



MILO WEALDON stood by the kitchen sink in the small, sky-blue, split-level house on Alden Avenue. He watched his wife hurry along the well-worn shortcut through the fields behind their house. She was on her way to their neighbors, the Fultons. For a coffee klatsch with Fern, she’d said. He had mumbled something about the fact two people couldn’t have a klatsch; a klatsch meant three people or more.

“Jealous because you weren’t asked along?” she’d said.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” he’d said, “I’m just telling you what a klatsch is. Look it up in the dictionary.”

Gloria had laughed. “You look it up. I’m in a rush.”

He couldn’t find it in the dictionary. He had been so eager to prove to himself that he was right, that he had run for the Webster’s while Gloria was putting her coat on. Now while he watched her go along the path behind their house, he was angry with himself for having tried to find out the definition for klatsch. What did it matter? Why, again, had he been goaded into pettiness?

He continued to watch her until she was out of sight. She had her hair done up in socks — his old ones — and she wore one of his freshly-laundered white shirts, though he had asked herplease, if she had to wear his shirts, to wear one of the colored ones. The pants were her own, old black frontier pants, which were rapidly being disowned by her hips, thighs and buttocks. As sloppy as she was, Gloria did not like gaining weight. She counted her calories now; she only had 1,000 calories a day thatshe knew about. Milo’s lips tipped in a grin as he recalled fixing her coffee that morning. He had not used saccharin the way she’d thought. He had used two teaspoons of sugar.

• • •

On her feet, Gloria wore those ugly boats — her space shoes, which she had discovered in New York City. They looked grotesque to Milo; prehistoric. His dentist wore them too. Until Gloria had come home with a pair, Dr. Saperstein was the only person in Cayuta, New York, to own them. Milo could not forget that the first time he had ever seen them on Saperstein he had thought that they made good sense. Your feet needed room. Your feet could get like houseplants that are cooped up in containers that don’t give the roots room to grow in. Such plants become pot-bound. Milo had had some Rosary Peas die on him, because he hadn’t given the roots room. He had felt as bad about that as another man might feel about starving a dog…. After Saperstein showed Milo his shoes, Milo had written down the address of a place where they were sold in Syracuse, New York. He had kept it in his wallet for months, before he had decided they were too expensive. When Gloria had unpacked her pair, Milo had explained in a contemptuous way that she had been taken in again; he had said you’ll believeanything, won’t you, Glo! Any old thing anyone comes along and tells you.Space shoes, migod!

• • •

His mood that Saturday morning in mid-May was striped with rancor on the one hand, clemency on the other. Since her sudden success as a novelist, Gloria seemed to take even more pride than usual in her unkempt appearance. What was the sense in being a success if you were going to look like something the cat dragged home? That was something he couldn’t figure out. He thought somehow Gloria would return from her publicity trip with a whole new wardrobe. He expected black silk dresses, cuckoo hats with dippy feathers on them, jewelry, maybe even a fur. He should have known better. For her photograph on the book jacket, Gloria had worn the same outfit she was wearing this morning; and when he had picked upThe Cayuta Citizen one evening three weeks ago, Glo’s picture had confronted him on page three. It was a U.P. news photo of her press conference in a suite at the Waldorf. She was wearing a mannish trench coat, over a pair of Milo’s old blue-and-white-striped Orion pajamas. Underneath the photograph there was a caption:


The uninhibited authoress of Population 12,360says she wrote her book for laughs. But reports from her home town indicate few people think it’s funny!



Milo’s fury was always arrested by certain scenes that flashed across the screen of his memory; the pitiful incidents of the past, which belied the present. He remembered how he used to fold Glo in his arms and rock her like a small child, to reassure her after she returned from an afternoon of bridge at Fern Fulton’s — usually with one of her stomach aches which overtook her whenever she felt inferior.

“I’m just not like them, Milo,” she would sob.

“Pay them no attention, honey.”

“My clothes are all wrong, my hair, everything!”

“I like the way you — ”

“I wear the same things they do, but I look — washed-out, colorless, plain!”

“Do you want to know something, Glo?” Milo would say. “When I was staking out our grounds here, I chose those hornbeam hedges because the tulips would be lost without them. The tulips need something substantial to back them up. Do you understand what I’m saying, Glo? Season after season I’ve seen the flowers come and go, but the plain old ordinary hedge stays. You can count on it; and the hedge doesn’t need the tulips, remember that. The tulips need the hedge for contrast, but the hedge doesn’t need — ”

“Oh, for the love of Christ, shut up, Milo!”

“If you’d listen, you’d see that — ”

“That I was nothing but a plain old ordinary hedge, Milo?”

It was the only way he knew how to philosophize — by talking in terms of the things in life he loved. His gardening; his collection of saints, which he sculptured out of Ivory soap and preserved with Krylon spray enamel; and sometimes, too, the world of sport, though he thought of that more as his vocation than his avocation.

He had become interested in gardening after his marriage to Gloria, but the saints had fascinated him ever since he was in the navy. A shipmate of his, Dacky Kent, a robust, intelligent comedian with aspirations for the priesthood, had entertained him through many long and perilous voyages, telling him stories about famous and infamous saints. Milo used to appreciate particularly Dacky’s ability to see the humor in many of the saints’ lives; in fact, the first soap sculpture Milo had ever done had been that of Saint Elizabeth of Hungary. Dacky had told him about her during that ironic trip to the Aleutians, when the ship was carrying rations for the troops and the food served on board was stomach-crying skimpy. Through long watches when both of them yearned to break into the hold and devour the precious cargo, Dacky told how St. Elizabeth gave so bountifully to the poor that she starved her own household. One day her husband met her going out with her apron filled with something heavy, and he demanded to know what she was carrying. She had told him she was merely taking flowers to the poor — and God had converted the loaves of bread in her apron into flowers, to save the lie. Milo whittled out a meticulous likeness of the saint as he saw her, before the miracle. Dacky raved at his craftsmanship, and howled when he saw the tiny soap loaves in the saint’s apron. Before they reached the Aleutians, Dacky made tiny, intricate paper roses, so that one evening when Milo opened his locker he found his Elizabeth carrying flowers in her apron.

After that, Milo made other soap sculptures, all saints. Dacky made a bet with him that before Milo could whittle out the thirty-seven saints of diseases and ills, the eighty-three saints of cities, nations and places, and the ninety-three specialist saints for tradesmen, children, wives, idiots and children, Dacky would be back in mufti, wearing his collar backward. When Dacky was killed years later in an automobile accident, he was in his second year of study for the priesthood. Milo had just finished sculpturing Saint Blaise, saint of sore throats, number thirty-two of diseases and ills…. Now, Milo was all the way to the brewers’ saint, Florian. He had one hundred thirty-one sculptures, and he knew quite a lot about sainthood.

• • •

At first, during their marriage, Gloria had seemed to enjoy the stories of the saints. During their courtship, too, she had given the promise of sharing Milo’s hobby with him. Gloria had always been a very insecure person, and in the beginning, when they met on the Cornell campus and began going to The Ivy for beers, they had seemed an unlikely couple, even to themselves. In those days, Milo wasit. Track star, football hero, DKE, big, smiling, handsome — he was a catch. Gloria had never made a sorority. She pretended she had chosen to be an Independent; pretended to scorn the close-knit little coterie of Kappas, Pi Phi’s, or Tri Delts, but Milo had been told by his fraternity brothers that she had gone through rush week and hadn’t made it. Milo’s fraternity brothers were always criticizing her: her looks (she was very skinny in those days, and as sloppy as ever); her rowdy “hail-fellow-well-met” personality, which soured whatever remaining semblance of femininity she had; and her almost defiant, angry mood switches, which led her to pound you heartily on the back in one turn and snarl sullenly at you in the other.

• • •

Milo himself was slightly amazed at his own persistence in dating Glo. He would tell himself that he was simply going to ask her to see a movie with him “sometime next week” (maybe because he felt she needed him: he could dothat much, couldn’t he?) and then he would find himself actually cajoling her to be his date for the DKE hop. He, Milo Wealdon, one of the most popular men on campus, beggingher to let him take her out! He had read once something that H. L. Mencken had written, something about winking at a homely girl if you wanted to remember him. Was it Mencken’s epitaph? Whatever it was, Milo remembered that much, and when he first saw Gloria, he was compelled to pay special attention to her. She was standing off to one side, in a crowd at Willard Straight Hall. She seemed little and left over, and terribly nervous and embarrassed, and Milo had gone over to her and begun asking her questions, telling her anecdotes, making a fuss over her. Why?

• • •

And why, after that, had he kept on calling her, waiting outside classrooms for her,imploring her (yes, that was what it had been) to see him? She seemed no more flattered by his attentions than the most beautiful, popular, sought-after campus queen, and probably, Milo realized, a lot less. Over and over she complained to him about her inadequacies, and yet the fact that he said repeatedly that he liked her and everything about her never seemed to make her feel better. In a very subtle way his reassurances seemed only to make him appear all the more a fool in her eyes. As though she were saying: Well, all right, I know I’m no bargain, and if you’re too dumb to see that, then you’re no bargain either.

In a way, sandwiched between their gradual getting used to one another, between the rare moments when they would laugh together, say casual endearments, and eventually neck in the back seat of Milo’s old Plymouth, there was an uncanny unfitness about them as a couple. Even physically. Their noses were always colliding in an embrace; she would laugh just as Milo was about to kiss her, and his lips would be bruised by her teeth. They were clumsy on the dance floor, though with anyone else Milo was an excellent dancer. Even alone, when they had conversation, the normal rhythm was lacking: they interrupted each other; they both paused at the same time, so that there were long silences when neither of them could think of what to say, and when thoughts did occur to them, they came simultaneously and resulted in a near-shouting head-on collision. There were other things, too. Milo felt sorry for people Gloria felt were just stupid. Milo would say, “If someone would just give him a chance,” while Gloria would say, “He’s obnoxious, he deserves to be ignored.” Milo was a liberal. He believed in racial equality, and sometimes things he read in the newspaper would make him very angry; things about a race riot, or an example of discrimination — things like that. Whenever he talked about it, Gloria would lash out at him for being in a fraternity Jews couldn’t join; she would call him a hypocrite, and a bigot, and the discussion would end with her malicious and triumphant attack on him, with the issue he had brought up forgotten. Gloria was anti-religion, anti-Republican, anti-management, anti-everything, until Milo found himself more and more reluctant to talk about such matters with her. More and more he kept silent, simply listening, except when Gloria told him about the unfair things that had happened to her — the snubs, the ridicule, all the offenses against her, which were imagined in some cases, in others real. Then Milo would speak gently, compassionately. “You’re just as pretty as other girls, Glo. You just have it in your mind you’re not.” (A lie.) “You did have a rough childhood, and youdid come from pretty poor circumstances, but you had the guts to rise above it, didn’t you? And that’s something.” (The truth.) “You are well-liked, Glo. People like you…. I do need you, honey. Don’t say I don’t need you.” And so it went, falsehoods, truths, words pouring out of him to make her feel better — his arms locking out all the injuries, his mouth kissing away her anxieties. Why?

For a while, in the back seat of the Plymouth, Milo never tried to do more than kiss Glo. She was not particularly passionate, but she seemed to enjoy it when he was. As he experimented more and more, he realized this. He kissed her tenderly and slowly; then roughly, with a bare edge of violence in his manner. He kissed her eyes and her ears and her neck, and he let his tongue slip into her mouth. When there were no more ways left to kiss her, he began to tell her how attractive the rest of her was. She denied this, and he became all the more vehement in his protests. For a period, he seemed to dwell constantly on her lovely bosom, thinking of everything on earth he could compare it with, as he pressed her close to him. It seemed to anger her, until he felt he must prove that he meant it by fondling her. The only reason he had never tried before was that he was slightly old-fashioned. He did not think it was fair to a girl. He did not like men who took advantage of women.

Tortured by a suspicion that Gloria would never believe his well-meant compliments about her breasts until he paid her the supreme compliment of going up under her sweater in a moment of passion, Milo abandoned his moral concepts. What happened then completely shocked him. Before he knew what had happened, two pieces of foam rubber whipped him in the eye.

“Here!” she screamed at him. “That’s all you want anyway! Now for God’s sake, leave me alone!”

He was left sitting in the old Plymouth by himself, with a pair of falsies on his lap.

It was that incident which had inspired Milo’s first gift to Gloria — his sculpture of Saint Lucy. He wrote a little note to accompany the present:


This is Lucy. She’s the patron saint for those afflicted in the eyes. She’s supposed to have lived in Syracuse, and to have suffered martyrdom there about 303. There was a nobleman who wanted to marry her. She was supposed to be very beautiful; her eyes particularly were beautiful. The nobleman kept telling her so, until one day she tore out her eyes saying: “Now let me live to God.” Her day is December 13th. Will you marry me, or am I stuck with the falsies the way the nobleman was stuck with Lucy’s eyes?



His proposal was accepted.

Gloria still kept Saint Lucy under a small glass globe on the bureau in their bedroom.

• • •

After their marriage, Gloria had genuinely tried to change. She had a permanent wave, and she took care buying clothes. Whenever they entertained, she fixed new dishes and fussed throughout the evening, hurrying to empty ashtrays, refresh drinks, put pillows behind the guests’ backs, trying to say and do the right thing and look the right way. It was overdone — the permanent, the clothes, the hostessing — all of it. They lived in the town Milo was raised in, so that Glo was a newcomer. Milo had never thought of Cayuta as being an unfriendly community, but it soon seemed that way — from Gloria’s vantage point. His friends were as disinclined to accept her as his fraternity brothers had been. Her failure to win their acceptance hurt him deeply. At the same time, he wished Glo could just relax, just not try so damnably hard to be liked.

He got his wish. Eventually she stopped trying altogether. She went out of her way to dress like some kind of hoyden years younger than herself. She wore blue jeans and flannel shirts (hanging outside her pants) and she cut her hair and combed it in some crazy way that made her look as though she had been caught in a wind tunnel. No make-up. No embellishments of any kind. She was just there; take her or leave her. Milo sensed what she was trying to tell Cayuta:Icould be attractive if I wanted to be, but I couldn’t care less — not about any of you! It was along about this same time that she began aspiring to the arts: first oil paints, until she tired of cleaning out the brushes, only to start again at her miserable, glaringly-poor efforts; then the guitar (her fingers weren’t long enough, she complained — you have to have very long fingers); and, ultimately, writing.

• • •

She had worked hard on that novel. No one knew that better than Milo. She had sat at that typewriter like someone driven, day after day, and sometimes far into the early morning.

“I’ll show them,” she would say.

“Show them what, Glo?”

He needn’t have asked. He had seen Fern Fulton’s condescending smiles directed at Glo at parties, seen them and resented them, and yet, how many times had he himself flinched inwardly when Glo said something like “Oh, sperry-grass, with that old Dutch sauce Holland days,” at a dinner when asparagus was served, or “Where’s the wash rag and soap,” when a finger bowl was placed before her. And could he ever forget that afternoon at the Cayuta Country Club when Min Stewart had bent over to retrieve a glove she had dropped and Gloria had goosed her? Min Stewart, Cayuta’s formidable septuagenarian social lioness…. It was no mystery to anyone why Min had kept Glo out of the Cayuta Ladies Birthday Club. There was not a soul in Cayuta who believed Min’s excuse that there were already too many members in the club whose birthdays were in January. Perhaps Glo’s major forte was her devastating ability to choose the most inappropriate, unpardonable thing to do or say at a social gathering. Milo still blushed to recall the chicken-in-the-pot supper at Second Presbyterian church, when Glo had excused herself during the soup course with the announcement: “When you gotta go, you gotta go.” She had followed that vulgarity by glancing across the table at Jay Mannerheim, Cayuta’s new psychoanalyst, and saying, “I suppose my toilet training was lousy!”

“I’ll show them I’m somebody,” Glo had vowed. “I’ll write a book that’ll make their ears burn!”

While Gloria pounded the typewriter, Milo did another sculpture. It was of Saint Agatha, patron saint of the arts, and Milo took exceptional care with this one. He hoped it would be placed at the other end of their bureau in the bedroom, opposite Saint Lucy. When he presented it to Glo, she said, “You’d like me to be a martyr, wouldn’t you, Milo? You’d like it if I was an old piece of soap that you could coat with plastic and put on the shelf beside the other ones? Saint Agatha, huh?” she had snickered, and then snapped the sculpture in half, leaving it there on the cardtable where she worked, beside the ashtray of cigarette butts and the wads and wads of wrinkled typing paper.

• • •

That was the night Milo got that splitting headache, the first one he had ever had in his life. It was the same night he had accidentally spilled the scalding tea on Glo, after he had prepared it to dissolve the aspirins faster and tripped carrying it across to his chair.

He supposed, too, it was the night he had first thought of his plot for revenge. Those headaches came more and more frequently after that, and each time the plot thickened. It was the only relief for the pain….

• • •

Glancing down at the dirty breakfast dishes stacked in the sink that morning, Milo Wealdon sighed. He raised his fingers to his lips, and sucked in smoke from his near-spent morning cigarette. Revenge was a strange word for a man like Milo to have in his vocabulary. It was as unlikely as “hate,” or “greed,” or “lust,” or “evil.” Words like that had always been meaningless to him, applicable only to situations he was unconnected with. Yet today, the word revenge loomed larger than any other. Today was the day, wasn’t it? Again, he sighed.

At thirty-six he was in excellent form. His long body was strong and hard and agile. He was proud of the fact that he looked the way an instructor in Physical Education ought to look and usually didn’t. It was perhaps the only conceit he had left, his physique, and it played no small part in his revenge. At one time he had entertained the thought that his curly brown hair, his pug nose, and his round brown eyes lent his countenance the same youthful handsomeness his body exhibited, but Gloria had called a halt on that fantasy. In her novel she had described him asA Hercules from the neck down, and a runny-nosed bull dog from the neck up, with eyes as lusterless as the eyes of a fish on the end of a hook.
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