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He was a detective, and even though he didn’t know what I knew about the brass bed, he was pretty shrewd. He looked at me levelly and said, “She killed them, all right. I’d bet dollars to dimes on that, but what I can’t make up my mind about is whether you’re what we call an accessory, before or after, or just a guy who’s too special — to her — for his own good.”

He went out then and closed the door. I sat there quietly, feeling a coldness creeping over me, and knowing deep inside myself that he was probably right — that she had killed Kirby for a brass bed, and had killed Sid in order to keep him out of the place in the brass bed that she was saving for me …
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“Maybe,” she said, “we should call it quits.”

“Sure,” I answered over the telephone. “It would just make things a hell of a lot worse.” But I knew she didn’t mean it. “What do you want anyway?” I asked her.

So she told me. “YOU.”

I hadn’t seen her in six weeks, and the six weeks had been hell, especially when I knew she was right around the corner, as close to me as the telephone beside the bed where I was lying. I wanted her with me, wanted her badly, but there was a problem. It may seem to some people that a man and a woman’s seeing each other should not be such a hell of a problem, but it was — because she was married.

And right now — right now she was probably in some other guy’s arms.

I waited for the telephone to ring.

“It’s really very simple. I want you to come over and have a drink with me.”

“Having a drink with you is not a simple matter. It leads to excesses.”

Then she said it: “Are you afraid to see me?”

I took a deep breath. “That’s right,” I said. “I’m afraid.”

And that summer there was plenty to be afraid of. More, even, than I knew when I talked to her then. And a more terrifying summer than I could have imagined….

• • •

The summer that all this happened, I taught a course in medieval history that had something in it about goliards. I didn’t know much about goliards to start with, but I got interested in them. After a while I got the idea that you might be able to write a novel about a goliard that would sell to a lot of people and a book club and maybe to the movies, and so I started on the novel, but it didn’t go very well. It was hot in June and hotter in July, and the students in the class were either very bright kids who wanted to earn a degree in two or three years instead of four, or school teachers who had come in from various places to get revived intellectually and possibly to get also a small raise on next year’s salary for having gone to school in the summer, and all in all, if you want the truth, it was pretty terrible.

The goliards helped a little. They were very interesting, as a matter of fact. I imagine that most people don’t know anything about goliards, which is no great loss either to the goliards or to the people, but anyhow they were mostly twelfth century students and clerics who wrote some nice poetry that you can still read if you’re interested. They also did other things. Some of the things they did best were drinking and shooting craps and making love and raising hell in general, and it was for these reasons that I got the idea that one of them might go well in a novel. There is a prevalent feeling that clerics do not have the same rights in hell-raising as folk who are not clerics, and this would certainly cause a feeling of prejudice against the goliards in certain quarters, but as for me, I found them helpful in a hot summer and quite a relief from bright kids and school teachers.

But even the goliards were no relief from Jolly. I do not intend this as criticism, for you can expect only so much from anyone, even goliards, and I kept thinking about Jolly and wanting to see her, but I didn’t. That was the trouble, of course. Wanting to see her, I mean, and not doing it. Something like that can be very troublesome. I tried to build up a feeling of pride in me about being strong and doing the right thing and all that kind of stuff, but it was pretty sour business and was not successful. I felt more miserable than proud, to tell the truth, especially in the long evenings and at night when I lay on my bed and thought about her in more detail than the days allowed. I went fishing twice with Harvey Griffin and got drunk three times, once with Harvey and twice alone, but I kept right on thinking about Jolly even when I was drunk or fishing, and so I gave up temporarily on both of them. I didn’t try fishing and drinking at the same time, but I doubt if it would have worked any better.

I don’t know why she was called Jolly. I ought to know, but I don’t. I knew her well and had made love to her once, which was in the spring before this summer, but I never learned why she was called Jolly, and I consider this, thinking about it, a very odd thing. Jolly is not a name you would encounter commonly, and it seems like one of the first things you’d find out about a woman would be why she was called that, but I never did, and I can’t explain it. Of the things I did learn about her, some are easy to say, and some are hard, and some are impossible. It is easy to say that she had brown hair and brown eyes and a warm and slender and responsive body, but it would be hard to say why she was so much lovelier than she was, and it would be impossible to say why it broke your heart to look at her. Perhaps it would have been better for me if I had learned to understand the hard things and the impossible things about her. A man is very vulnerable to things he doesn’t understand.

I had not seen her since the first week in June, and here it was the third week in July, and it is reasonable to assume that not seeing someone will get easier as time goes along, but in this case it didn’t. I wondered if she wanted to see me as much as I wanted to see her, and I hoped that she did and knew very well that I ought to be hoping that she didn’t, because if one of us hadn’t given a damn, everything would have been simpler and different.

Ordinarily the marriage thing would be a problem that could be solved in one way or another, though there may be certain unpleasantries in the solution, but when it is complicated by peculiar attitudes like those Jolly was addicted to, it becomes both unsolvable and confusing. She was married to a man named Kirby Craig, and he was a big guy with blond hair that waved, and he played golf and tennis and handball and would have been quite difficult for anyone to whip, and impossible for me. I didn’t want to fight him, anyhow. Whipping him wouldn’t have solved anything, and getting whipped by him would have solved even less from my point of view. I don’t know exactly how he felt about it, but I suspect that he felt otherwise. He sold real estate and was very good at it and had made a lot of money, which was something I had never been able to do because goliards do not pay as well as real estate unless you can put them in a novel with a sexy duchess or something, and even then I doubt seriously that they would pay as much. I might as well admit also that Kirby was pretty handsome, and I could understand how Jolly might have once loved him enough to marry him, so there it is, and I admit it, but I won’t dwell on it.

So there was a problem, and I hadn’t seen her or even telephoned her and was trying to kid myself into feeling good about it. I talked about goliards and other things to bright kids who were in a hurry and to schoolteachers who might possibly get a small raise out of it, and it was no good wanting to see someone and not seeing her, and then all of a sudden I did. It was in the afternoon, and it was hot, and it was, as I said, the third week in July.

I was going upstairs to my apartment, which was a bedroom with a large closet that was euphemistically called a kitchen because it had a small stove and a sink and a refrigerator in it, and on the stairs on the way up I could hear the telephone ringing. I went through the bedroom and into the euphemistic kitchen and got a drink of water at the sink. After drinking the water, which was tepid, I went back into the bedroom, and the telephone was still ringing, so I decided I might as well answer it. I picked it up and said hello, and it was Jolly. I hadn’t heard her voice for a thousand years, not since way back in early June, and it was very good to hear it in one way, and in another way it was very bad, because it wiped out the thousand years in an instant, and everything that had been accomplished in them.

“Hello, hello,” she said.

I sat down on the edge of the bed and said hello again.

“Is that you, Felix?”

“Yes, it’s me.”

“I’ve been ringing and ringing.”

“I know. I could hear you on the way up.”

“Did you just get in?”

“Yes.”

“Isn’t that the luckiest thing? I mean, getting in just in time to answer and all.”

“I don’t know. Is it?”

“Well, it’s like destiny or something. Don’t you think so? Like it’s meant for us not to miss each other.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t think it’s like destiny or something.”

“Really? It seems very much like it to me. You know perfectly well that things just sort of happen to us, Felix. Like that night in early June. Do you remember how things just sort of happened?”

“Yes, I remember, but I don’t want to think about it.”

“Is that so? Really so? I think about it quite often myself.”

“Well, I do too, as a matter of fact, but I don’t want to.”

“Whyever not?”

“I just think it’s better not to.”

“I suppose you’re right, under the circumstances. It’s very tiresome, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is. It’s tiresome as hell.”

“Poor darling. Maybe it would be less tiresome if we quit fighting it.”

“Oh, sure. Less tiresome, maybe, but a hell of a lot worse.”

“You swear so much. Is it necessary to swear?”

“Yes, it is. I’m a little man with glands and an unsolvable problem, and swearing is my only relief. What do you want, Jolly?”

She didn’t answer right away. She said something at the other end of the line, and I could tell that she had turned away from the mouthpiece and was calling to someone there. I couldn’t understand what she said, so I sat on the edge of the bed and listened to the unintelligible and strangely vibrant huskiness of her voice, and after half a minute she turned back to the mouthpiece and me.

“Felix?”

“Yes.”

“What did you say?”

“I asked you what you want.”

So she told me. “You.”

“I don’t mean that,” I said, lying in my teeth.

“Well, it’s really very simple, darling. I want you to come and have a drink with me.”

“Having a drink with you is not simple, Jolly. Seeing you for any reason whatever is not simple. It is complicated and difficult and involves emotional excesses that I do not wish to cope with ever again.”

“Are you afraid to see me?”

“That’s right. Where you are concerned, I am the most miserable coward.”

“We would be very conventional, darling. We would have a drink and talk about impersonal things and maybe shake hands when you leave.”

“I don’t think so.”

“You don’t think we would be conventional?”

“I don’t think I’ll come.”

“Darling, you must come. It’s absolutely essential.”

“Is it? Why?”

“Because Sid and Fran are here drinking martinis, and I am positively unable to stand it any longer.”

“Sid Pollock and Fran Tyler?”

“That’s right. Fran insisted on martinis, and I told her she would have to make them herself, because I’m no good at it. That was her I was speaking to a minute ago. Did you wonder?”

“Not much.”

“Well, it was, anyhow. She had run out of olives and wanted to know where to find some more, and I was telling her. Wouldn’t you like to have a martini?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Darling, are you going to be stubborn?”

“I hope so.”

“Would you like to know how it was that I suddenly decided that I couldn’t stand it any longer?”

“I’d rather not.”

“What I mean is, I was just sitting here with Sid and Fran, and we were drinking these martinis that Fran had made, and Sid was saying something perfectly ridiculous about just having one to be sociable, and all of a sudden it came to me that I couldn’t stand it any longer. It must have been some kind of insight or something, because I’ve been trying very hard not to think about you too much or let it disturb me because of the way you’ve been acting all nasty and virtuous about the way things are, about you and me and the way we really feel and all, and then I had this sudden feeling that I simply had to see you or die. You know?”

“Yes, I know.”

“Have you ever felt that way, darling? About me, I mean. That you simply had to see me or die?”

“Yes. It was an illusion. I didn’t see you, and I didn’t die.”

“Are you trying to make me unhappy?”

“By not dying?”

“You mustn’t joke with me, Felix. I’m much too miserable to be joked with.”

“I’m not joking. I don’t feel at all like joking.”

“Will you come have the martini?”

“No.”

“You may have something else if you’d rather.”

“I’d rather not have anything at all.”

“It would be very proper, darling. How could it be anything but proper with Sid and Fran all over the place?”

“It would not be proper. I’d sit and look at you and listen to your voice and what I’d be thinking would not be proper at all.”

“Thinking doesn’t count. What a person thinks doesn’t make any difference.”

“On the contrary, it makes a great deal of difference. As a man thinketh in his heart, so is he. That’s in the Bible.”

“Really? Well, even if it is, it’s a terrible thing to believe. If we really believed something like that, where would we all be?”

“I don’t know. Just where we are whether we believe it or not, I guess.”

“Wouldn’t you like to see me?”

“Yes, I would like very much to see you.”

“Will you come, then?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“If I came and saw you, I would have to start all over again getting used to not seeing you, and that is something I want to avoid.”

“Perhaps I’ll die after all, even if you don’t think so.”

“You won’t die. You’ll have another martini instead.”

“If I were to die, would you be sorry?”

“Goodbye, Jolly.”

“Really? Really goodbye?”

“Really.”

“All right. Goodbye, then.”

Her voice sounded very small and sad. I hung up and lay back across the bed and wanted to cry. It was hot in the room. It was a very hot July. Third week in July. I tried thinking about goliards in general and about the goliard I was trying to write a novel about in particular, but goliards seemed very dull, whether in general or in particular, even with a sexy duchess thrown in, and after a while I sat up and reached for the phone and called Jolly back.

“Are you dying or having a martini?” I said.

“Right now I’m having a martini,” she said, “but later I may die.”

“Dying is sticky business. You are wise to settle for a martini, and I’ve decided that I would like to have one too.”

“With me?”

“Yes.”

“I’m not at all sure that I still want you.”

“Well, do you or don’t you?”

“I do.”

“In that case, I’ll be right over.”

I hung up again and got off the bed and went downstairs to my Chevvie. The Chevvie was old and tired, and sometimes it ran, and sometimes it didn’t. This time it did, and I drove to Jolly’s in it.
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SHE LIVED on a place. I don’t know why it is that a private street is almost always called a place, but I’ve noticed that it’s true, and it was true of the street that Jolly lived on. You entered the street through a stone gate with fancy ironwork added here and there for effect, and the street itself was a long ellipse. You drove down one side and made a U-turn and came back the other side, and on both sides were houses with a parking between. There were a lot of flowers and shrubs growing on the parking, and in the center was a white stone statue of a naked boy playing a flute, and from the holes in the flute came thin streams of water that went up into the air and down into a wide stone basin that the naked boy was standing in. The water sparkled in the sun and was quite pretty, but all in all the statue made very little sense so far as I could see. All the houses on both sides of the ellipse were big, and the house that Jolly lived in was bigger than some and not so big as others. It was a phony Tudor, with timbers and stuff, and had cost a lot of money.

The front door was open, and the screen was unhooked. I opened the screen and walked down the hall to the entrance to the living room, which was on the left, and I could hear Jolly’s voice in the living room. She sounded angry. I turned through the entrance into the room, and there were some dark beams overhead that probably didn’t support anything, and facing me in a chair was Fran Tyler with her legs crossed and a martini in her hand and an absorbed expression on her face. She had a lot of leg, and it was all good. This was very fortunate, because her face was long and mulish with prominent teeth, and so the legs had quite a bit to make up for. They did a pretty good job of it though. On the strength of her legs she got along extremely well, and there were times when her face didn’t seem to have much importance one way or another.

She was looking at Jolly and Sid, and Sid was standing so that I could see his face over Jolly’s shoulder, but all I could see of Jolly was her back, which was very much worth the seeing, so far as that goes. She was wearing a white sheath dress without any shoulders, and her skin was brown from the sun, and her legs were just as good as Fran’s, if not better, and it was pretty obvious that she didn’t have much, if anything, under the dress. I couldn’t see her face, as I said, but I remembered from other times that it was a good face with eyes a little long and cheeks slightly hollow, and as a matter of fact it wasn’t good at all, it was perfect, it was the loveliest face in the world. That was one big difference between Jolly and Fran, among others. On legs they may have been in a dead heat, depending on your prejudices, but when it came to faces, Jolly was way out in front and no question about it.

This was more than you could say for Sid’s face, even if you were a woman and had a bias toward men’s faces as opposed to other women’s. At its best it was only so-so as faces go, and at this moment it was not at its best. It was red and glossy, as if he’d been working up a sweat in a steam bath, and I could see that he was angry and had been hurt by something Jolly had said to him, which is just another way of saying that he was sullen. Whatever it was Jolly had said, he was doing his best to take it like a gentleman, and he was practically certain to succeed in this because being a gentleman was very important to him, and whenever his Id and his Ego got to raising hell with each other, you could count on his Ego coming out on top every time.

Fran saw me and smiled and waved her martini glass at me.

“Sid says he’s a social drinker,” she explained, “and Jolly says social drinkers are pigs.”

Jolly had a black eye. When she turned around I could see it, and it was probably the most beautiful black eye I had ever seen up to that time or have seen since. From a deep blue-black, it shaded outward to a shining purple on her cheek bone.

“So they are,” Jolly said. “Social drinkers are pigs.”

“Why?” Sid said reasonably. “Tell me why in God’s name social drinkers are pigs.”

“Yes,” I said. “I’d like to know myself. Why are social drinkers pigs?”

“They are,” Jolly said. “They’re absolute pigs.”

“You just keep repeating it,” Sid said. “You don’t say why.”

“It should be perfectly apparent why.”

“Well, it’s not apparent. It’s not apparent at all.”

Jolly walked over to me suddenly and kissed me, which meant nothing much in itself, because she frequently kissed all kinds of people.

“Hello, darling,” she said. “I was so upset by this pig that I almost forgot.”

“I am not a pig,” Sid said.

“Of course you’re a pig. You just said so.”

“I didn’t. I said I’m a social drinker, that’s all I said.”

“It’s the same thing. A social drinker is a pig.” She appealed to me. “Darling, don’t you think a social drinker is a pig?”

“Well,” I said, “I came in late and may have missed something. Why don’t you just explain it to us?”

“Certainly. I’ll be happy to explain it. A social drinker is someone who drinks your liquor when he doesn’t even like it or really want it, and he thinks he’s doing you a big favor by being compatible or something.” She glared at Sid, and her black eye gave her a very ferocious look. “Fran likes liquor. Felix does too. And here you are with your damn sense of sociability drinking it up from someone who would enjoy it. Who the hell do you think you are to be taking the liquor right out of Felix and Fran’s mouths? The truth is, you’re not a who at all. You’re a what, that’s what. You’re a pig.”

It was a devastating display of logic, and I was very relieved because now I could be on Jolly’s side logically as well as emotionally. Sid looked at her with his mouth open, and Fran looked at her with a kind of awe, and after a moment Sid lifted the martini he was holding and poured it into his open mouth.

“By God, that was wonderful!” Fran said. “Besides all that other nice stuff, this girl has brains!”

“Yes,” I said. “Sometimes it frightens you a little.”

“Just the same,” Sid said, “I am not a pig.”

“Oh, please don’t be so stubborn,” Jolly said angrily. “It has been explained to you quite clearly that you are a pig, and you just keep saying that you’re not.”

“All right, all right,” he said. “I’m sorry I drank the God-damn martini.”

“You needn’t swear,” she said. “It isn’t necessary to swear.”

“You swore. You said I have a damn sense of sociability, and you asked me who the hell I think I am.”

“That’s different. I had sufficient provocation. I only swear when there is sufficient provocation.”

“Don’t you think I have any provocation, for God’s sake?”

“Provocation! You? You behave like a pig and persist in denying it, and for some strange reason you seem to think this gives you the right to swear at other people. I simply can’t understand how your mind works, Sid. You must be paranoid or something.”

“Well, I give up. I absolutely give up.”

“That’s a sensible attitude. Now you are being reasonable. Why don’t you just pour yourself another martini and behave decently?”

“No, thanks,” he said bitterly. “I have no wish to be a bigger pig than I’ve already been.”

“Oh, I have no objection to your being a pig. I just don’t want you to deny it. It’s for your own good, you know. Everyone should face reality. That’s what all the psychologists say, and it’s true. If you persist in denying things, you wind up with a lot of repressions and things, and it’s very bad for you.”

“How about me?” I said. “Do I get a drink?”

“Darling, I’m so sorry.” Jolly was contrite. “Can you ever forgive me?”

“If you will give me the drink, I’ll see about it,” I said.

“Of course. Is there some left in the shaker, Fran?”

“Yes,” Fran said, “there’s quite a lot left.”

She uncrossed her legs and stood up and began to pour a martini for me, and I went over to get it. Jolly turned on Sid again.

“I hope you’re satisfied,” she said. “You’ve positively made me forget all my manners.”

Sid opened his mouth to say something, but then he must have considered the possible consequences, and he closed his mouth again and came over to get another martini for himself. I had the feeling that he wasn’t getting this one just to be sociable.

“The trouble is,” Fran said, “Sid’s in love with Jolly. He subconsciously enjoys having her give him hell about things. It’s a pleasure to him, I mean. I wonder if it’s a sexual pleasure. I’ve been wondering about that, and I’d like to know. Is it a sexual pleasure, Sid?”

“Cut it out, Fran,” Sid said.

“I’m only asking for information. I really feel very clinical about it. Sort of like Kinsley.”

“Kinsey,” Jolly said.

“Really? Is it Kinsey? I thought it was Kinsley.”

“No, it’s Kinsey. I’m quite sure of that.”

“Well, anyhow, I’d like to know. Is it, Sid?”

“Cut it out,” Sid said.

Fran poured another martini for herself and drank some of it. While she was drinking, she stared at Sid judicially.

“You know,” she said, “I believe this is significant. Your refusing to answer, I mean. I ask you a scientific question, and you refuse to answer. It shows that, under all that pretense of drinking to be congenial and everything, you are really quite antisocial. It is the duty of every good citizen nowadays to be scientific, and anyone who refuses is surely antisocial.”

Jolly was looking at Sid with interest. She looked as if she might be inclined to forgive him a little for being a social drinker.

“Are you in love with me, Sid?” she said. “It simply never occurred to me.”

“Of course he’s in love with you,” Fran said. “He’s simply wallowing in the filthy stuff. Couldn’t you tell? Actually couldn’t you? Even from the way he keeps looking at you and following you around and everything? It’s really rather disgusting, if you want to know the truth. Take the way he got so angry and all about your black eye. Didn’t you think that was really rather disgusting?”

“Speaking of the eye,” I said to Jolly, “I’ve been wondering about it.”

She smiled happily and touched it proudly with finger tips.

“Isn’t it beautiful?”

“It certainly is. It’s the most beautiful one I’ve ever seen. Where did you get it?”

“Kirby gave it to me. We were discussing something, and all at once he hit me right in the eye.”

She turned up a palm and made a fist and smacked the fist into the palm. “Pow!” she said.

“What were you discussing?” I said.

“I don’t quite remember. It must be that it sort of knocked it right out of my head when he socked me. Anyhow, it was apparently something that annoyed him.”

“Apparently. Did he knock you down?”

“Yes, he did. On the bed, that is. If the bed hadn’t been there, I’d have gone right down on the floor. I didn’t lose consciousness, though. I’m rather proud of that. It shows I’m pretty tough. I dare say lots of women would have simply blacked out.”

“Did it hurt?”

“Oh, it hurt, all right, but I didn’t cry. I believe that annoyed Kirby even more than what I must have said to make him do it. Are you angry about it?”

“I don’t think so. I don’t seem to be.”

“I don’t know that I like that. I think I would prefer that you be a little angry. Nothing excessive and disgusting like Sid, of course, but maybe just a little.”

“I’m sorry. I’ll keep thinking about it, and maybe after a while I’ll begin to get angry.”

“All right. All I ask is that you do your best.”

“It was beastly,” Sid said. “No one but a beast would hit a woman like that. He ought to be thrashed.”

Fran and Jolly turned on him simultaneously.

“Oh, please don’t start being disgusting again,” Fran said.

“Who the hell do you think you are,” Jolly said, “to be wanting my husband thrashed? Don’t you think a husband has the right to hit his wife in the eye now and then without having you try to interfere?”

“Besides,” Fran said, “why couldn’t you say beat up or kicked in the teeth or something sensible? Thrashed, for God’s sake! It makes you sound like a fairy or something.”

“When I want you to thrash Kirby for hitting me in the eye, I’ll let you know,” Jolly said.

“All right, all right,” Sid said.

Fran tried to pour another martini, but there wasn’t any left, and so she started putting gin and vermouth into the shaker. She was very good at it. She had gotten so good that she could measure the proportions with only her eye. It was her right eye that she used. She closed her left one and used the right one somewhat as if she were looking through a telescope.

“This conversation is getting dull,” she said. “Every time you get into a conversation, Sid, it immediately begins getting dull. I think it would be exciting to talk about Felix for a change. What have you been doing with yourself, Felix?”

“I’ve been teaching bright kids and schoolteachers about goliards,” I said.

“Seriously? I’m afraid that doesn’t sound so exciting after all. You are being a big disappointment to me, Felix.”

“Well, the kids and the schoolteachers aren’t much, I’ll admit, but the goliards are pretty exciting.”

“Do you mean it? Really exciting? What are they?”

“Not are. Were. They were mostly twelfth century clerics and students in the universities.”

“What’s so exciting about students in universities? What I’d like to know is, why should twelfth century students be more exciting than twentieth century students? You just said your own students aren’t so much, and it seems very unlikely to me that twelfth century students were any better.”

“From the standpoint of being interesting, they were much better. They wrote poetry about drinking and gambling and having love affairs.”

“Well, why didn’t you say so? I’ll agree that this puts a different light on the matter. Why are they called goliards?”

“They were supposed to have had a leader named Golias, but it is generally understood that Golias was a mythical figure. Some of the poetry is pretty good.”

“Is it all about drinking and love and stuff like that?”

“Mostly. They wandered around a lot, and there are some about how nice it was out on the open road and all that, and there are a few parodies of sacred hymns.”

“You say some of these goliards were clerics? Doesn’t that mean priests or something?”

“Yes.”

“That’s what I thought, and it seems to me very odd that they should have written that kind of poetry. I’m not at all sure that they should have done it.”

“I don’t agree,” Jolly said. “I think it’s very nice that they wrote poetry about drinking and love, especially if it has turned out to be interesting to Felix, but what I think was wrong is that they wrote parodies of sacred hymns. I’m very reverent myself, and I don’t think it was right to write parodies of sacred hymns.”

“Some of them are pretty vulgar,” I said.

“You see? Vulgar parodies of sacred hymns. That wasn’t right.”

“Could you recite one of the vulgar parodies?” Fran said.

“I don’t want to hear it,” Jolly said.
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