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	A Summer Place

	By Sloan Wilson





	For Elise





	Part One

	No Trespassing





	Chapter One

	PINE ISLAND, Maine, thrust itself out of the sea like a huge medieval castle. There it stood, the only island in sight, with its Gothic cliffs defying the combers rolling in across the North Atlantic. The question of how it got there teased the mind. By the look of it, there must have been some explosion underground or a collision of massive forces which cast up this one island and left it as a frieze of violence. Although some of the narrow meadows in the interior were good for sheep, and the water in the pond was sweet, the mountains were dangerous. Beautiful in silhouette against the sky, they beckoned picnickers to attempt their paths, but often in a storm there was a roar of loose rock and the trees bowed down before an avalanche. Old John Hunter warned all visitors that this was no place for summer climbers.

	The island sloped from east to west. It was about fifteen miles long, and on the south end there was a small harbor used by fishing boats and yachts. On one side of this harbor was the Hulberts’ boathouse, and on the other side was a long wharf owned by the Hunter family. On both structures stood unusually large signs which proclaimed NO TRESPASSING, VIOLATORS WILL BE PROSECUTED TO THE FULL EXTENT OF THE LAW. Similar signs were posted at every possible landing place the island afforded.

	From June till October a cut-down Gloucester schooner named the Mary Anne made daily trips under power from Harvesport, Maine, and, when the weather permitted, weekly trips in winter to bring mail and provisions. Twelve big summerhouses had been built long ago by families who had incorporated the island. Each owned ten acres around his own house, and the rest of the land was held in common. The descendants or successors of these families gathered there during July and August to renew old friendships and enmities.

	They came from New York, Boston, Chicago—almost every major city in the United States was represented by at least a cousin. Some of the “Islanders,” as they liked to call themselves, were wealthy idlers, most were hard-working businessmen, and a few were failures who hung onto the island with the tenacity of the stunted birches that grew from cracks in the cliffs. The houses changed hands frequently, going to those who could afford them, with old residents paying frequent visits as poor friends or relations. Death made the houses change hands, and divorce and business disaster. The real-estate deeds recorded by the County Clerk in Harvesport could tell quite a story.

	To strangers, the island was only another “summer place,” but to its owners it was more. It was so much more beautiful than the cities where they spent their winters that they liked to think of it as their home. They came from there. Some of them maintained their legal residence there, in spite of the fact that often they could get down only for a two-week vacation. These people made long, painful automobile trips to Maine in November to vote, and they got into all kinds of trouble with automobile registrations and other legal documents that had to be attended to in Maine in winter. Even when most inconvenienced by it, they boasted of the fact that the island had no telephones. They liked to think of themselves as “down-Easters”; they half hoped their children would pick up a Maine accent. They envied Todd Hasper, whom they employed to live the year around on the island taking care of their houses. Some of the “Islanders” were willing to go into careers they disliked to make enough money to keep going there. They loved the place, they said.

	Todd Hasper also loved the island, but only in the wintertime, when he usually had it entirely to himself. A morose and solitary man, he raised sheep and goats for his own profit, and he liked them better than his employers. One winter night during the depression of the Thirties, some impoverished fishermen landed and stole some of his lambs. The next week Todd went to the mainland and bought a huge dog named Satan which he methodically trained to attack on sight any human being but himself. When this dog died, Todd Hasper replaced it with another. He had a whole series of them, usually of great Dane or mastiff blood. No matter how gentle these big dogs were when he acquired them, they always turned fierce inside of a few weeks, and he gave them all the same name. During the summertime the current Satan raged at the end of a long chain outside Todd Hasper’s cottage, or from a hand leash, but in the wintertime he roamed the island at will. Each winter week the mailboat put into the bay, the dog came racing out on the wharf with clear intent to kill. When Herb Andrews, the captain of the boat, complained, old Hasper told him to keep the mail—he never read it anyway.

	Hasper was infuriated when, as sometimes happened, a house-owner decided to live on the island the year around. Recently divorced women tried that every few years. They set up Franklin stoves and kerosene heaters in the drafty summer cottages, and they stuffed the windows with rags, but they were usually gone before Christmas. Men who had suffered business failures sometimes lasted it out a little longer, but Hasper was usually able to unchain his dog by February at the latest.

	Many unkind things could be said about Pine Island and often were said by people who moved away. Big Ken Jorgenson, for instance, used to think that it was simply a haven for the curiously cruel and pretentiously rich. Even when he himself made money, his memories of the island were bitter. For a long time its name alone brought back the summer of 1935 and the picture of a disdainful girl in a bathing suit and an imitation mink coat. At the age of seventeen, Sylvia Raymond had sported that combination when the wind got chilly on the beach. Ken laughed about her when he got older, but the image of her stuck in his mind, along with the sound of her mocking laughter. Ken Jorgenson’s memories of the place made his whole youth seem far more bitter than sweet until he finally was able to return.

	Bart Hunter loved the island if anyone did, but even he was fond of pointing out that he wasn’t the only person there who drank too much, and the incidence of divorce and adultery was unusually high. “We’re all fearfully snobbish and tend to be anti almost everything but ourselves,” Bart occasionally remarked with an amiable if self-indulgent smile.

	The families who owned the island became dangerously ingrown. Some of them had been coming there for three generations, and Bart’s son, young John, for instance, was a fourth-generation Islander. The girls of Pine Island families usually married boys they had met there, and a lot of joking was done about the island being “a marvelous place for romance.” Sylvia was once heard to remark somewhat acidly to her husband, Bart Hunter, that the salt sea air and the scent of pines must act as an aphrodisiac, for people who no more than nodded at each other on the mainland often fell into bed together soon after arriving. Bart, who prided himself on his “intuitive knowledge of psychology,” said no aphrodisiac was needed to explain the phenomenon. Most of the people on the island had a great deal of leisure, at least while they were there, and the island abounded in hidden places: long lonely beaches, caves, barns, boathouses and cottages temporarily unoccupied. It really was a good place for romance, he said; it had marvelous accommodations.

	Barton Hunter was born on Pine Island in 1916, in a Victorian mansion overlooking the bay. His mother, Martha, had planned to go to Boston to have the baby, but she lingered as long as she could on the cool beaches, a pregnant woman dreading the heat of the big city, and the baby came three weeks before he was expected. Barton’s father, a fastidious banker, officiated at the birth of his own son, along with Todd Hasper, who was skilled at delivering goats and lambs. The experience was a terrifying one for all concerned, but both mother and baby survived. So Barton was a real native, not just a summer visitor, he used to tell people, and as he grew up he was proud to list as his place of birth: Pine Island, Maine.

	Barton came to the island every summer until 1937, when he was expelled from his senior year at Harvard for drastically poor marks and started a search for a job which he would “really like.” His family had lost money during the depression, and it seemed unwise to keep the big summer mansion on the island, but no one wanted to sell it, even when old John Hunter, Bart’s father, was drowned there and it was discovered that his losses had been greater than anyone had known.

	During the Second World War, Bart was happy to leave the investment firm where he had labored for six months and enter the Navy. A cousin of his was heard to remark that the war probably wouldn’t last very long, because every job that Bart took ended quickly, but he served as a naval officer with considerable distinction. For four years he regularly sent money home to help pay the taxes on the island. When he did not prosper in business after the war, the part of failure he hated most was the prospect of losing the house, the wooded paths and the beaches where he had played as a boy. As he remarked bitterly to Sylvia, the island was a perverted Garden of Eden from which one was expelled for the sin of poverty.

	Bart was almost dangerously disconsolate in those days. Long before the Korean War, he tried to get back into the Navy. It came as a great shock to him when the doctors found, during the course of his physical examination, that he had stomach ulcers and rejected him. Although he was only in his early thirties, a premonition of death overtook him, and he brooded about robbing his children of their heritage, which to him meant Pine Island. The discovery of his sickness rendered him philosophical for a few weeks. He asked himself questions about why he was remaining in a business and city he didn’t like, and the upshot of it all was that in the year 1951 he decided to sell his house in Boston, to move permanently to Pine Island, and to convert the old mansion into a summer inn, catering mostly to “friends and the friends of friends.” The installation of additional plumbing and other alterations took most of his remaining resources, but to the indignation of Todd Hasper and his dog, Bart and Sylvia and their two children, John and Carla, lasted out two winters. Until Ken Jorgenson came back in August of 1953, it looked to Todd Hasper as though they would be there forever.





	Chapter Two

	THROUGHOUT THE SPRING of 1953 the mail was unusually upsetting for Bart Hunter. It almost always brought bills which were difficult to pay, unforeseen debts resulting from income taxes of bygone years or annual insurance premiums which had been forgotten. Because his name was in the Boston Social Register, and because in the old days his family had been on many mailing lists for luxuries, the mail-boat brought him a flood of appeals for the blind, for starving children in Greece, for funds to conquer cancer, heart disease, infantile paralysis—everything. People were always trying to sell Bart cruises to the Caribbean, Italian sports cars, horses, yachts, and liquors of unusually high cost. He hated the mail, and after leafing through it to seek letters requesting reservations at the Island Inn, he usually left it unopened on his desk for days.

	The mail he received on June 12 was even more upsetting than usual. There was a bill from the Bibliophile Club in Boston which brought to mind the old question of whether he should resign from all his clubs, now that he rarely left the island. There was a letter from a Harvard classmate he hadn’t seen in ten years asking that he invest a hundred thousand dollars of “risk capital” in a new company being formed to drill for oil wells. And then there was the letter from Ken Jorgenson, of all people, asking for reservations at the inn.

	The Island Inn stood high on a hill at the north end of Pine Island, and with the servants’ quarters over the garage used for Bart and Sylvia and the children, it accommodated twenty-three guests, at least in theory. In practice, a dozen people, most of them widows of men who had owned houses on the island, made up the clientele. Bart had begun advertising in The Saturday Review, and he scanned the mail eagerly for replies, but he had never dreamed of hearing from Ken Jorgenson.

	Leaving the mail in the small room he used as an office, Bart walked out on the wide veranda and began pacing back and forth. The view of the bay and the mountains on the mainland six miles away was spectacular, but Bart rarely noticed it any more. A slender, rather dapper man, he walked with his eyes turned downward. Bart had never learned to mask his emotions, and his face looked precisely as troubled as he was. Mrs. Hamble, who was sitting in the sunlight knitting, took one glance at him and moved inside. “Poor man,” she told Mrs. Brackin, “something terrible must have happened to him; some relative must have died.”

	It’s ridiculous to allow myself to get so upset, Bart thought as he paced. A man should pick up his problems one at a time and make brisk decisions. There is no need to feel overwhelmed. This is, after all, a simple situation: an old acquaintance has applied for a reservation, so I shall give him one.

	But of course it wasn’t that simple, and it was memories and the terrible impact of change which were overwhelming, not the need to make decisions.

	Bart remembered Ken Jorgenson well, and even knew of his business ventures, which had been written up in the Wall Street Journal and the news magazines to which he still subscribed. It was impossible for Bart to think of Ken as successful. Jorgenson came back to him in memory as a clumsy, rather oafish ox of a scholarship student from Harvard whom few people on Pine Island had liked during the years he had served as a tutor and lifeguard.

	It’s not as though an old friend were coming to stay here as a guest, Bart thought, walking from one end of the wide veranda to the other, just as he had paced the quarterdeck of the destroyer escort he had commanded during the war. Ken Jorgenson had not been a friend. Bart and his younger brother, Roger, and Sylvia, who was now Bart’s wife, and the other young people on the island those summers, all had despised Ken Jorgenson, partly because they had had to study under him and obey him while he was serving as a lifeguard on the beach, and partly because—well, it had to be admitted, Bart thought—because they had all been trying hard to be sophisticated in those years and had succeeded in being pretty dreadful. That is the trouble with the memory of a conscientious man, Bart thought; it plagues him always with the echoes of past sins.

	He and Sylvia and the others had ridiculed Ken’s flat, Middle Western accent, his loud sports shirts and his green felt hat. They had thought it amusing that he didn’t know how to sail, that he was a clumsy dancer and that he was incredibly earnest about continuing his studies, even during the summer. They had made fun of his enormous physical strength, the methodical way in which he had exercised his huge body, doing push-ups on the beach and chinning himself from the limbs of trees. Most of all they had laughed at his serious attitude toward girls, especially Sylvia. Ken had been incapable of light flirtations, small talk or laughter. He had tried to be courtly, always rushing to open doors or to light cigarettes, and standing up even when a maid came into the room. The girls had soon found that all they had to do to make him blush was to stare at him for more than a second. In conversation with Sylvia, especially, Ken had always sweated freely and had occasionally stammered. “The Beast,” Sylvia had called him laughingly, and the nickname had stuck, not to be used to his face, of course, but not always beyond his hearing. During the three summers Ken had worked for the Hunter family, he had rarely been asked to the dances, the parties and picnics. “Oh, don’t ask the Beast,” Bart could remember Sylvia saying, Sylvia at the age of seventeen, her voice dissolving into musical laughter.

	We were children, Bart thought now as he paced, and it is a mistake to attribute one’s own sensitivity to others. Ken Jorgenson had never seemed to mind the steady rain of insult under which he lived. His face had appeared stolid; he had never attempted to join in repartee. In the mornings he had given Roger his Latin lessons, and in the afternoons he had sat watchfully on the swimming beach, picking up a megaphone occasionally to warn in swimmers who had strayed too far from land. During the evenings he had retired to his room over the garage to read, and in the fall he had taken his pay and left. He couldn’t have been too unhappy, for he had worked there three summers in a row.

	Still, such a man could hardly be called an old friend. An old enemy perhaps, for though there had never been any real display of resentment, Bart could still remember the dogged, almost desperate way Ken had played tennis with him.

	That had been a curious thing. Bart had never been an athlete, not a professional, practically, like Ken. But tennis had been Bart’s game, and Ken had hardly ever seen a court until he came to Harvard. Bart had been sixty pounds lighter than Ken in those days and five inches shorter, but he had always been able to beat the big man effortlessly at tennis, at least the first year.

	Ken had grinned good-naturedly during these contests, but every month or so he had renewed them, charging around the court like a bull, and occasionally tripping over himself so awkwardly that it was hard not to laugh.

	Toward the middle of Ken’s second year on the island, he had defeated Bart for the first time at tennis, and his face had betrayed a glimmer of something, not a smirk, for Ken had been careful to be gracious, but a shadow of something that had nothing to do with playing games. The realization that some obscurely important issue was at stake inspired Bart to greater efforts the next time they played, and he could still remember the look in Ken’s eyes when the big man had been beaten three straight sets. After that, Bart declined to play with him. As he said to Sylvia, no gentleman should make an issue of winning, and Sylvia agreed.

	Ken Jorgenson, the Beast—how the name brought back the atmosphere of those distant summers, and how appalling they were in retrospect! At sixteen, seventeen and eighteen, Bart and Sylvia and the others had been drinking cocktails and smoking incessantly. Ken had seemed ridiculously unsophisticated. He did not disapprove of smoking and drinking on moral grounds, he explained, but he had to keep in training. Somehow Ken Jorgenson had acquired no glamour from being a football player; instead he had made the game appear to be only a dull, practical business for the poor.

	“The trouble with you is that you have no sense of humor,” Sylvia had said to Ken once on the swimming dock when Ken had soberly reproved Roger for putting water wings on his chest and strutting up and down in full view of a staid and overly buxom old woman.

	“I know,” Ken replied seriously, “but it’s a hard thing to develop.” Shortly afterward he began to tell jokes, apparently memorized from some anthology of humor. The trouble had been that he became embarrassed before finishing, and usually delivered the punch line in a monotone. Sylvia had been addicted to puns, and she had come up with one which Bart and the others had thought hilarious: “Beast is Beast and Jest is Jest,” she had said, “and never the twain shall meet.”

	Oh, those had been funny years. And now it was really funny to think that Ken Jorgenson was coming back to the island a rich man. Now Ken would not sleep over the garage. No, Bart and Sylvia were living there with their children; that was the amusing, the really killing part of the whole situation. It was hilarious to anyone with a sense of humor, for Ken Jorgenson and his family would have to be given the two master bedrooms in the big house if he were to have the accommodations he asked for in his letter. He would have to be given the very rooms that had been Bart’s and Sylvia’s.

	I shouldn’t mind a reversal like that, Bart thought. I should be a good sport, I should have a sense of humor, and, more than that, I should be philosophical. Democracy in action, it is; this is what I fought the war for. For five minutes Bart continued to pace. There is something unhealthy and sinister in all this, he thought. Why is the Beast coming back?

	Good Lord, he thought, I’ve got to stop thinking of him as that. Why is Ken Jorgenson—Mr. Jorgenson, he may want to be called by an innkeeper—ha! Look at the way he started his letter, “Dear Barton Hunter.” What lack of ease is shown there! But why is he coming back?

	This isn’t the kind of place he’d pick ordinarily, Bart thought. These Middle Western get-rich-quick fellows like fancy hotels with a bar and an orchestra and all that. Why would he be coming here?

	To gloat I suppose, Bart thought, and there is something especially hideous about that. The son-of-a-bitch hears I was wiped out, and that I’m running this place as an inn, and he says to himself, By God, I think I’ll go and stay there. Maybe old Bart Hunter will carry my bags, and I’ll give him a tip.

	So he’s going to have his triumph, Bart thought; he is coming back in his splendor to visit us in our defeat. He grinned wryly as he remembered two sentences from Ken’s letter: “We are chartering a schooner for the month of July and will be cruising up the Maine coast. August we would like to spend with you, and the captain could let us off before taking the boat back.”

	How nicely it was worked in, the mention of a yacht! And what a dramatic entrance a big schooner would make for the Beast. He could sail right up to the dock where he once had sat watching the children swim, and he could step ashore in white flannels probably, for God’s sake, and a blue coat with brass buttons and yachting cap; that’s the way those Middle Westerners usually got themselves up when they went aboard a boat.

	The fact is, this is going to be horrible, Bart thought. For an entire month I shall have to endure being triumphed over. He considered writing Ken that the inn was full. That would be fine, except…

	Barton Hunter did not enjoy thinking of himself as a snob. He was self-conscious about it; he fought snobbery the way he fought drunkenness, disliking both and capitulating to both. In an agony of indecision he went to the kitchen, where Sylvia was leaning over a table helping the cook to bake pies. “Sylvia,” he said, “do you remember that fellow named Ken Jorgenson?”

	Sylvia turned toward him; she almost wheeled. As Bart had observed, her nerves had been getting pretty jumpy lately. She put her hand up and brushed her hair back from her forehead, leaving a streak of flour on her face. At thirty-five, Sylvia was an unusually handsome woman, with a full, still narrow-waisted figure, and a face which was youthful except when she was tired, as she was most of the time. “Ken Jorgenson!” she said. “Whatever made you think of him?”

	“He wants to come here. He wants two rooms for August.” Bart’s voice was a little querulous. “That’s funny,” Sylvia said.

	“I thought it might be wise to turn him down,” Bart replied, testing her and himself.

	“Why?” Sylvia’s eyes could turn curiously opaque sometimes, and they were that way now. It was impossible for Bart to tell what she was thinking.

	“Sylvia, you’re so damn insensitive! Don’t you remember him?”

	“I do.”

	“Well, it’s kind of ugly, his coming back here, don’t you think? Any amateur student of psychology could tell you why a man like that—”

	“If I hear that word ‘psychology’ again, I’ll scream,” Sylvia said. “I mean that literally, not as a figure of speech.”

	“All right, but…”

	Lillian, the Negro cook, came in with a bag of sugar.

	“Let’s talk this over in our room, Bart,” Sylvia said.

	He followed her to their room over the garage, a small chamber which had been built for a chauffeur and wife. The walls were covered with a pale green paper now discolored by smoke from the new kerosene space heater which made the place habitable in winter. Because all the good furnishings had been needed for the other rooms, almost everything here was defective: the water pitcher was chipped, the rug had an inkstain on it, and even the chair Bart sat on had a rudely mended arm.

	“Now listen,” Sylvia said. “We’re running an inn. A man wants two rooms, and we have them. It’s as simple as that.”

	“He may give us a hard time…”

	“So what?” Sylvia retorted. “So what, Bart? We’re in business, aren’t we? This isn’t a hobby any more. We need the money. If it makes it any easier for you, think of it like that.”

	“Just because we lost our money doesn’t mean we have to lose our dignity.”

	“Dignity!” Sylvia said. “The wharf is rotting, we’ve got leaks in the roof, and you want to turn down money for dignity. We’re fighting for our lives, Bart! You never seem to realize that.”

	In the hall outside, their son, John Hunter, a handsome, unusually mature boy of fourteen, stood listening. He had been unable to find his tennis shoes, and he was sure his mother would know where they were, but long experience had taught him not to interrupt his parents while they were fighting. Most of what he heard as he waited for the argument to stop made no sense to him, but it was clear that an emergency of some kind existed. John fondled a Boy Scout knife in his pocket, and imagined himself saving his mother from an army of ruffians. With his back against the door, he stood like a sentry braced to meet all comers.





	Chapter Three

	WHEN SHE LEFT the bedroom, Sylvia met her son in the hall, and went to his room with him in search of tennis shoes. Patiently she examined the floor and the shelf in the closet; she looked behind the door and finally found the shoes under the bed. “Here,” she said with a weary smile. “When are you going to learn to use the eyes in your own head?”

	John grinned. “Thanks!” he said, and taking the shoes, dashed off.

	Sylvia had intended to return to the kitchen, but she felt suddenly tired and sank down on her son’s bed. Ken Jorgenson—whoever would have thought he’d come back? It will be hard to face him again, but that is ridiculous; there is no need to be ashamed, she thought. Every woman and every man has someone like that in the past, some memory to make the blood rush to the face at midnight when sleep won’t come. I am not unusual in that. Think of the women who have had many lovers, a whole parade of men to recall, perhaps with pleasure and not embarrassment. Why now, after all these years, she thought, putting her hands up to her face, why now does the very mention of his name make me begin to blush?

	The trouble is, the thing between us was not a love affair; there was something incredibly ugly in the way I acted with him. No, this is not like remembering a love affair; it is like remembering an act of perversion, and that is why I blush.

	Yet it was not all my fault, she thought. There are always excuses to be made, explanations, but beyond that…

	It was in 1934 that Sylvia, at sixteen, first visited the island with her parents, the Raymonds, who wanted to build a summer place there. Danton Raymond, her father, was a business associate of old John Hunter, Bart’s father, and the Raymonds stayed at the Hunters’ house. Although it was never expressly stated, the purpose of the visit was to enable the other Islanders to look the Raymonds over, and to decide whether to admit them to the corporation of householders. The Raymonds had two strikes against them because they came from Chicago, and, as old John Hunter said, not long before he died, they were “part organ-grinder Italian, part Mick Irish, and God knows what else.” The Islanders often formed close business ties with people they did not consider socially acceptable, and it was always more tactful to make believe that one really wanted these people on the island oneself, but that the others—well, that was a matter which no one person could control, because people were admitted to the corporation by unanimous vote only. The Raymonds were on trial on Pine Island that summer and they knew it.

	Sylvia, at sixteen, seemed to the Islanders to be an almost indecently beautiful young woman, and nothing more. Old John Hunter, seeing her in a bathing suit, said that no real Yankee ever had such a figure, and his wife, Martha, replied dryly that perhaps the girl should be run in for disturbing the peace. It was not socially acceptable to be that pretty, really. Chorus girls and models and hat-check girls had figures of that sort, but nice girls, the ones nice people knew, were too fat or too thin, or had bad skin or thick ankles, or some defect.

	Really beautiful girls were the stuff that dreams are made of, movie stars, and such nonsense. A girl like Sylvia appearing in the flesh on Pine Island was startling. There was a lushness about her, a sensuousness inherent in her body, in her innocently downturned eyes, in little mannerisms she had, such as flicking the end of her tongue over her lips; there was that about her which immediately made people interested in knowing whether she was chaste. That summer a lot of people watched Sylvia closely, trying to divine the answer to that question. Old ladies peered at her sharply over their knitting, middle-aged men stared at her musingly, and the mothers of errant boys worried. She couldn’t be chaste and look like that and walk like that, yet good heavens, the poor child was only sixteen, and there was no real reason to doubt her innocence.

	Such beauty was a serious liability. Other girls her age became distant. They did not like to go swimming with Sylvia or play tennis with her or be seen near her at dances. Even the boys shied away, some of them; the timid ones, the modest ones with no high opinion of their own ability as suitors, the humble ugly ones and short ones, these were afraid of Sylvia, for it would be so easy to fall in love with her and to lose her to someone else. Sylvia’s appearance exercised a terrible selection on the people who became her friends. She got those with self-confidence, the honestly assured, but also the braggarts, the self-styled Romeos, the self-assertive, and the clowns. Someone was always splashing water on her at the beach, or trying to put sand down the back of her bathing suit, or walking on his hands in front of her. It was all rather confusing to a girl who only two years before, even a year before, had been nothing but a child to whom no one paid much attention.

	Still, there were advantages. It was interesting to find that if she stared at almost any of her father’s friends for more than a second, they started squirming on their chairs, even the most dignified-looking ones. It was encouraging to discover that the boys who seemed distant and unfriendly became enthusiastic friends if she went out of her way just a little to encourage them. If she just said good morning, for instance, in a cheerful way to a boy, he was almost sure to tag along, trying desperately to develop a conversation.

	No one on the island penetrated the disguise of Sylvia’s beauty, no one except Ken Jorgenson, who, for a little while at least, had an instinctive understanding of her. She was frightened. The Islanders seemed hostile and superior to her. Her parents did not dress correctly, she was sure; they did not speak properly. Her father talked too much about money. She found she was terrifyingly ignorant of important subjects of conversation on the island, such as Miss Winsor’s School in Boston, the Eliot House dances and S. S. Pierce’s grocery store where, she imagined, only a select few were permitted to buy food. She felt herself to be an outcast, as she had all her life, even in Chicago, where her family had changed houses almost every other year.

	Sylvia had been born in a two-family house in a section of Chicago only a little better than the slums, and the first move had taken place when she was two years old. Her childhood came back to her in memory as a series of houses, each a little better than the last, and each with a different set of neighbors and customs with which to become acquainted. By the time she was ten, the houses had large lawns around them, and her mother was employing a teacher of diction for the entire family. There was always a battle to be fought each time a new house was acquired, parties to be given with infinite worry over details of dress, menu and decoration, club memberships to be sought, inner circles to be penetrated.

	Sylvia was always “the new girl,” for by the time she began to feel at home in any neighborhood or school, her family moved up again. At parties she usually sat quietly with her hands folded in her lap, hoping only to be inconspicuous. When, at fourteen, she was first sent to a private school, she obeyed her mother’s instructions not to talk about schools she had attended before. At fourteen she already felt her past to be cause for deep shame, and she blushed when on a drive through the city her father pointed out to her the house where she had been born.

	When Sylvia first arrived on Pine Island, she interpreted the coldness of the people she met not as envy of her looks, but as scorn. When she first saw Ken Jorgenson striding along the beach in his swimming trunks, she admired his strength, and she was both astonished and flattered to find that he obviously liked her. On the first day they met, he offered to give her swimming lessons, and very gravely, as he did everything, he held her in the water. Suddenly the youngsters all around them began to giggle, and that afternoon they kidded her about Ken Jorgenson; oh you and Ken, they said, and they laughed, but at first she didn’t mind.

	The third night she spent on the island Ken Jorgenson took her rowing around the edge of the harbor. She sat in the stern of the boat trailing one hand in the water, watching his powerful shoulders outlined against the sky, and feeling an unaccustomed sense of peace. It was as though she had fought a battle alone since childhood, and had suddenly, without words, found herself to have acquired a mysteriously loyal and powerful ally. When they returned to the wharf, Ken kissed her as he helped her out of the boat, a shy and gentle kiss upon her lips, and they were both confused when without explanation she broke into tears. He held her tightly against him until the sobs stopped, and then with clumsy gallantry escorted her to the house without trying to kiss her again.

	No one saw that kiss, but it was soon assumed by almost everyone on Pine Island that she was having an affair with Ken. One reason was, of course, that they looked as though they belonged together. They both had that irritating superiority of physique—a match between them was good casting. Ken, who was blond and big and “charming until he talked,” old John Hunter said, appeared at first glance to answer the question in the minds of many, of what kind of a man would eventually get a girl who looked like that. There was a sort of inevitability about it. Beyond that, of course, there was the way he looked at her, his lack of ease in her presence, and perhaps, a little, the way she looked at him. It was a dull summer on the island, with many people giving up their boats for economy, and it was fun to have something to gossip about, to have a scandal, perhaps. Some of the girls found it comforting to write Sylvia off as competition, and some of the men felt it almost a relief to believe that Sylvia was not available, even if they had the courage to try. Within a month it was being widely said that this new tutor, Ken Jorgenson, was sleeping with the Raymond girl, and the atmosphere, whenever they met at an island get-together, became charged with excitement; the tempo of conversation audibly changed, and old ladies scowled with delight.

	The rumors soon reached Sylvia’s parents, who were alarmed both for their daughter and for themselves. The way to get accepted on Pine Island was not to have one’s daughter start sleeping with the hired help.

	Sylvia’s father, Danton Raymond, asked her to his room, and it would not be fair to say that he warned her against Ken Jorgenson on the simple grounds that she could do better. Danton Raymond would have been shocked at the thought of advising his daughter to marry for money or for social position, and Sylvia would have rebelled indignantly if he had. Danton started that conversation by saying, “Sylvia, you are no longer a child now, and I know I can’t organize your life. You can do what you want, and in the end I won’t be able to stop you, but I’m your father, and I would like to be able to discuss matters such as Ken Jorgenson with you. Do you mind if I do?”

	“No,” she said, feeling immensely guilty, as she had when he had lectured her long ago about being rude to her mother.

	“I think Ken Jorgenson is a very fine young man,” Danton continued. “It would be a mistake, however, for you to take any young man too seriously at your age. Your sense of values will change as you get older. Good looks may not always be so important to you. Even football may not always seem so exciting.”

	“It’s not football…” Sylvia started to say, but her father interrupted her. “As you grow older, matters of taste, even convention, may seem more important to you. Allowing a young man to monopolize your attentions and to make a public display of affection may seem fine and brave to you now, but later you may realize that the old-fashioned virtues are not without charm.”

	“I haven’t made a public display of affection!”

	“You are a very beautiful young woman,” Danton said. “It’s time you learned that there is always some foundation to gossip. I’m sure this will sound hopelessly old-fashioned to you, but a lady should be above suspicion.”

	Sylvia blushed.

	“I know you haven’t done anything wrong,” Danton continued hastily. “The thing is, it’s not enough for just me to know that. Don’t underestimate the importance of a reputation.”

	“I haven’t done anything!” she protested. “I don’t even like Ken so terribly much. Can I help it if he keeps following me around?”

	“I think that all young ladies eventually learn how to handle that sort of situation.” Sylvia said nothing.

	“Your mother and I have high hopes for you, dear,” her father went on. “One reason we’ve worked so hard is that we want to achieve a better life for you. You’re getting old enough to think seriously now about your future.”

	“I guess I’ll go to college,” Sylvia said.

	“If you wish. I’m also hoping we can arrange a coming-out party for you. But beyond that, I want you to realize that when a woman chooses a husband, she gets more than a man: she marries a whole way of life. Some ways of life would be a great deal more fun for you and more meaningful than others. My point is that when you find yourself thinking seriously of a young man, you should look beyond the man himself, and see what he stands for. Love should be more than just an animal attraction.”

	“Yes,” Sylvia said.

	“You’re a good girl,” her father concluded. “You’ve just got to learn to use your head.”

	It wasn’t that talk alone which influenced Sylvia. There was the gradually deepening realization that almost everyone on the island treated Ken with clear if amiable condescension. He was unfashionable, and at sixteen, Sylvia felt that a peculiarly embarrassing sin. The Hunters, on the other hand, were the height of fashion on Pine Island. Sylvia’s mother tried to learn how to arrange flowers the way Martha Hunter did, and almost imperceptibly began to acquire a few of her mannerisms of speech. “Why don’t you get Bart Hunter to teach you tennis, dear?” she often said to Sylvia. “He plays so beautifully.”

	After the talk with her father, Sylvia did not argue with Ken or fight with him, but she began to feel that in some obscure way he had cheated her, that he had misrepresented himself to her, that she had been betrayed into making a fool of herself. Her father advised her to let the swimming lessons “taper off” rather than terminate abruptly, but her body was so rigid that Ken kept asking her in bewilderment what the trouble was. “Nothing!” she said. “I guess I’m just scared of the water.”

	The other young people on the island, Sylvia saw, made fun of Ken a good deal, and she soon found in ridicule a way to disprove the gossipers, and at the same time to achieve a reputation as a wit. The insults she fired at Ken were relatively mild at first. She was a good mimic and imitated his Midwestern accent, but when he only smiled good-naturedly at that, she repeated a few funny jokes about Swedes and dumb football players, and other little things which weren’t so bad by themselves, but which in sum made his good-natured smile turn into a hurt look. In spite of herself she had strong impulses to hold tightly to those shoulders, but these feelings, she told herself, were the sort of “animal attraction” which had to be disciplined. He was a beast, she thought, and first turned that into a joke one day when he was doing push-ups on the diving board. “Observe the Beast at play,” she said to Bart, and was rewarded by an appreciative laugh.

	The nickname, “the Beast,” seemed to so many of the Islanders to be apt for Ken that it stuck. It really was an inspired instrument of ridicule, because he could never admit he had heard it without creating a scene. Of course they never used that nickname to his face. It was a game to use it just within his hearing, when one could pretend one didn’t know he was there. Once when Hasper’s dog was heard barking, Sylvia said, “Did you say something, Ken?” and it got so she could produce a laugh simply by mentioning a leash or a chain in Ken’s presence.

	But even that didn’t turn out to be enough; sadism, like dope, is never satisfactory for long in mild doses, and neither is exhibitionism, Sylvia thought with self-disgust now so many years later. Getting up from her son’s bed restlessly, she paced the narrow room, finally sitting down in a chair in front of the window. This was not the room in which Ken Jorgenson had slept; no, he had occupied the one farther down the hall, but the view from all the windows was the same: they looked across a narrow courtyard to the back of the old mansion. Staring over there now, Sylvia could see the window of the room where she had stayed when she visited the Hunters that summer long ago.

	Late one August afternoon Sylvia, at sixteen, went to the window of that room and, glancing across the courtyard, saw Ken at his window, looking up at her. The way he was sitting, with his elbows on the window sill, it seemed apparent that he had been gazing up at her for some time. It gave her a funny feeling to know that he was watching her, that he perhaps watched her often. Impatiently she pulled the window shade, and she wondered if there had been times when she had forgotten to do that.

	An idea came to her then, more daring than any she had had before, that she could accuse Ken of being a Peeping Tom, and cause him to lose his job in disgrace. Naturally she wouldn’t do such a thing, but the discovery that the power was in her hands was startling. Of course, she couldn’t accuse him of peeping from his window as he had, because that was her fault for not pulling the shade, but she could accuse him of peeping in other circumstances. She could, as a matter of fact, accuse him of almost anything, and she would be believed. A simple accusation would set all the rumors at rest for good and all. It was quite an interesting thing to think about.

	That summer Sylvia got a new black bathing suit which set off her figure well. She strolled down to the beach in the morning and, finding it was chilly, let Bart run up and get her fur coat. When the sun had warmed the air, she threw the coat back, and slipped the straps of her bathing suit off her shoulders to get an even tan. Ken, who was sitting on his lifeguard stand under a big umbrella, glanced down at her, looked away quickly, and buried his face in a book.

	“What are you reading, Ken?” Sylvia called, making her voice friendly. That was one of the things that worked best with Ken, like alternating fast and slow balls in tennis; a combination of friendliness and insult was more deadly than insult alone.

	Ken climbed down from his lifeguard stand and walked toward her. “The Decline and Fall,” he said. For some reason, Bart, who was only a little older than Sylvia, thought this was uproariously funny, and he laughed. Several young people who had been sunning themselves on the beach gathered around, sensing that some bearbaiting was about to begin.

	“Tell me about it,” Sylvia said. “I always wanted to read it.”

	Standing before her as though he were giving a lecture, the Beast began to talk, describing “marvelous prose rhythms,” “a genius for government,” “a study in decay.” “How interesting,” Sylvia said gravely at two-minute intervals, encouraging him to go on, and “Really?” Ken conducted a monologue for ten minutes, getting excited about his subject, gesticulating with enthusiasm. He looked almost like a preacher standing there waving his arms. Bart, lithe and dapper with a towel over his slender shoulders, and all the rest of them had to struggle to keep straight faces. “I’m awfully glad you’re telling me this,” Sylvia said finally, and Bart couldn’t stand it any longer; he let out a suppressed snort, and that set all the others off. Ken looked up, his big face full of confusion, unable to understand for a moment why everyone was laughing. “Were you pulling my leg?” he asked Sylvia. For some reason this seemed awfully funny to everyone, and the laughing increased.

	“You can be sure I’d never pull your leg,” Sylvia said, a really screaming remark, the way she said it, making it sound mildly bawdy.

	“I ought to throw you off the end of the dock,” Ken said, his face flushing with anger. “Go ahead,” she said.

	He stood over her, a mountain of a man, and he put his right hand on her shoulder, preparatory to picking her up, but it became immediately obvious that if he did so, her bathing suit would come down around her waist. He froze.

	“Go ahead,” she said again, folding her hands behind her head, a gesture which made everyone roar with laughter; it seemed unbearably sophisticated and modern, the whole thing. Ken leaned toward her and she had a quick stab of fear that he actually was going to pick her up and carry her squirming, half naked in his arms, to the edge of the dock, an action which would make her appear ridiculous, but which also would be quite likely to get him fired, she knew, thinking quickly; a tutor twenty years old could not do that to a young girl, no he couldn’t. He put his left hand on her waist, and he seemed about to pick her up. Everyone’s laughter stopped. A sudden silence shivered in the air. But then, abruptly, Ken turned and walked determinedly away, with his fists clenched at his sides, and the laughter started again.

	The teasing of the Beast continued in many secret ways. Once the whole group of young people went for a moonlight sail in Harry Hulbert’s big sloop, the Gull’s Wing, and Ken was invited for once, because the boat’s big, gaff-rigged mainsail was hard to hoist and get in. It was fun to sit drinking beer and singing while the sloop skimmed over the moonlit bay with Ken at the wheel. He said he liked to steer and he had learned to sail pretty well for a Midwesterner. Sylvia asked Bart to go forward and they sat silhouetted against the white curve of the jib. Feeling Ken’s eyes upon her, Sylvia allowed Bart to kiss her, and she put her head on Bart’s shoulder, making their silhouetted figures merge. Everybody said later that Ken had looked furious; it had been really funny to see.

	Adolescent sexuality on Pine Island, Sylvia thought now with the horrified candor of added years. Some anthropologist should study it, the way they study Samoa and New Guinea and places like that. On Pine Island the young teen-agers talked openly about sex; it was very modern and sophisticated to be frank about everything, but it wasn’t fashionable for girls “to go all the way,” oh no; only waitresses and shopgirls did that. It was all right to have lighthearted necking parties on the beach at night. Sometimes, incredible to remember, the laughing young people changed partners at a given signal. “Switch” was a good game; in the early Thirties all anyone had to do was say it to get a laugh.

	The laughter was important, the banter and the jokes were necessary, because it was not fashionable “to get serious.” “Getting serious” was a creepy thing to do. That was one trouble with Ken Jorgenson—he “got serious” about Sylvia, oh God, how serious he got.

	Now, almost twenty years later, Sylvia could still clearly remember the hungry expression in Ken’s eyes, the earnestness with which he gave her love poems he had written, some of them in Latin, which she couldn’t read at all, and which he wouldn’t translate for her. He said she’d have to learn the language herself; it might be an added incentive for her studies, because it was a wonderful language in which to write love poems. He told her once in a soft voice that he wished they lived in some other land, where sixteen-year-old girls could get married and not waste their youth away. He was on the point of proposing, it seemed, but then he stopped and his eyes looked haunted when she laughed.

	We were children, Sylvia thought now as she pressed her hands to her face. We were the foolish children of foolish parents, and we cannot be blamed too much. Oh, the Islanders were very sophisticated about their children—they allowed them to sip cocktails sometimes when they were as young as fourteen, and a few of them laughed when the youngsters’ speech got thick. The drinking was part of what happened; it helped determine the end.

	Restlessly, half unwillingly, Sylvia now got up and sat in the chair before the window in her son’s room. Directly across from her, high up on the old mansion, was the yellow square of the draperies at the window which had been hers so many years ago, new draperies now, but they had always been yellow in that room. It had been a curious sensation for a young girl to live there, knowing that a man like Ken Jorgenson often sat staring up at her from his room over the garage. Now, as she watched, the wind swayed the draperies at that window, and a figure was half visible behind them. It would be old Mrs. Hamble, no doubt, who occupied that room now, but Sylvia had the eerie feeling that the curtains would open, and that she was about to see herself, aged sixteen, staring at her older self across the courtyard.

	But the draperies did not open, and a few minutes later Mrs. Hamble pulled the shade; perhaps she felt that eyes were upon her. Sylvia got up restlessly and stretched out again on her son’s bed. She covered her face with both hands.

	Her second summer on the island, when she was seventeen, she came home from a dance late one night, a dance to which Ken had not been invited. It was a hot July night with little wind. She was slightly drunk; that had to be taken into account. Bart had had a silver flask full of warm Martinis saved from a cocktail party. He had kept passing it to her. It had been difficult to refuse and even more difficult to gauge how much she had drunk. Her position on the island was difficult that year, because her parents had just been turned down by the organization of householders. She was visiting the Hunters as Bart’s guest, in spite of the fact that her family had been weighed and found wanting. Anyway, she had got a little drunk that night. Her head had started to swim, and the kisses and embraces from Bart in the back seat of a Chris-Craft on the way home with the other couples laughing all around them had seemed suddenly nauseous to her. She had been glad to get out of the crowded boat and to be alone in her room. Locking her door, she put on the lights and opened her window. Across the courtyard the light in Ken’s window flashed out. Sylvia pulled back the draperies and, standing before the open window, breathed in the cool air and the fragrance of the garden. While unfastening the hooks at the side of her blue evening gown, it occurred to her that perhaps Ken might be watching, but on the other hand, he probably was in bed. Slowly she undressed and, feeling a new kind of exaltation, let the night air blow over her body, evaporating the small beads of sweat on her skin, making her so cold that she suddenly shivered. She began to tremble, and pulling the shade down, she went to bed. Lying there in the dark, she felt conscious of having done a monstrous thing, and she took comfort from the thought that she really had been drinking a great deal; she had taken several swallows from the flask, four or five at least, and a girl who has been drinking can easily be forgiven for forgetting such small niceties as pulling a window shade before getting undressed.

	Still, the memory made Sylvia blush, because it had to be admitted that she was forgetful more than once. It became a teasing game, an intensification of a game that had been going on for a long while. Some nights she pulled the shade down and some nights she did not, and in the mornings when she saw Ken at the beach, he looked at her with those dumb, hungry eyes, and he would sometimes blush and turn away, and he would sometimes go running off the end of the dock, diving into the water with a tremendous splash and flailing his way out to the float, hauling his big body through the water, kicking up a storm of spray, surging through the sea as though pursued by sharks. She was always demure and circumspect with him. When he asked her to go sailing with him, she said no, sounding mildly shocked, as though he had made an indecent proposal. She held herself away from him when they danced, and was coldly aloof on the beach.

	The climax came a year later on the twelfth of August during another visit Sylvia was paying the Hunters. When she stepped off the schooner, the Mary Anne, at the small wharf in front of the old mansion, Ken, as well as Bart, was there to meet her. She threw her arms around Bart and gave him a welcoming kiss of unusual warmth. Turning to Ken, she held her hand out and said, “Oh, hello! It’s nice to see you again.”

	“Hello,” Ken said, and he seemed as ill at ease as the first time they had met.

	There was a dance that night at the Hunters’ house, and Japanese lanterns were strung all around the wide veranda. The guests came in cruisers and motorboats from other parts of the island and from the mainland. At ten-thirty in the evening everyone gathered at the wharf and Bart fired some skyrockets he had saved from the Fourth of July. He said it was much better to shoot them on August twelfth. There must be all kinds of things which had happened on August twelfth that never got celebrated, and he was righting a great wrong.

	“Like what?” Roger, his younger brother, asked solemnly, weaving a little from side to side. That was the first night Roger ever got drunk; he had always been pretty good before.

	Ignoring him, Bart turned to Sylvia and said, “Let’s get engaged. We’ve got the skyrockets to celebrate, so why not?”

	“Now don’t get serious,” Sylvia said.

	“Who’s serious?” Bart replied. “I just want to get engaged. You don’t want to waste skyrockets, do you?”

	“I’m yours,” Sylvia said, and the assembled guests laughed.

	Bart touched her ceremoniously on the forehead with a skyrocket and said, “I dub thee mine.” Then, putting two skyrockets in the wooden trough which had been built as a launching platform, he solemnly said, “Stand back! This is going to be a very symbolic ceremony. Two skyrockets are going up together, representing two souls beginning their journey into eternity together. This is a great tradition, a famous nuptial rite practiced by the wild Hunter tribe of Pine Island, ever since they invented gunpowder in the year ten, antedating the Chinese discovery by many centuries.”

	“Hear, hear,” Roger said in his high voice. He was only sixteen that year, and fairly fat. Looking like a little old man, he stood and clapped his hands. “Hear, hear,” the others chanted, while Bart lit a sparkler with which to ignite the rockets.

	Out of the crowd came Ken. “You’re not really going to try to fire those rockets together, are you?” he asked.

	“Sure,” Bart said. “Stand back, slave!”

	“It’s dangerous,” Ken said. “The chute isn’t made for…”

	“Are you questioning the judgment of the tribal prince?” Bart asked, and standing very erect at the end of the wharf holding a blazing sparkler aloft, he did look oddly noble and savage.

	“They’ll go wild!” Ken said, stepping forward, but he was too late. Bart stooped and touched off the two rockets. A fountain of sparks spurted. One rocket soared into the sky, but the other jumped the chute and turned toward the crowd, a wailing banshee trailing fire, twisting and turning erratically, exploding finally with a crash against a window high up in the attic of the house. Speechless, the crowd stood looking up, and there was the pungent smell of gunpowder, the sound of falling glass. Smoke floated from the window. Ken was the first to speak. “We better get water up there,” he said. “It’s started a fire.”

	Fifteen of the young men raced into the kitchen and carried pans full of water up the four flights of stairs to the attic, where a small fire had been started, all right. It was soon extinguished, and they all trooped back to the kitchen, laughing together. The only damage was a broken window and a lot of water slopped on the attic floor and in the kitchen, where Roger had slipped with a whole dishpan full, so the episode could hardly be called a tragedy. In fact, it was good to have some excitement for a change. Old John Hunter, who was both sick and a little drunk, said it was nothing to worry about. “Strike up the band!” he said. “Strike up the band!” He kept repeating that until someone turned the electric phonograph up a little louder. That was the first year the Hunters didn’t have an orchestra come over from the mainland.

	For an hour the excitement over the rockets killed the party. When the water on the kitchen floor had been wiped up, people divided into small groups talking seriously, but then Bart brought out a whole case of bourbon and some salt fish he had bought in Harvesport, which produced a fierce thirst. By midnight things were really rolling. Bart’s father, who was sixty-two years old, staggered out on the floor in spite of his bad heart and tried to do a tap dance before he was hustled off to bed by his wife. A half hour later he appeared at the foot of the stairs dressed in his pajamas and a bathrobe, clamoring for a drink. “I’m not a party pooper,” he said.

	Sylvia was dancing with Bart when Ken put a heavy hand on his shoulder. She was surprised, because he rarely cut in on her; he usually went to his room to read when the dancing started. “Go ‘way, Beast,” Bart said. “I am dancing with my fancy, I mean my fiancée, and…”

	He never finished the sentence, because Ken pushed him away with one swipe of his arm, and Sylvia felt herself crushed against Ken’s massive chest. If Bart had been sober, he might have resented it. He was far smaller than Ken, but no one had ever accused him of lacking physical courage. As things were, he shrugged in a debonair way, and walked to the table where the liquor was.

	Ken danced without talking, and was even clumsier than he usually was. Sylvia realized gradually and with great astonishment that he was drunk; she had never seen him touch liquor before.

	“Breaking training?” she asked mockingly, and was sorry, because the reply was a bear’s hug that almost broke her ribs.

	It must have been about three in the morning that everyone decided to go swimming.

	“But I didn’t bring a bathing suit!” a girl from the mainland cried.

	Laughter followed. “Your bathing suit is the night,” Bart said, and bowed in what he felt was just tribute to his own poetic eloquence.

	Old John Hunter in his bathrobe pulled himself up to a sitting position on the couch where he had been dozing. “Drunken swimming very dangerous,” he said, holding out his hand with the forefinger extended, and looking very much like the poster with the caption, “Uncle Sam Wants You.”

	“We’re not really drunk, Dad,” Bart said.

	“Take Mr. Jorgenson,” old John Hunter said. “You’ll need a lifeguard. Knew a girl who drowned once like this.”

	“All right,” Bart said. “Ken, you come along.”

	Ken thought they made a sad procession in the moonlight, the girls in their pastel summer evening gowns and the men in their white dinner coats, as they headed for the beach. Some of them weaved a little, and many of them bent their faces downward. They looked oddly like people in deep grief, and for Ken, whom the liquor was depressing, there was the sudden sensation of walking in a funeral march. With incongruous giggling, the girls gathered behind a clump of pines to take off their clothes, while the men disrobed brazenly on the beach. Quickly the men rushed into the water, and swam in circles waiting for the women.

	The girls came running in a group from behind the pines, their bodies white and lovely in the moonlight. They were visible only for a few seconds before they plunged into the water. Ken swam slowly toward them, looking for Sylvia. He found her twenty yards apart from the others, apparently swimming straight out to sea. Her face and shoulders were white in the moonlight. He kissed her, and they sank, coming to the surface in an explosion of spray, gasping for breath. “Don’t!” she said. “Do you want to drown me?”

	“Yes,” he said.

	“You son-of-a-bitch!” she retorted, and started swimming as fast as she could toward the shore. He swam easily beside her, shouldering her to the south, so that when she reached the beach, it was a good hundred yards from the others. As their feet touched bottom, he grabbed her and carried her across the beach toward the grove of pines. “Let me go!” she said fiercely between clenched teeth. “Put me down!”

	“Scream if you want,” he said.

	She hit him in the face with her clenched fists; she made his nose bleed, and battered his eyes before he succeeded in pinning her arms behind her, but she didn’t scream. Their battle was silent and deadly. He put her down on the pine needles, and when her struggles turned into the motions of love, the world seemed his. Afterward there was a moment of peace during which they lay on their backs, with her head on his shoulder. The tops of the pine trees looked black against the sky. He turned to caress her and was bewildered when she started to struggle away from him again. Imprisoning her with one huge arm, he kissed her and said, “I want to marry you.”

	“You bastard!” she replied with venom.

	He rolled over and pressed her shoulders down with both hands. “Why not? We love each other.”

	She called him everything she could think of then to hurt him. He was a vile Swede, a boor, an idiot, a pauper, she said, and she concluded with the simple statement that she wanted to marry a gentleman, not a beast. In reply, he took her again, finding that she did not give in this time, that she fought him to the end. When he was through he held her cradled in his arms, struggling to a sitting position and rocking her back and forth in a strange combination of passion and grief. Her mouth was clenched so tightly shut that he could not kiss her. The wind in the pine trees rustled. Seemingly far away, there was the sound of laughter and shouts. Suddenly, above the other voices, was the question in Roger’s high, panic-stricken soprano: “Where are Sylvia and Ken?”

	In reply there was a babble, broken by Bart’s clear tenor voice drunkenly singing, “Who is Sylvia? What is she?”

	Laughter followed. Suddenly Ken released her. “You can go back,” he said.

	She stood up, quick to jump away from him, but he lay there, stretched on his back, like a naked corpse in the moonlight. She looked down at him.

	“Go ahead,” he said. “Call the pack.”

	Whirling, she ran, plunging into the water, swimming fast to rejoin the others. There was still a chance, she thought, that her absence could be joked away.

	The next morning Ken appeared on the beach in his bathing trunks and a garish sports shirt, because her fingernails had raked his back. He did not blush when he saw her; he just turned away. That night he told old John Hunter that his mother was ill, and he would have to return to Nebraska right away. To Sylvia he said no goodbyes.

	For a ridiculously long while, Sylvia feared that she was pregnant, but that did not happen. After all, she concluded, nothing had occurred which she could not forget. Convinced that she was doing the right thing, she married Bart not long afterward. Soon the Raymonds were offered admittance to the Pine Island Corporation, but her father’s business was falling off by that time and they had to decline.

	I wonder what Ken Jorgenson will look like now, Sylvia thought as she lay on her son’s bed seventeen years later. I think I have been imagining him returning exactly as he was, the young athlete with brooding eyes, striding along the beach. He probably will be fat and will smoke cigars. It would be absurd for me to apologize now, she thought. It would be ridiculous for me to point out the obvious fact that in a thousand ways I’ve been proved wrong. He probably will be kind; he usually was. There is no reason for me to be afraid to see him again.
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