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Did you bring an evening paper?" 
That started someone talking about 
the situation in Europe; he lit a ciga- 
rette and sat on the railing, not talk- 
ing and not listening. "If I only get it 
over with ...” he thought. "I 
ought to have told Anita while we 

were driving here. The more I put it 
off, the worse it will be for her.” He 
accepted the long drink. “What 
about taking a lot of drinks,” he 
thought. “Getting well-oiled ? 
Maybe I’d do it better then.” 

"Doug,” said Vera, “there’s a 

simply grand party on for tonight. 
The Gilberts, across the lake 
Carl Gilbert — The bio-chemist. One 
of the big ones. Well, he and his wife 
are giving a party; it's their silver 

wedding. Mrs. Gilbert’s a darling!" 
“Come on! Drink up, Doug, and 

let’s have a swim,” said Anita. 
He went into the house to put on 

his bathing trunks. The drink cer- 

tainly hadn’t helped any; he felt 
worse, hot. sweating, sick ... “I 
don’t know'." he cried to himself. “1 

don’t know whether it's right or not 

to tell her. Perhaps the only decent 

thing to do is — to be different. Go on 

being so dam queer she’ll have to 

notice Let hrr break it off.” 
When he came out on the veranda 

Anita was there, in a yellow halter- 
neck suit, long-limbed and supple and 
so happy “Why the hell doesn’t 
she fall in love with somebody else? 
With Haven, for instance He's 
attracted by her. Why doesn’t he 

try — ?” Because Anita was engaged 
to him, to Douglas Randall. Every- 
body knew it. Haven wouldn’t cut in 

on another fellow’s girl. 
He followed Anita down the path; 

they went alone; everyone took it for 

granted that they wanted to be alone. 
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Nimble and lightfooted, Anita ran 

down the wooden steps to the landing 
stage, went out to the end of the 

springboard, and dived. “Come on, 

Doug!” she called, looking back at 

him, smiling, long lashes wet. He went 

in after her. The water felt cold as ice. 

Cold, shocking, bracing; his body 
responded to it with a sudden elation. 
He swam fast, furiously, turned on 

his back and floated, looking at the 

pure blue sky “I’ll race you over to 

the big rock, Doug! And, Doug! Don't 

pull your punch!” 
She usually knew when he let her 

win, and she didn't like it. “Don’t pull 
your punch ...” he said to him- 

self, and went through the water, with 
that fierce speed of his; got to the 
rock long before her and climbed up 

on it “Oh. bah!” she cried, laughing. 
“I won't play!” She swam around 

idly, happily resigned to defeat. 
“Don't pull your punch," he said 

to himself again. “Don't wait The 

only thing I can do is to be honest.” 
She climbed up beside him “You 

look awfully solemn,” she said. 
“Anita.” he said, “I’ve got to tell 

you ...” He saw the change in her 
face, the fear that darkened her eyes. 
“Anita, I —don't know how it hap- 
pened, but — I've changed.” 

“You mean — changed toward me?” 
“Toward — pretty well everything. 

I don’t know how it happened 
I — there’s not much use saying I’m 
sorry ...” 

She kept on looking at him, her 

eyes wide, her lips parted; she was 

breathing faster. "Another girl?” she 
said in a flat tone. 

“No. There’s nobody. I don’t 
know Maybe there never will 
be.” He had to be honest Even 
if it were like battering some harmless 
and helpless creature 

“There isn’t? You’re sure there 
isn’t — somebody else?” 

"Sure." 
“Then — what is it?” she cried. 
“It’s — I don’t know how to tell 

you I suppose — I've—changed." 
She was silent for a moment, still 

with her dark eyes fixed on his face. 
"Doug," she said, presently. "I think 
it’s just a phase. I’m sure it is. It’s 
often like that — in love Doug, I’ve 

felt that way about you, sometimes. 
Almost — indifferent You’re tired. 
Doug, working in that stupid factory 
— in this hot weather.” She was cry- 

ing now. “Let’s not — talk about it — 

for a while, Doug Let’s wait 

Let’s — just have a happy time, this 
weekend. — the way we always do." 

A sort of panic came over him. He 
couldn’t wait, do this all over again. 

"Anita,” he said, "I — I’ll never 

change back 
“You can’t be sure," she said. 

“Let’s wait, Doug No. please! 
Please — don’t say any more now." 
She got up. smiling, tears running 
down her face. “R-race you back!" 

Haven and some of the others were 

on the landing stage when they got 
back. The sun went down behind the 
hills; when he returned to the house 
he was shivering with cold; he felt 
numb and desolate. It wasn't finished. 
It was all to be done over again. 

He had a vigorous rubdown. dressed. 
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the house, where a long table was 

set; it was all very gay, a little con- 

fused; Vera liked that. Randall was 

given a plate of salad, little hot bis- 
cuits, a cup of excellent coffee. The 
dullness, the bleakness left him; 
be felt subdued; strangely calm, as if 
at rest after an exhausting ordeal. 
"But it's not finished," he told him- 
self. “It’s got to be done. Now!" 

Anita sat beside him. wonderfully 
alive and pretty in a fresh white dress, 
her hair curling at the temples, face 
glowing. She didn't talk to him, didn’t 
bother him; only when their eyes met 
she smiled, gently. 

Suddenly he gave up. "I can’t do 
it,” he thought. "Not ever. Being 
happy isn’t the chief thing in life — 

not if it’s at someone else’s expense. 
If I've changed, without any cause, 
I can pay for it." 

After dinner Vera and Anita went 
into the kitchen to dean up and wash 
the dishes; sitting on the veranda 
in the dark, he could hear their voices, 
light and gay. “Why should I make 
her miserable?” he thought. "Any 
way you look at it. her happiness is 

just as important as mine.” He 
smoked, relaxed, still with that strange 
calm. "It is finished.” he thought. 
“I’ll see it through. Only decent 
thing. 

Vera and Anita came out; the whole- 

party went down to the landing stage, 
to go across the lake. Randall and 

Anita set out together in a canoe. No 
moon, only a web of stars that made 

the quiet water light. "It's so beauti- 
ful.” Anita said. 

"There'll always be things like 

this,” thought Randall. “Ev?n if your 

marriage isn’t ideal, there are always 
plenty of otht'r things." 

“You’11 like the Gilberts, Doug.” 
“Yes. Sure ..." he said. 
“Mrs. Gilbert’s a darling 
"That’s good Carl Gilbert’s one of 

the distinguished men in his line.” 
“You’d never know it,” said Anita. 

“I mean, if you met him, without 

knowing who he was. you’d think he 

was pretty ordinary.” She began to 

sing, again; the same song. “She’ll 
be coming ’round the mountain ...” 

“Shut up!” he cried, in his heart. 
But he didn’t have to say it, didn’t 
have to let her know, ever. “I have 

no business to be so irritated,” he told 

himself. “Why shouldn’t she sing?” 
Only he felt so immense a longing for 
quiet in this quiet place; he looked at 

the dark hills and tried not to hear, 
but did hear. “She’ll be coming ’round 
the mountain— His face felt stiff, 
his whole body tense; he took a 

paddle from Anita; he wanted some- 

thing to do. 
The landing stage across the lake 

was brightly lit; the house on top of 
the hill had every window lighted; 
the sound of music reached them, a 

stamping, nurrying, comuseu ueai. 

“The launch hasn't come yet,” said 
Anita. They started up the path, and 
she took his hand. “My Heavens!” 
he said to himself. “You'd think I 
hadn't said anything — that nothing 
had happened ...” 

He felt sure then that this was how 
she meant it to be. She was going to 

cling desperately to her belief that it 
was a “phase”; that his words, spoken 
with so dreadful an effort, meant 

nothing. It gave him the queerest 
sense of helplessness She started 
swinging their clasped hands. "It's 
going to be a lovely party, IXmg!” 
she said, and there was something in 

her voice that he couldn't endure. 
A woman was standing on the 

lighted porch; stout and queenly, with 
white hair dressed high on her head; 
in her dress of lavender chiffon she 

had a cozy, old-fashioned look. She 

gave them a beaming smile: “You're 
the first arrivals! Come right in!” 

The sitting room was cozy, too, and 
old-fashioned; rocking chairs, a couch 
covered with a Navajo blanket; two 

lamps with red silk shades; a big 
radio playing loudly. And on a table 
an astounding display of silver, 
dazzlingly bright; a great silver samo- 

var, a tray — bowls, dishes. "How 
marvelousT' cried Anita. “Isn't it?” 
said Mrs. Gilbert. "This set came 

from the laboratory. This salad howl 

is from the university where Carl 
taught, years ago This is all the 
way from Entland From a very 
well-known scientist. The little set 

comes from Carl's Golf Club 
All sorts of people remembered us!” 

“It must be the most wonderful 
thing r* said Anita. “Twenty- 
five years ...” 

“It is. Mrs. Gilbert agreed, benev- 

olently. “And we were engaged for 

eight years, before we got married.” 
"Eight years!" Anita repeated, her 

dark, pretty face alight with interest. 

"Yes, and we didn't see each other 
for five of those years. You see. Carl 
went with an expedition to India and 
China — they were studying tropical 
germs, or something." She smiled. 
"I never remember whether it’s germs 
or microbes or what. Anyhow. Carl 
was away for five years, and I stayed 
home, with my parents. The separa- 
tion never worried me, but poor Carl 
wrote twice, offering to release me 

from the engagement.” She turned 
down the radio, to a ghostly murmur 

"Of course I was younger than Carl, 
and he knew I had plenty of beaus. 
He wrote that he didn't think it was 

fair for me to be tied to him.” Ran- 
dall sat in a shadowy comer, very still. 

"When he came home." Mrs. Gil- 
bert went on. “of course I went to 
meet the ship. And will you believe 
that I didn't recognise him! He’d 
changed so much But I hadn’t 
changed; he knew me.” 

“How wonderful it must have been, 
after five years!” said Anita. 

"Yes, but we waited another two 

years before he’d agree to get married. 
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