It isour custom, when wishing to introduce a story with some few details about an author, his
works and views, to hand our Mr. Pet-tifogle a subway token and send himin quest of what we
call "bio data"—wherefrom we winnow a few facts and fancies, salient or otherwise. Mr. Robert
F. Young, author of this story of land and sea, and love transmuted by a terrible yet glorious
change, pro-vided us with information of such unexpected largesse that we decided to throw
precedent to the unnumber'd winds and print it in toto. Anyone concerned with either reading or
writing should find interest in what he has to say—and a fig for nay-sayers.

Looking back, | redlize that Tarzan of the Apes had quite abit to do with my becoming a
science-fiction writer. Through Tarzan, | met John Carter, and through John, | met dJuliansV, 1X, and
XX, Jason Gridley, Wado Emerson Smith-Jones, Bowen J. Tyler, Jr., and ahost of other luminariesin
the Burroughs ream. Thiswas along time ago, but the fictitious friends we make in our youth, however
absurd they may sometimes turn out to be when we revigt them, cast aspell over usthat lingers down
through the years, and it distresses me no end, when | watch an old Tarzan movie, to see Johnny
Weismuller try to climb atree or to hear him speak without benefit of the first person singular. Tarzan
was noth-ing if hewas not agile, and lessthan nothing if he was not intelli-gent, and for him to be
demeaned in o flagrant afashion isacrime againgt Burroughsiana. A more recent—and even more
flagrant—crime was committed in the name of E.R.B. on the Jack Benny program last week. In a spoof
about Tarzan and Jane, Jane was given parents who spoke with an English accent. Shades of Professor
Archimedes Q. Porter! Everybody knowsthat, for al her jungle lord's renowned English ancestry, Jane
Porter was an American girl. Sometimes| wonder what the world is coming to.

Rummaging through the shelves of thelocd library long, long ago (probably in search of an asyet
undiscovered Mars or Tarzan book), | came upon avolume entitled Men like Gods. A new door was
forthwith opened, and the light streaming through from the room beyond made the light in theroomin
which | stood seem lusterlessindeed. From that moment on | began reading Wells, and even today | go
back and read him occasiondly. He does not dim with time, and—as a certain editor so ably putitina
recent book review—he "towers and sparkles, like agiant dressed in jewels, high over al who came
after him."

Thethird spark that ignited my ambition was astory that | read at the age of nine or ten @ther in
Boy's Life or The American Boy. | recdl little about it, save that it was afourth-dimension story, but it
harked the first true awakening of my sense of wonder. | am till afflicted with that sense of wonder,
though to alesser degree; | hope | am adways afflicted with it. | should very much hate to become one of
those many people who go through life moved by nothing except new cars, new hi-fi sets, new boats,
and new eectric can openers—the kind of people, in short, who throw adithyrambic fit when they win
somethingon"The PriceisRight."

After | graduated from high school (I never went to college), | had an idedl opportunity to write. The
latter years of the de-presson werein progress at the time, and you couldn't buy or sted a steady job, so
what morelogical thing could | have done, in view of thefact that the plant where | began working
operated at most but six months out of the year and in view of the fact that | was single, than to have put
my pen to paper? But did 1? Not me. Save for afew half-hearted attemptsin thisvein and that, | spent
most of my sparetimereading. | had the notion, probably, that the more | read, the better | would be
qudified to write—once | findly got around to doing so. | did not know then that aperson can liveina
thousand houses and still not have the faintest idea of how to build one. In order to be ableto build a
house, you have to be a carpenter, and in order to get to be a carpenter, you have to serve an
apprenticeship. Well anyway, a least | got to livein alot of houses. | lived in the house of John
Gdsworthy, the house of Warwick Deegping, the house of Sinclair Lewis, the house of Somerset
Maugham, the house of Dorothy Canfield Fisher, the house of O. Henry, the house of Jack London, the
house of Joseph Hergesheimer—I lived, in short, in the house of just about any-onel cameto, andin
addition | made occasiona stopoversin arather large and imposing structure entitled "Dr. Eliot's Five
Foot Shelf of Books." Sincethose years | have of course lived in many other houses, and some of them
have been resplendent indeed; but after | began writing | lost my ability to livein ahouse for the sake of



livinginit done, and now, whenever | walk down some literary corridor—lofty or not quite so lofty, as
the case may be—I keep an eye peded for this example of workmanship and that.

With the passing of the depression years, | found mysdlf with a1-A classfication, and not long
thereafter | found mysdf in the Army. Meanwhile, | had gotten married. Three and ahalf years|ater,
finding mysdf acivilian once again, | went to work in aloca factory spraying castings, moved on to
another local factory where | worked as amachinist, moved on to anearby stedl mill wherel worked as
athird helper, a stopper-maker, adagger, aclerk, and a mud-man, moved on to a non-ferrous foundry
where| worked asameta pourer. | was pouring metal when | sold my first story. After that, | got ajob
in another machine shop and became what is known as a " setup man." When the machine shop
transferred to another town, | became an assembler, and then a shipping clerk, but long before this| had
become awriter, which wasthe only thing | had really wanted to becomein thefirst place.

| am 47,5 9", and wear glasses. | was brought up a Republi-can, but | seldom vote the same ticket
two times running. My wife and | have one daughter, who is now married, and we are grand-parents of
some elght months standing. We own our own house, and the house is located some several hundred feet
from the wa-ters of Lake Erie. On clear days| can look through the windows of the enclosed front porch
where | do my writing and see Can-ada. Or rather, | would be able to were it not for the fact that |
usudly keep the drapes drawn. Looking at Canadaisfine, but you can't ook at Canadaand write too. |
have no hobhbies, unlessyou can cdl reading ahobby. Or feeding the birds (thismorning | saw a
white-breasted nuthatch). | belong to no organizations. | don't believein organizations. | like: opera, cold
wegther, "The Defenders’, trees, roast beef on kummelweck, and the works of VirginiaWoolf. | didike:
rock 'nroll, hot weether, "The Danny Thomas Show", superhighways, pizza, and housewife-writerswho
extal their own literary achievements on the pages of writers mag-azines. | dread having people come up
tomeand say, "l have an Ideathat will make area Jm-Dandy of astory,” or, even worse, having
people come up to me and say, "Y ou should write my Life Story—wow!"—and then proceed to tell it to
me-R.F.Y.

IN WHAT CAVERN OF THE DEEP
by Robert F. Y oung

SNOW LAY ALONG THE CLIFF top and more snow was danting in over the Atlantic, pitting the
leaden wavesthat one by one were ling the narrow strip of beach at the cliff'sbase. The treesdong
the cliff top were black, their leaveslong torn away by Novem-ber storms. The cottage sat some
distance back from the trees, blu-ish smoke rising from the chimney and fleeing with the wind. In front of
the cottage and on the edge of the dliff was asmal gun-emplace-ment, and beside the emplace-ment,
mackinaw collar raised againgt the danting snow, David Stuart stood.

And he took his staff in his hand, and chose him five smooth stones out of the brook and put
themin a shepherd'sbag . . . and hisslingwasin hishand . . .

Many summers had fled the cliff and the cottage, many springs and falls. Winter loved to lash the
gentle grass that grew before the door, to whip the trees that stood aong the cliff top, to belabor thelittle
beach that lay below . . . In the cottage, storm-bound they had lain, flesh against flesh and bresth to
breath, warding off the bitter cold. Winter had tried with dl its might to destroy the fortressthat their love
had built around them, and they had laughed in darkness, laughed in warmth, knowing that the fortress
would not fall.

But now thefortress was gone.

Snow stinging hisface, David looked out to sea. Helooked for gold—the gold of awoman's hair.
For golden tresses kel p-bed vast, for shod-shoulders surging with the sweep of cyclopean arms; for the
tempest-thrust of mast-long legs. There would be gulls and dolphins, too, if the reports were
correct—the gulls circling high above her spume-crowned head, the dolphins romping al around her. Out
of the deep shewould rise, as golden as the sun—comely as Jerusalem, terrible as an army with



banners—and then his huge horrendous ding would speak, and she would be no more. . . . How lovely
was thy gentle fore-head—how beautiful were thy feet with shoes!

Thewind took on an added sharpness, and David turned his head to shield his numbing cheeks. The
cottage came into hisline of vison, and as he stood there gaz-ing at the memoried winter-bower agirl
came out and started walk-ing toward him through the day--before-Christmas snow. A heavy coat
muffled thetal figure he knew so well; awoolen kerchief restrained the dark-brown hair that sometimes
fell about him in the night. The clear grayness of her eyeswas forever taking him unawares, and it did so
now as she came up to him and said, "I made some coffee, David. It's on the stove. Drink some, and
then liedown."

He shook his head. "I'll have a cup, and come right back."

"No. You've been up dl night. If she comes, I'll call you the min-ute| see her. Y ou'l have plenty of
timetodignthegun.

Awakened by the thought of deep, histiredness rose up and tried to overcome him. He fought it
back. "Thewindisraw," he said. ™Y ou should have brought a blan-ket to wrap around you."

"Il bedl right.”

Hesad, "l wonder if she'scold.”

She said, "Y ou know she can't be. That she's not human any more. Go inside and deep.”

"All right—1'll try."

He hesitated, wanting to kiss her. Somehow, he could not. "Call meif she comesthen. Cal me
anyway inthree hours."

"| put some blankets on the sofa. It'swarmer there. Now don't worry—everything will be al right.”

Heleft her sde and walked across the snow-covered lawn. Vic-torious, histiredness climbed upon
his shoulders. They sagged beneath the crushing weight. Hefdlt like an old man. Old before | am forty,
he thought. Old before | am even thirty-five. This day will the Lord deliver thee into mine hand; and |
will smitethee. . .

It was warm in the cottage. Wood that he had split the day be-fore burned brightly in the fire-place,
the reds and yellows of the flames playing over the blanket-covered sofa. David removed his mackinaw
and hung it on the rack beside the door. He hung his hat beside it and kicked out of his ga-loshes. The
warmth laid soothing fingers upon his brow. But he knew that he could not deep.

The aromaof fresh-brewed cof-fee came from the kitchen, and he went out into the little room and
poured asteaming cupful. All around him, memories hovered: in plate and bowl and saucer, in pot and
pan and stove; in the color of the curtains, in the panels of the walls. Honeymoon mornings she had made
coffee, fried bacon; broken eggsinto a crackling pan. The table where they had break-fasted stood like a
ghrinein the middle of thefloor. Abruptly, he turned and waked away, leaving his coffee forgotten on the
sove.

In the living room again, he sat down on the sofa and took off his shoes. The hest of the fire reached
out and touched hisface. Hiswoolen shirt began to prickle, and he removed it and sat therein his T-shirt
and histrousers, staring at the flames. He could hear the wind, and her name was on its bregth. Helen, it
whispered again and again. Helen! . . . Far out to sea, the sunny tresses he had once caressed spread out
like gol-den kelp-beds, far out to sea, the lovely head he had once cradled on his shoulder plied cold and
disma waves, far out to sea, the sup-ple body he had once adored rolled to and fro in leviathan
un-dulations. . . Inthe gray morning light he saw that the backs of his hands were glistening with tiny
drops of moisture. He stared at the drops uncomprehend-ingly, and as he stared another one appeared.
He knew then that they werefdlen tears.

Oddly enough, he had received an impression of tallnessthe very first time he saw her. The
impres-sion was afase one, arisng from their different positions—she had just stood up on the raft and
he was climbing onto it—but in the years that followed he never forgot how goddess-like she seemed
when he emerged from the blue water at her very feet and gazed up at her. It wasthe first faint sounding



of aleitmotiv that was destined to grow in sound and grandeur until it dominated hislife.

Thefullness of her pectords and the deepness of her chest led him to suspect that shewas an
ex-cdlent svimmer. Her long legs, smoothly yet powerfully muscled, strengthened the suspicion, and the
golden cast of her skin did nothing to disaffirm it. But shewas not aparticularly tal girl, he saw when he
stood up beside her; tdl, yes—but no taller than the five feet, four necessary to put the top of her golden
head on aleved with his chin. The brown-haired girl who had aso been sun bathing on the raft and who
had a so stood up was unmistakably thetaller of the two. She gave David a penetrating glance out of
cool gray eyes, then donned a yellow bathing cap. "Come on, Helen, we've got to dressfor dinner,” she
said to her companion, and dived into the water and struck out in an easy crawl for the white strip of
beach with its decor of piers and cot-tages.

The golden girl donned awhite bathing cap and was about to fol-low when David said, "Don't go
yet—please.”

She regarded him curioudy, and he saw that the September sky had copied its color from the
blue-ness of her eyes. " "Please? Why please?”

"Because I'll probably never swim out here again and find someone like you standing in the sun,”
David said. "Because I'm amiser asregard to moments, and when | find agolden onelikethisI'm
compelled to do everything | can to keep it from dipping through my fingers before | get achanceto
hoard it."

"Y ou're srange. Do you joust with windmills, too?!

Hesmiled. "Sometimes." And then, "I aready know your name," hewent on. "Or at least thefirst
part of it. For the record, mine€'s David —David Stuart.”

She removed her bathing cap, and her golden hair came tum-bling softly down around her cheeks
and neck. Her face some-how managed to be both oval and heart-shaped, and the line of her eyebrows
was alogica and natu-ral extension of the delicate line of her nose. "For the record,” she said, "the last
part of mineis Aus-ten." She seemed to make up her mind. "Very well, | can spare aminute—three, if |
skip my show-er. But no more than that.”

She sat down in the sun, and he sat clown beside her. White- caps danced around them on the
blueness of the lake and above their heads alofty family of cir-rus clouds hovered sedately in the sky. "I
thought | knew everyone at the resort by thistime," she said. "My sister Barbaraand | have been here for
amost amonth. Y ou must be cryptaoic.”

"No," hesaid, "l just arrived thismorning. Not long ago, | found myself theinheritor of quitea
number of things, among them abeach house. | wanted to get some benefit out of it before the season
died.”

"Y ou won't get very much. To-morrow's burid day, you know."

"Not for my season. I've struck Labor Day from my calendar. I've dways had a penchant for
Sep-tember beaches, but thisisthe first time I've ever had a chanceto in-dulgeit. I'll probably hang
around heretill October, kegping com-pany with the herring gulls and old memories.”

Shelooked out over the dancing water. "I'll think of you when I'm back in the salt mines|aboring
over dictation pad and typewrit-er."

Thelineof her neck and chin wasfaintly childlike. Somehow, she made him think of alittle girl.

"Y ou're hardly more than nineteen, are you?" he asked won-deringly.

"I'm twenty-one, and secretaria school isfar behind me. | wanted to go into training and swim the
English Channd, but my sister Barbara, who iswisein al things, convinced methat | should settlefor a
more staid career.”

"You don't look like your sster,” he said. And then, "Tell me about your swvimming.”

"| took the women'slong-dis-tance A.A.U. championship in 1966. Does that contribute any-thing to
your golden moment?'

"It enhancesit no end. But it so givesme afeding of infer-iority. | can't even svimamile”

"Y ou could if you went about it right. Swvimming isamore natura form of locomotion than walking
is." She donned her bathing cap again—thistime for kegps—and stood up. "I'm afraid your three minutes
expired sometime ago, and now | really must go."



He stood up beside her. "I'll swim inwith you," he said.

They dived together, emerged glistening in the sun, and struck out for shore, she with alazy play of
arms and legs, he with alaborious side stroke. On the beach, water dancing down her smooth, tanned
skin, she said, "1 hope the moment makes a distinguished addition to your collection. And now, | must
run.

"Wait," hesaid. "1 wouldn't be atrue miser if one golden moment didn't make me greedy for
an-other."

"But one more will only make you greedy for still another—isn't that so?"

"Itisasort of viciouscircle, at that,” he admitted. "But | can't help mysdlf, and timeis running short,
and—"

"I'll be at the pavilion with Bar-baratonight,” Helen said. "Y ou may buy me one glass of beer, if you
like—but only one." Sheturned and ran toward the flight of Sairsthat climbed the low bank along whose
crest the summer cottage stood. " Good by now," she caled over her shoulder.

"Good by," David said, the late-afternoon sunlight warm upon his back, the song of her sounding
deep within him. Y es, she was the one; he was sure of it now. The song said so over and over. His
footsteps were airy as he made his way toward the beach house. There was none like her—none, the
song sang. None like her—none. Arrayed beside her, thewindfal of hisinheritance was a scattering of
withered gpples. She was the single golden gpple that had not yet falen, and he would climb high into the
branches of the tree and taste the golden sweetness of her and put to rout the hunger of hislonely years.

His uncle's beach house—he hadn't yet grown accustomed enough to his new way of life to think of
the variousitems of hisinheritance as his own—was one of the three resdences among which the old
man had rationed the last years of hislong life. The other two were a cottage on an iso-lated section of
the Connecticut coast and a bungalow on Bijou-de-mer, asmal idand in the Cora Sea. In addition to
owning the bunga ow, the old man had aso owned theidand, and on it in hisyounger days he had
pursued two of the very few hobbies he had ever permitted himself—the culti-vation of rice and the
production of copra.

The beach house was more than amere summer home—it was ayoung mansion. Compared toiit,
the ordinary resort cottages brought to mind a collection of caretakers dwellings. On the beach side, a
green lawn pat-terned with ems and weeping willows spread lazily down to alow breskwall. The motif
of trees and grass was repeated on the east and on the west sides, and was var-ried dightly in the rear by
ablack-top driveway that wound in from the resort road to athree-car ga-rage.

American Colonid design, the house stood three stories high. A high-cellinged living room ran the
entirewidth of the first sory, and from the living room two arch-ways |ed respectively to an elabo-rate
dining room and a king-sized kitchen. The second story was given over to a spacious den, a period-piece
bar, alargelibrary, athree-tabled billiard room, a big bathroom, and a huge master bed-room. The third
floor was devoted entirely to guest rooms, each of which had its own bathroom. The servant quarters
were just off the kitchen and could be reached by a separate outside doorway. This was the doorway
David used. He hadn't as yet shed the awe of the rich that his middle-class parents had ingtilled in him
before they broke tip, and he felt more like atrespasser than he did an owner. Moreover, the mere
thought of get-ting sand on the thousand-dollar living-room rug gppalled him.

The servants had been dis-charged after his uncl€'s death, and, other than making arrange-mentswith
someone in the nearby village of Bayville to come around twice aweek and do what needed to be done
to keep up the grounds, he had hired no one to replace them. Even if he had known ex-actly how to go
about getting abutler and a cook and amaid he would have balked at the idea, not because he
consdered it wrong for one human being to wait on an-other but because having aways done for himsalf
heinginctively shied avay from the idea of having someone ese do for him. Besides, dl hislifehe had
yearned for the privacy that only wedlth can bring, and now that he had it he had no intention of sharing it
with stran-gers.

After undressing in the modest guest room that he had chosen for his own, he shaved and showered
in the adjoining bathroom. For the evening he donned a dacks and shirt ensemble that had cost him more
than he used to pay for hissuits. "For casua wear," the clerk had said, but David felt anything but casual



as he stood before the mirror and surveyed himsdlf. He felt stiff and awkward and out of place, and he
looked exactly the way hefdt.

He droveinto Bayvillefor din-ner. Shadows were long upon the lawn when he returned, and he sat
on the colonnaded porch till they grew longer, till they fled be-fore the soundless footsteps of eve-ning;
then he set off down the beach toward the pavilion. He had never visited the place, but he rec-ognized it
the minute he saw it sprawling on the shore, itslights leaking through its poplar-guarded windows and
spilling onto the sand. The second he stepped in-side, he felt logt. Y oung people lined the bar and
crowded around thetables. All of them, it seemed, were talking at once, and their voices blending with
the juke-box blare created a background roar that was downright nerve-racking. Thiswas a place for
children, not adults. David, who was only twen-ty-nine, felt forty.

He edged into a narrow space at the bar and ordered a beer that he didn't want. He was beginning to
wish that he hadn't come; then he saw Helen and Barbara comein and take atable by one of the wide
windows that looked out over the lake. He ordered two more beers, and, carrying them adong with his
own, made hisway across the crowded room. Helen's eyes were on him al the way, and when he st the
three glasses down on the table at the end of his precarious journey, she rewarded him with awarm
"Hello". "Thisis David Stu-art, Barbara," she said to her com-panion. Turning back to David, she said,
"Thisismy dster Bar-bara. She writeslove stories for the magazines.”

Barbara gave him along cool glance. She was wearing awhite dress that brought to mind aGre-cian
tunic. Helen'sdresswas pas-tel pink and clung like morning mist to her golden skin. Thy two breasts are
like two young roes that are twins, which feed among thelilies. . .

"You are the David Stuart | read about sometime ago, aren't you?' Barbara asked him after he sat
down. "The onewho harvested the golden grain?

David nodded. "My unclésgolden grain.”

"Helen wouldn't believe mewhen | told her you werefilthy rich.”

"Y ou tak asthough being rich were acrime.”

"It'sonly my envy showing. | have no uncles, but if | did have you could depend on every one of
them being as dirt poor asl am.”

"Well | have no uncleseither,” Helen said, "and | don't fed abit bitter. Do you like being rich,
David?'

"I don't know. | haven't got used to it yet."

"Y ou should read Fitzgerad," Barbarasaid. "He had a complex about rich people. Perhaps you have
reed him."

David nodded. "Poor Julian.”

"Poor David," Helen said. "Get off his back, will you, Babs?' Then, to David, "I've been thinking
about what you said about gulls and old memories. It will be nice after dl the people have gone.”

"But not after you've gone. | wish you could stay.”

"l wish | could too. But come tomorrow night, it's back to Buf-falo.”

"And back to Steve," Barbarasaid. "Don't forget Steve.”

"Steve?' David asked.

"Steveisher truelove. Didn't you tell him about Steve, Helen?”

"Don't be such ashrew, Bar-bara. Y ou know perfectly well | haven't had timeto tell him about
anything."

David looked into his beer glass. He should have known there would be a Steve. How could there
help but be?

Barbarawas speaking again: "What will you do with dl your delightful dough, Mr. Stuart? Buy a
yacht?'

Heforced himself to smile. She was beginning to bug him alittle, but he wasn't going to give her the
satisfaction of knowingit. "I d-ready have ayacht. What I'd like to do is buy atypewriter and write the
Great American Novd."

Barbara shook her head. "Y ou won't, though, because you won't be pressed. Great books are
written by men who need the money they bring in. Take Balzac. Take Dostoevski. Take—"



"Why not take Flaubert?' David interrupted. "He wasn't pressed.”

"Not financialy—no. But you may rest assured that he was pressed in other ways." She looked at
him keenly. 'l don't think you are, Mr. Stuart., I'll bet you've nev-er written anything in your wholelife.”

David grinned. "Oh wdll, it was only a passing thought. Probably what I'll redlly do isbuy acastle
with amoat filled with Cutty Sark and drink myself to death. Does that fit your preconception of a
parvenu any better, Miss Austen?’

"Much better." Sheraised her glass, took asingle sip out of it, and set it back down on the table. She
stood up. "I'm going to turnin early for achange, so I'll be on my way."

"Wait, Babs" Helen said.

"I can't. Don't forget to tel him about Steve now."

Barbarawaked away. Helen stared after her angrily. "1 can't understand it—she's never acted like
that before."

David sad, "'l have ahunch she doesn't like me." He touched glass-es. "'l know you said only one,
but please drink up and have one more.”

"No—one'smy limit. Anyway, | think 1'd better be getting back to the cottage too.” His
disappoint-ment must have shown on hisface, for she added, "But you can walk me homeif you like,
and we can St on the beach stairsand talk for awhile.”

"Fine. | don' likeit here any-way."

Outside, sheremoved her shoes. "l like to walk barefoot on the sand.”

Hetook them from her. "Here, let me carry them.”

The stars were out, but there was no moon, and the shoreline lay in pale and dreamlike dark-ness.
Thelake sighed at their feet, and awarm breeze breathed against their faces. They passed dark blurs of
blankets and heard lovers whispering in the night. When they cameto the sairs, Hd-en said, "Thisis
where| meant. I've sat herelots of time, looking at the stars.”

"All done?'

"Yes, dl done. Youretheonly boy I've met this summer.”

David laughed. "I haven't been a'boy’ for quite sometime.”

"Tome, you seem like one. Shdl we sit down?"

The gtairs were narrow, and they had to squeeze to makeit. They sat there Sde by side, shoul-ders
touching. ™Y ou were supposed to tell me about Steve," David said. "Remember?’

"Thereisn't much to tell. I've known him for about a year. He's asked meto marry him severa times,
but somehow | couldn't say 'yes. | guessit was because | did-n't know for sure whether | loved him or

"Didnt?"

"Did | usethe past tense? Yes, | guess| must have. Because | do know for sure now."

"That you do lovehim?"

"Thet | dont."

David redized that he had been holding his breath. He expelled it softly. "1 think I'd better tell you a
little bit about mysdlf," he said. "'I'm frightened of my wedlth, be-causein my heart I'm till poor. Y ou get
S0 used to being poor that you accept it asthe norma order of things, and if you become rich overnight
you try to reassure your-self by continuing to associate with the people you associated with when you
were poor. And then you find out what kind of people they redly are. They drive you from their doors
with their envy and they hound you in public places, and there you are, stranded be-tween two
worlds—the old one that no longer wants any part of you and the new one that you're too timid to enter.
I'm at seain another respect, too. Somehow, |'ve dways had the notion that books are as important to a
man as hisdaily bread, and I've spent haf my life reading them. Good books, bad books, mediocre
books—all kinds of books. When my mother and father got divorced—that's why my uncle disinherited
them, incidentally—I was old enough to take care of mysdlf, and | quit school and went to work. Since
then, I'veworked at al sortsof jobsin al sorts of different places. | drovetruck, | delivered mail, |
pumped gas. | did thisand | did that, and al thewhile, | read, read, read. For about six months | worked
on aGresat Lakes ore boat and studied navigation in my spare time, but that didn't suit me either, and |



findly ended up in Lackawannaworking at Bethle-hem Sted. When my uncledied, | wasworking the
swing shift, and reading The Forsyte Saga in my spare time in achegp rooming-house. Y ou can't
imagine anything more incongruous than that—or anything more pathetic. Beware of the man of many
books who can't put what he's read to practical use. Beware of the dreamer. There, you can't say you
haven't been fore-warned."

"Weren't thereany girls?’

"A few. But the only ones that meant anything to me were the ones | met in books."

"It'sashame your parents couldn't get long. Did they try to contest the will?!

"My father did—my uncle was his brother. But it was no dice. Assoon as | get straightened around
I'm going to set up an annuity for him, and one for my mother too. They're both remarried and they're
well off, and both of them have children and neither one of them likes to be reminded that I'm still around;
but it wouldn't beright if | didn't do something for them.”

"It'sgood to be kind to your par-ents. | never knew mine."

"Y ou're an orphan then?' David asked.

"A foundling. Sort of afreakish one. Barbaras father—afterwards he became my father, too—found
me one winter when he was vaca-tioning in Florida. | waslying on a public beach, and | was naked and
all tangled up with seaweed and | looked asthough | was haf dead. | wasn't half dead, though —I was
very much dive. But | couldn't walk and | couldn't talk and | had no memory of what had happened to
me. | ill haven't. When dad adopted me and brought me home he estimated my age to be ten years and
figured out the day and the year of my birth accordingly. He was awidower and had no other children
except Barbara. Sheand | grew up to-gether in hishouse in Buffalo. My first memory goes no further
back than my eeventh "birthday.” | could walk and talk by then, though not very well. After that, |
recovered fagt, but what | recovered from I've no idea, and | don't think any of the doctors dad took me
to have either. Anyway, | wasn't mentally retarded, and with dad's and Barbara's help | easily made up
for al the school 1'd missed, and managed to graduate from high school before | was eighteen. Dad gave
me hiswife's name, and when he died three years ago he | eft the house to both Barbaraand me. It'sa
fine house, and we've lived there ever since. She does dl the managing, of course—she'sthree years
older than | am. Three yearsis quite alot when you're young."

"Eight must seem an eternity,” David said. Suddenly he snapped hisfingers. "I'll bet that's why your
gger doesn't like me—shethinks1'm too old for you.”

Helen shook her head. "No, that's not why. Barbara's very broad-minded about such things.
Besides, | think she does like you. Sometimes she's hard to under-stand.” She stood up. "1 must goin
now, I'm afraid. May | have my shoes, please?'

"I'll put them on for you."

When she did not demur, he knelt before her in the sand. Her feet were pale blursin the star-light.
Hisfingerstrembled at the touch of her smooth cool skin. He dipped each shoe on gently. The starlight
seemed to intengify, to becomerain, and therain fell soundlesdy al around him in the soft summer night.
For amoment he could not breathe, and when he could he said, still knedling in the sand, "How beautiful
are thy feet with shoes!" Hefedt her hand touch his hair, rest lightly there for amoment, then fly away.
When he stood up, she stood up too, and standing as she was on the first step she was dightly tdler than
he was. Her arlit face was very close. The leitmotiv sounded again when he kissed her, stronger this
time, then faded away asthey drew gpart. Yes, it wastrue, his heart sang. She wasthe one, and there
could never be another like her. "Good night," he whispered gen-tly into her hair. "Good night,” she
whispered gently back, and he stood there in the starlight listen-ing to the sound of her retreating
footsteps, and long after he went to bed he heard them in the deep dark recesses of the night, and in his
dreams he saw her starlit gentle face again and rgjoiced in her star-lit gentle kiss. There was none like
her, none. None like her. None.

The wedding had been amodest one. It took place on the twenty-fourth of December of that same



year in alittle church not far from where Helen and Barbaralived. Barbarawas bridesmaid, and for the
best man David chose the only friend he had thusfar acquired in the new world in which he had re-cently
taken up residence—Gov don Rawley, the youngest member of the law firm that had handled David's
uncles affairs and that now handled David's. That same day, David chartered a plane and he and Helen
flew to Connecticut, and night found them in the little cottage on the cliff. They could just aseasly have
flown to For-ida, but both of them liked white Christmases too well to sacrifice this one—the loveliest,
probably, either of them would ever know—on the dtar of the tropics.

They remained in the cottage two weeks, hiking aong the snow-crowned cliffs by clay and drinking
German beer in the warmth of pine-knot flames by night. Mornings, they dept late, and afterward they
lingered over second coffees at thelittle table in the kitchen. It was here that the Gresat Inspiration was
born. They would go for along cruise in David's yacht, the Ne-reid, and visit hisidand in the Cord seal

The Nereid wasin Boston Har-bor. After hiring anavigator and a crew, they set out on the 29th of
January and braved their way down the wintry coast. When the Panama Cana was behind them, David
took advantage of the serene Pacific days and nights and, with the navigator's hel p, supplement-ed his
knowledge of navigation to a point where he could have plot-ted the course himsdlf. Time passed swiftly.
March found the Nereid passing between the Solo-mons and the New Hebrides, and not long
afterward, Bijou-de-mer was raised.

David's uncle had loved Bijou--de-mer the way Stendhal had loved Milan, but to David it wasabig
disappointment. He had expected to find the sort of colorful tropical paradise that travel brochures
de-pict; ingtead, he found an over-grown cocoanut plantation and an expanse of neglected ricefields.
Backgrounding the cocoanut groves and the rice paddies was a series of jungle-clad hills. Therewasa
good-sized harbor, however, whose waters were deep enough for asmall ship to anchor and whose
beach was pure cora. An aged pier jutted from the shore, and beyond the pier atrail led from the beach
to alow embankment that ran between two acre-ages of rice paddies to the hill on which the bungalow
stood.

In back of the bungal ow there was a shed containing a generator, but the generator had seen its
bet-ter days, and David couldn't get it to work. The bungalow, however, wasin halfway decent
condition, and there were plenty of candles available. He and Helen made the necessary repairs and
cleaned the place up; then they settled down to ahdcyon life of swimming and fishing and generd
adl-around loaf-ing. Sheloved the sea, and awak-ening mornings and finding an empty pillow beside his
own, he would look through the bedroom window and see her romping in the distant surf and sometimes
swimming out into the blue waters beyond the place where the Nereid lay at anchor. Upon her return, he
would bawl her out for her reck-lessness, but she would only laugh, and say, "Don't be an old woman,
David. The seawill never harm me."

They remained on theidand for aweek. Probably they would have remained longer if therainy
sea-son hadn't set in. David had heard about the rainy season, but it was necessary to experienceit in
order to believeit. Therain fel in blan-kets, and water rushed down from the hills, turning once-gentle
brooksinto raging torrents. Therice paddies didn't just fill—they overflowed—and sometimes mois-ture
hung so heavily inthe air that it seemed to beraining insde aswell as outside the bunga ow. Ev-erything
was damp—the clothes they wore, the books they read, the towels they tried to dry themselveswith, the
sheetsthey dept on, and the food they ate. David endured it for three days, said, "I've had i,
Hden—let'sgo home."

He decided not to go by way of the Panama Canal thistime, but to proceed to Tacoma,
Washing-ton, and leave the Nereid with Reese and Harrison, Inc.—a ship-building concern in which he
owned stock. The yacht needed in-numberable repairs, and even though he knew that in the end the
money hewould save would be negligible, it pleased him to do businesswith acompany that in part
bel onged to him. Rather than keep the navigator and the crew on his payroll any longer, helet them go a
the end of the voyage and paid their plane fare back to Boston. Then, after turning the Nereid over to the
ship-building concern and leasing space for it a their private dock, he bought plane tickets and he and
Helen returned to Buffao. They spent the summer at the beach house, and in the fdl they rented aduplex
on Delaware Avenue and moved into the city.



David had yet to decide, what he wanted to do with hislife, and now he began trying thisthing and
that. But without theimmediacy of having to makeliving to goad him on, his pursuitsinvariably fdl into
the hobby category. He bought the most expensive el ectric organ he could find, and he and Helen began
to take lessons. It required less than amonth for them to redl-ize that at best their playing would never be
anything more than wooden, and at Helen's suggestion they abandoned music and took up painting.
David fared no better in this second field of endeavor than he had in thefirst, but Helen proved to have a
latent talent of sorts, and in amatter of weeks she was turning out canvases that were remarkable for
their subject matter done. David found some of them upsetting, and one of them he found downright
frightening. It depicted the interior of ahuge cavern. Dominating it was an eerie castle built of crude stone
blocks. Itstowers were disproportionately tall and were covered with adimy green growth that faintly
resem-bled ivy. In places, the "ivy" had torn loose, and was trailing out-ward from the towers like ragged
pennants streaming in awind. The windows were high and narrow, and the darkness behind them was
unrelieved by so much asasingle light. The atmosphere was un-earthly. It had a cobat-blue cast, and it
was shot with strange rays and filmy phosphorescences. Asthough to intensfy the unpleas-antness of the
over-al effect, Hel-en had painted in a scattering of weird, piscine birds.

He thought, for some reason, of Shelley's The World Wanderers, and thelines

Tell me, thou Sar, whose wings of light

Soeed thee in thy fiery flight,

In what cavern of the night

Will thy pinions close now?

When he asked her what the painting was supposed to sgnify, she seemed confused. " Should it
sgnify something?' she asked.

"Well | should hope so! How else can you judtify it?"

She looked at the bizarre scene for sometime. At length, she shook her head. "I just painted
it—that'sal. Maybeit's surred, or some-thing. But if it has an underlying meaning, | don't know what it
is"

Helet the matter drop. How-ever, he didiked the canvas in-tensely, and never went near it again.

At thistime, theleitmotiv, which had lain dormant in the or-chestra background al these months,
sounded once again—thistime loudly enough for him to heer it.

For some weeks he had been aware of a change in Helen's hab-its, but he had been unable to
dis-cover its cause. Formerly, she had goneto visit Barbara once or twice aweek, and often the two of
them had attended Saturday matinees together and dined out afterward. Now, Helen stayed at home
virtu-aly dl of thetime, and once, when he asked her to go to acon-cert at Kleinhan's Music Hall with
him, she declined with avehe-mence that startled him. It was shortly after thisincident that he noticed that
she had taken to wearing low-heeled shoes. When he asked her why, she said that her back had been
bothering her lately and that she had hoped that low hedls might help it.

He thought no more about the matter. Then, not long afterward when he was going through his mall
one afternoon, he came across a statement that floored him. 1t was from a dress shop that Helen had
never patronized before, and the amount ran way into four figures. Nevertheless, it was not the amount
that astonished him—it wasthelist of items she had bought. For it added up to some-thing morethan a
mere total—it added up to the fact that she had bought a new wardrobe.

Thanksto hisinsgstence that she deny herself nothing, she d-ready had more clothes than she knew
what to do with. Why, then, should she suddenly have taken it into her head that she needed new coats,
new dresses, new shoes, new negligees, and new underthings? And why had she kept their pur-chase a
secret?

Maybe she hadn't meant to keep it a secret. Maybe it just seemed that way to him because he hadn't
been home the day the clothes had been ddivered. Still, it was odd that she hadn't made any mention of
the matter—unless she wanted to surprise him. But if she wanted to surprise him she had waited allittle
too long.

Leaving the statement on his desk, he left his den, crossed the living room, and ascended the Sairsto
the second level. Helen had converted one of the three bedroomsinto a studio, and she was there now,



hard a work on anew canvas. He paused in the doorway, drawing along draught of her loveliness and
drinking it down to thelast drop. It was one of those phenomenally warm days that sometimes occur
during In-dian Summer, and she had re-moved her shoes and stripped down to her dip. Her legs seemed
longer and more graceful than ever, her arms and breasts and neck more goddess-like. A playful

October wind was wafting through the open window and ruffling a se-ries of impromptu bangs that had
fallen over her forehead.

She was so absorbed in her work that she didn't notice him till he went over and stood beside her.
Even then, she didn't look up, but went on painting. The scene tak-ing shape on the canvaswas a
dis-quieting one. There was achasm+-like valey filled with strange green plants, the tenuous filaments of
which were growing straight up-Ward in defiance of the law of gravity. Scattered over the valey floor
were hundreds of tiny green disks, and farther up the valley, so deep in the background asto be barely
discernible, was a series of upright rib-like timbers. In the foreground stood a copper-banded chest of
the kind associated with seventeenth-century buccaneers, and on top of it lay ahuman skull.

Finaly shelaid her paette and brush aside and faced him. " Some-thing on your mind, darling?'

Heforced hiseyes away from the canvas. "Y es. | thought we might go out to dinner tonight. Don our
glad togs and do the town."

Her blue eyes absconded. "No. | don't think 1'd care to tonight, David.”

"But why not? It's been ages since we've gone anywhere . . . | should think you'd want to show off
some of the new things you bought.”

Her eyes came back, rested briefly on hisface, then ran away again. ™Y ou got the statement then. |
was going to tell you, but somehow I—" Abruptly she turned away and walked over to the win-dow and
looked down into the street. " Somehow | just couldn't,” shefinished.

He went over and took her shoulders and turned her around. "Don't be upset—I'm glad you bought
new clothes"

"I wouldn't have bought them, only—" Suddenly sheraised her eyes. "Look a me," she said. "Can't
you see what's happening?'

"l amlooking at you. What isit I'm supposed to see?’

"Look harder." She moved closer to him. "Thetop of my head used to be level with your
chin—re-member? Now look where it comesto!"”

Hisfirst impulse wasto laugh; then heredlized that hislips were brushing her forehead and that her
hair waslevel with hiseyes. In-ginctively, he stepped back to seeif she was standing on tiptoe. She was
not. For amoment, he could not spesk.

"Now you know why | don't go anywhere any more,” she said. "Now you know why | avoid
Barbara. Seeing me every day, you haven't noticed; but other people would. Barbarawould. When you
don't see someone every day you can spot a change in them the min-ute you lay eyes on them.”

"And this—thisiswhy you bought a new wardrobe?'

"I had to—don't you see? Oh, | let the hems down on my dresses—that was no problem. But findly
it reached a point where the dresses had to be let out, and | didn't know how to do it and | was afraid to
hire someoneto do it for mefor fear they'd guessthe truth. Y ou see, I'm not just growing taller—I'm
growing bigger too. My feet are growing bigger, my hands are growing bigger. | can't even wear my
wedding ring any more. [—"

Hetook her in hisarms before the tears had a chance to begin. "But don't you see," he said, "that
what's happening to you is per-fectly normal? Y ou're supposed to grow until you're twenty-fivel™

"I'm supposed to fill out, yes—but I'm not supposed to grow tall-er." She rested her head on his
shoulder. "Let's not pretend, Da-vid. I've known for along timethat | was growing taller—that 1'd never
even stopped growing taller. But my growth-rate was so gradua that | didn't think any-thing about it.
Now, it'sbegun to accelerate. I've grown two inchesin the last two months! I'm three inchestaller now
than | was when you married me! 1'm ten pounds heavier!"

"All of which makes you the ex-ception that provesthe rule but which certainly doesn't mean you're
going to go ongrowing taler."

Shedidn't seem to hear him. "With high hedlson I'd be astall asyou arel” A shudder shot through



her. "Oh, David, it'snot fair!"

"I'll tell youwhat," he said. "To-morrow, well pay your family doc-tor avidt and let him put your
fearsto rest. But tonight, we'll get dressed and go out to dinner, and afterwards well takein a show.

Y ou've been cooped up here for so long that you've imagined yoursdlf to betaler than you redly are.
Why, I'll bet if you measured you'd find that at the most you've only grown haf aninch!™

"Don't you think I have meas-ured? Don't you think—"

"All right then—you have. But it's nothing to worry about. Come on, get ready and well go. If there's
any worrying that needsto be done, I'll doit."

All the while he was getting dressed he tried to convince him-sdlf that there was none, but he didn't
quite succeed. He didn't know very much about gigantism, but he knew enough about it to ruin hisdinner
and to spoil the movie that they went to afterward. If Helen redlly was suffering from the condition, her
continued growth wasn't necessarily going to stop at three extrainches and ten extra pounds. It could go
on and on till sheturned into the freak she dready imagined she had be-come.

But Doctor Bonner, Helen'sfamily physician, didn't share David's premonitions. After giving her a
complete physical, he said that he had never seen a hedlthier woman. There was no indiceation that
nor-mal ossification hadn't occurred, and she showed no signs of the physical wesknessthat usualy
ac-companies gigantism. Like David, he didn't believe that she had grown nearly as much as she thought
she had, and hetold her that she had gotten hersdlf upset over nothing. "I hereby pronounce you
physicaly sound,” he said. "If you suffer from any more growing pains” he added with agrin, "be sureto
let me know."

"I don't think he believed aword of what | told him," Helen said on the way home. "Why, he treated
melikealittle child!"

"But don't you think," David suggested, "that part of it might be your imagination? Maybe you grew
aninch, or maybe even aninch and a hdf, but three seemsalittle far-fetched.”

"But | tll youthat | did grow threeinches! Three and aquarter inches, in fact!”

David laughed. "All right—I won't argue with you. But appar-ently they're perfectly norma inch-es,
s0 | don't see what harm they can do. It's stylish for girlsto betal these days.”

Suddenly, she smiled. "Well if you don't mind, | certainly should-n't. Do you know what?—I think I'll
go see Barbarathis afternoon.”

Shedid, too. She returned, ra-diant. "Barbara didn't even noticettill she saw that | waswearing low
heds. It'sfunny, isn't it, how ev-erybody thinks they're the center of the universe and that if they even so
much as comb their hair different, the whole wide world will St up and take notice right away? | fed like
celebrating. Do you think you could stand a date with the same girl two nightsrun-ning, Mr. Stuart?"

"Only if she happensto be alovely number | happen to know. Let'sgo aswe are—I know asmall
cafewhereit won't matter what we wear."

"I'll redo my face and be with you in aminute.”

The evening that followed, he reflected afterward, congtituted the last carefree hours they ever spent
together. During the next week Helen grew another inch, and by the end of the month shewas astall as
hewas.

The second time they had vis-ited him, Doctor Bonner's profes-siond joviality had failed to mani-fest
itsdf. Doctor Lindeman, the specidist to whom he promptly re-ferred them, gave Helen another
complete physical, but he couldn't find anything wrong with her ei-ther. He asked her to tell him the
history of her life, and after she complied he questioned her about the years preceding her el eventh
"birthday." But she could tell him nothing. Finally, he made arrange-mentsfor her to spend aweek un-der
observation at the hospital to which he was attached. At the end of the week he didn't have any more
idea of what was wrong with her than he had had at the begin-ning of it.

They tried other specidigts, both in Buffalo and in other cities. None of them could throw the dightest
light on the cause of Hel-en's gigantism. Meanwhile, she continued to grow, and as her Size increased, so,



too, did her sengitiv-ity. To ease her embarrassment, David began wearing shoes with Cuban hedls. For
awhile, hewas able to maintain theilluson that she was no taler than he was, and when she continued to
grow he managed to maintain theilluson for awhile longer by having ashoe-maker increasethe
thickness of the hedls. But it was a makeshift sub-terfuge at best, and at length he abandoned it. By this
time, Helen wastwo inchestdler than hewas, and amost equalled him in weight.

The only aspect of her affection that enabled her to endure it was the fact that she grew
proportion-ately. For al her budding giant-hood, she still possessed the same symmetry and grace she
had known before, and whenever he saw her at adistance with no fa-miliar objects to compare her to
she looked exactly as she had looked afew short months ago. Buit this perspective was soon denied him,
for the time came, as he had known it would, when she refused to leave the gpartment.

Keeping her supplied with food posed no problem asyet, but keep-ing her supplied with clothes did.
Her shoes, her dresses, her coats—everything had to be made to or-der. In view of the fact that she no
longer went out, the coats could have been dispensed with, and she even said as much; but David
wouldn't hear of such athing. He was determined that she should have clothes for al occasions, whether
she wore them or not.

When their first anniversary came around, shewas Six feet, Sx inchestal. The only visitor she
a-lowed in the gpartment was Bar-bara, and it was Barbara, dropping in every other evening, who was
making it possible for Helen to go on. David did dl he could to keep up her morde, indsting over and
over that heloved her more than he had before; yet even though she knew he wastdlling the truth, the
knowledge wouldn't have been enough to sustain her. She needed additiona assurance that she was till
wanted, and Barbara supplied it.

If anything, David'swife was even lovelier on this, their first an-niversary, than she had been the day
he married her. Her complex-ion should have been sdlow from lack of sunlight. Instead, it was radiant.
Moreover, her skin had agolden cast, and seemed to glow as though strange fires burned within her. For
weeks, he had hoped that in honor of the occa-sion she would consent to go out to dinner with him. But
when the occasion actudly arrived even he was dubious about subjecting her to such an orded, and he
was more relieved than disappointed when sheinssted on staying home.

He had amagnum of cham-pagne sent up, and engaged a ca-tering service to prepare and de-liver a
specid wedding dinner. With Helen's help, he set up the Christmas tree he had brought home that
afternoon, and after-ward they trimmed it together. Then they exchanged presents. For David, Helen had
bought—via Barbara—a calendar wrist-watch. For Helen, David had bought a new easd—taller, but
not obtrusively so, than the one she had—and adozen canvases. They toasted each other in champagne,
and sat down to dinner. The evening didn't be-gin to compare with their first eve-ning together in the
Connecticut cottage, but the hours were pre-ciousfor all that, and David knew that he would never
forget them.

Christmas went itsway. The New Y ear honked itstinselly horns, and then was heard no more. Helen
continued to grow. Her growth-rate involved aform of arithmetical progression now, and it seemed to
David that every day she became perceptibly taler. And as her height increased, so, too, did his
desperation. There was utterly nothing he could do. She was so sengitive about her condition by thistime
that she wouldn't have consulted a specidist even if he or Barbara could have found one capabl e of
helping her. What both-ered him almost as much as her in-eluctable increase in Sze was the effect that
severing herself from society would eventually have upon her. And there was yet an-other source of
worry. He loved her more than he ever had, and she returned both his affection and his passion; but there
was aludi-crous quaity about their relation-ship now—aludicrous quality that had imposed a
psychologica hand-icap upon arace that was dready half lost. The knowledge that eventudly the race
would be logt dtogether preyed upon his mind with greater and greater frequency aswinter gradualy
gave way to spring and the young giantessin his house attained ever more ter-rifying proportions. He
began awakening just before dawn and lying deepless between cool sheets, staring at the outsize bed
next to his own and listening to her breething, and sometimes his thoughts would match the gray cast of
the early-morning sky and the grayness would linger with him dl through the day.

No, it could not go on like this. There was nothing he could do about her gianthood, but there was



something he could do about her environment. The beach house, with its high cellingsand its
com-modious rooms, would do for now. Later on, more permanent arrange-ments could be made. But
he need-ed help; he could no longer hoe hisrow aone. On arainy evening latein April, he went to see
Barbara

Therain was coming down in sheetswhen he parked his car in her driveway and ran acrossthe lawn
to the verandah. As he climbed the steps, dgja vu tran-siently tinged histhoughts, bring-ing afrown to his
forehead. Was Barbara somehow associated in his mind with rain? Would she be someday? . . .

From beyond the door came the clatter of typewriter keys. He rang the bell, and the sound ceased.
Presently he saw her coming down the hall. She was wearing dacks and an old swester. Her
dark-brown hair, dways recacitrant, had an dmost savage mien about it asit tumbled hafway to her
shoulders. Her cool, gray eyes seemed to see him standing on the verandah even before she switched on
the outside light. They regis-tered surprise for aflegting second, then returned to their cool gray salves.
"Comein, David," she said, opening the door. "It's not afit night for either man or dog to be abroad.”

He amost abandoned his plan then and there. He had never been able to cope with her cynicism
be-cause he had never been able to determine how much of it was di-rected toward him in particular and
how much of it was directed toward the world in generd. Only his desperation saw him through.

Barbara helped him off with histrenchcoat, hung it on arack in the hal, and showed him into the
living room. "How'sHdlen?'

He shook hisheed. "The same.”

She sat down on alow-backed sofa and he sat down facing her in alow-backed chair. Through a
doorway on hisright he could see the den in which she had been working. A rebuilt standard stood on a
desk cluttered with papers. There were reference books piled everywhere. At the rear of theliv-ing
room, another doorway gave into an unlighted dining room. On the wall above the sofa hung aframed
collotype of Sargent's"Daughters of Edward D. Boit". David remembered the picture well from the days
when he was courting Helen.

He leaned forward, rested his elbows on his knees, and looked down at hishands. "Barbara, | want
you to come to work for me. | want you to help me take care of Helen.”

Therewasasdlence. Presently alighter clicked on, and amoment later abluish vell of cigarette
smoke came between them. Find-ly, he heard her voice: "Y ou're like everybody e sein thistinker-toy
utopia, aren't you? Y ou think that the whole thing was set up for you and you done, and that when
crevices gppear in your walls every-body should drop whatever he or sheis doing and come to help you
shorethem up.”

He lifted his gaze to her face. Her gray eyes were even cooler than they had been before. ™Y ou can
go onwriting," he said. "There shouldn't be too many demands on your time—and I'll pay you what-ever
you say thejob isworth."

"Money hedsdl wounds, doesn't it, O noble physician? Well, | can assure you that it won't heal
mine. But that's beside the point.” She got up and walked over to the mantel and leaned againgt it, staring
at thewadl. Ab-ruptly, she turned and faced him. "Yes, I'll cometo work for you, noble David. But not
because you've offered me a sinecure that won't interfere with what, pre-sumably, | redlly want to do. I'll
come to work for you because you've provided me with an es-cape route from futility. Because you've
freed me from the neces-gity of writing Smpering boy-meets-girl fairy talesto earn my daily bread. I'll
wash and I'll iron and I'll cook and I'll sew, but I'll never again demean my intelli-gence by using it to turn
out fairy tales about slly paper dolls who meet each other on planes and trains and rafts and fall
twodimensionaly in love between Lucky Strike and Betty Crocker ads. Yes, I'll come to work for you,
noble David. Indeed, | will!"

Dismayed, he said, "But | don't want you to give up writing, Bar-bara. That'sthe last thing in the
world that | want."

"But don't you see?—it'swhat | want. A person can go on doing something in good conscience only
s0 long as she believesin what she's doing. But when she stops believ-ing, it'stimefor her to stop. |
should have stopped long ago, but somehow | couldn't bring myself to. Now, I've made up my mind . . .



How tal isHelen now?’

He shrugged. "An inch or so taler than when you saw her last, | suppose. | guessit's a process that
goeson forever."

"Well she can't go on living in that gpartment—it must seem like a prison to her. Well haveto take
her some place dse.”

He nodded eagerly, aware that his burden had dready grown lighter. "Y es. We can stay at the beach
housetill the cottagers start coming out. Shell have plenty of freedom there. Meanwhile, | can look
around for abetter place. If | haveto, | can buy awhole farm and fenceit in. Anisolated onewith abig
house. Therere plenty of them in the hills beyond Bay-ville" He got to hisfeet. "I'll go out to the resort
tomorrow and get the place ready. Y ou can be pack-ing and making arrangements to close up the house,
and later onin theweek I'll buy avan and well move."

She faced him acrossthe room. "I make lousy coffee, but you're welcome to a cup before you go.”

"I think 1'd better take arain check." (Now why had he used that expression? he wondered.) "Helen
expects me back right away."

"You gill love her very much, don't you."

"Of course.”

"I'll bet you'd il love her if she grew to be ahundred feet tdll . . . Would you?!

Hefet uncomfortable. "I sup-pose | would."

The cool gray eyeswerefull upon him. " And it came to pass in an evening-tide that David
walked upon the roof of the king's house: and from the roof he saw a woman washing herself; and
the woman was very beautiful to look upon . . . And thusdid David see Bathshebaand fdl inlove.
But unknown to him hewas victimized by a state of mind and a set of circumstances, and regardless of
what woman he had seen at that particular moment hewould havefdleninlove."

"Which means?' David said, frowning.

"That Bathshebawas in exactly the right place at exactly theright time. I'll get your coat.”

Hefollowed her into the hal. Outsde, the rain drummed on the verandah roof, made gurgling sounds
in the' eave troughs. Her hand touched his as she helped him on with his coet. It was the briefest of
contacts, but suddenly he knew. Knew theway it was with her and the way it might have been—and il
might be—with him. And smultaneoudy he knew that far from ssmplifying his prob-lem he had merely
complicatedit.

She opened the door. "Good night,” he said without looking at her, and hurried out into therain.

v

The last shoemaker had laughed in hisface, and it seemed that he had been walking now for hours.
He knew that this could not be so, that the time-lgpse had been to alarge extent subjective. Hours would
have brought on the winter night, and dusk was still on hand. Lights were morein evidence,
though—street lights and car lights, and the lights of colored bulbs strung on pine and spruce and
ornamental arborvitae. Barabbas would have loved such agaudy display, and maybe that was where
everyone had gonewrong in thefirst place. Paying lip-service to the one and groveling at the feet of the
other. Tinsel twinkleslike atwo-edged sword, and merchants are highwaymen in houses. Give usthis
daysyour daily dollar, for oursisthe kingdom of commerce. It was Barabbas—not Chrismas—Eve.

David fed theiron kettle of agaunt, bell-clanging Santa, and turned down a different street. The lights
were coming into full bloom now—the reds and greens and yd-lows of the Druid lights and the bright
glares of the automobile lights and the fluorescent fires of the store lights. The garden of the city knew not
Gethsemane, but it knew Prosperity. Hordes of |ast-minute shoppers trooped in and out of doorways.
Carolersraised pious voicesto stars that neither heard nor cared. The annua emo-tiona binge was at
fever pitch. To-morrow, there would be relatives and turkey, and stodgy afternoons. Dusk, then deep . .
. the rude awakening. Even Barabbas should have known that gold and glitter do not make for better
dawns.

Snow began drifting down be-tween the rows of buildingsin large and gentle flakes. The poetry of



earthisnever dead . . . but ah for the poetry of anew pair of shoes!

There was a shoe store up ahead, but David's footsteps did not quicken. It was the creators of shoes
whom he sought, not the sdllers. Today, "shoemaker” was amideading word. It meant "re-pairer” not
"maker". Today, ma-chines made shoes, and vague peo-ple in vague factories helped the machines
along; but for one man to take on the job aone, for a shoe-maker to make apair of shoes>—"Y ou must
be craze, mister. | fix the shoes—yes. Make the shoes? Make such big shoes? Y ou must be craze!™

When he came abreast of the shoe store he stopped and looked into one of itstwo windows. It was
the woman's side, and all manner of feminine footwear was on dis-play. There were high-hedled shoes
and low-hedled shoes and shoes with pointed toes; there were scuffs and step-ins and sandals. A pair of
white pumps caught his eyes, and he stood there staring at them, shoulders hunched againgt the cold and
the snow and the passers-by, ears deef to the Christmas carol oozing ingratiatingly from aloud-speaker
above his head. The sighing of the lake aong the shore came sweetly back to him; he smelled the
sweetness of the summer night. Knedling before her in the sand, he dipped the white pumps on her feet,
hisfin-gers trembling to the touch of her smooth cool skin. The starlight seemed to intensify, to become
rain, and therain fell soundlesdy dl around him . . . How beautiful were thy feet with shoes! ...

Sitting in the house that after-noon, he hadn't been able to stand it any longer. The small house on the
hill that overlooked the ad-joining farms he had bought that spring. The small house in the hills beyond
Bayvillethat he and Barbara shared like brother and sster. Through the living-room window he had
looked down the snow-covered hillside to the big house where Helen lived—the big house that he had
remode ed him-self and to which he and Barbara had brought her in the van when the cottagers had
started coming out weekendsto cut their little tracts of grass. The big house with the outsize front door
and the raised ceilings and the knocked-out partitions; the big house where Helen spent her londly giant's
life. There were woods dl around, and enclosing the grounds was an ec-tric fence. Therewasasmall
lake where she could swim during the warm months, and there were fields where she could run and play.
The people of the nearby hamlet of Timberville were unaware of her existence, and, God willing, would
remain so. Barbara made her clothes and cooked her food, and he had made the bed on which she dept
and the chairs on which she sat and the table at which she ate. He had made her many specia things, but
he couldn't make her specia shoes. Shoe manufacturers would have laughed a him if he had told them
what he wanted, or, even worse, have tried to find out why. Y es, it was Barabbas—not
Chrismas—Eve.

A package brushed againgt his shoulder. "Excuse me," someone said. He did not look to seewho it
was, but continued on down the street. There was only one more name on the list of shoemakersthat he
had compiled from the Buffa o directory before climbing into his pickup and setting out. The shop wasin
the next block.

Hewould try once more.

It was a harrow shop, sand-wiched between afa se-fronted haberdashery and afalse-fronted variety
gore. A singlelight burned in the window—a sad little light that hung from the celling and did moreto
betray the fact that the celling needed painting than it did to revea the concomitant fact that the shop was
open. Faked letters on the window glass said, Shoes Repaired Wile U Wait, and above the narrow
doorway other flaked |etters proclaimed the establish-ment's name: FRANCONI'S SHOE SHINE
PARLOUR.

A stooped old man was standing behind asmall counter, buffing apair of oxfords on an electric
buf-fer. At David's entry, he laid the oxfords aside, turned off the buf-fer, and faced the counter. He
made an amost imperceptible bow. "Good evening, dr," he said, giving the "evening" three meticulous
gyl-lables. "I an Mr. Franconi.”

"Good evening," David said. "'l wonder if you can hep me."

Mr. Franconi stood up alittle straighter. Thisdid not make him tall, but it did something for his
stooped shouldersthat definitely had needed to be done. "It is shoes you want, Sir?" he asked, eagerness
inhisvoice

"y es"



"New shoes?'

"Hand-made shoes. Women's. But—"

Mr. Franconi stood up Straight-er yet. Excitement colored hisface, lent it an dmost youthful cast.

"Y ou have cometo theright place, gr. It has been many years, but I, Anthony Franconi, wasonce a
first-class maker of shoes, and one does not easily forget an art one loves. How soon do you want them,
ar?'

Hope had come dive in David's breast. "Tonight. They're to be a Christmas present.”

"Tonight!" Mr. Franconi breathed in, breathed out. "1—I am not sure, Sir, that | can—"

David sad, "It may be even more difficult than you think. They arenot . . . ordinary shoes."

"They arenot?'

David swallowed. "I want them to be white. And they're to be quite big."

"How big, Sr?'

Again, David swallowed. Then he took a notebook out of his pocket and opened it to the page
where he had set down the dimensions he had carefully calculated before leaving for the city. After he
read them, a silence settled in the shop.

At length, Mr. Franconi asked, "Y ou said they were to be a Christ-mas present?’

David nodded. "To show you I'm sincere I'll pay you right now if you'll say you can make them. Can
you makethem?"

"No," Mr. Franconi said.

A heaviness came over David; aweariness such as he had never known. He said, " Thanks anyway
for not laughing," and started to turn away.

"Why did you wait till the last minute?" Mr. Franconi asked. " Given enough time, | could have made
such shoes”

"l didn't think. We'd been wrap-ping her feet in—It seemed im-possible that—I didn't think, that's
al. Good night, Mr. Fran-coni.”

"Wait," Mr. Franconi said. "l have such apair of shoes."

Dishdlievingly, David faced him."Y ou have such apar?'

"Yes. They are just about the Size you say, and they are white. It isamost like providence, isit not? |
make them for an advertisement display five years ago, and the shoe company who give me the order say
that after the campaign is over they are going to cut up the leather and use it to make regular shoes. So |
tell them | will buy them back. It isashame for such workmanship to be torn gpart—workmanship their
factories cannot even dream of ... The shoes are stored above the shop. Y ou would like to see them?”

"Yes'" David sad. "Very much.”

Hefollowed Mr. Franconi up anarrow flight of stairs. The old man switched on aceling light,
reveal-ing along narrow room cluttered with odds and ends. "Over here, Sir."

Inadim and dusty corner, he drew back alength of canvas. "They are beautiful, are they not?'

David gasped. Then he stepped forward and touched the nearer shoe. It was as soft asfoam. The
line of the hed and theinstep was astrim astheline of aclipper ship. The toe was dightly pointed, and,
relaively spesking, the hed was of medium height. The materia was cafskin, and as white as new-fdlen
snow. "Burke didn't under-stand.”

"Burke?' Mr. Franconi asked.

David smiled. Where cold had once resided around his heart, warmth reveled. "Burke was an
elghteenth-century British states-man who thought he knew a great deal about beauty . . . | would liketo
buy the shoes, Mr. Franconi, if you will be so kind asto sell themto me.”

The old man waslooking a him puzzledly. "Y ou have afriend who isin shoes, perhgps? Who wishes
to put on adisplay?’

"No. But they will be on display in away. Will you sdl them to me, Mr. Franconi?"

"They will not betorn gpart?

"Never. | can promiseyou that.”

"That iswhat isimportant. For years, they havelain up here, col-lecting dust. Fine shoes should be
worn. Of course, | know that such shoes as these cannot be worn, but they should serve a useful



purpose. You haveacar, Sr?'

"I have apickup. It'sin aparking lot a dozen blocks from here.”

"Comethen, wewill take the shoes downgtairs, and you will go and get your pickup and we will load
themon."

Carrying ashoe apiece, they descended single file to the shop. From anearby phone booth David
caled acab, and when it arrived he went for his pickup. The aspect of the world had changed. The
sound of carols was haunting now; there was beauty in the multicolored lights. Barabbas had for-saken
the streets, and people were going home to firesides and fami-lies. David could go home now, too. For
now he had the meansto fill a Christmas stocking. How beautiful are thy feet with shoes!

When he parked the pickup at the rear of the small house, Bar-bara came out on the back porch.
"David, where in the world have you been? It'sdmaost midnight!*

He got out of the cab and walked around to the truck bed. "Barbara, wait'll you see! It wasamiracle
a-most. Come here, Look!™

Hugging hersdf to thwart the cold, she descended the porch steps. He threw back the tarp with
which he had covered his pur-chase. "Look!" he said again.

It had stopped snowing, and the stars were out, and to him the shoes had something of the aspect of
apair of Cinderelladippers. But not to Barbara. She took one look at them, then swung around and
faced him. "David, youre afool! After all the trouble we've gone to keep thisthing a secret, buying our
suppliesin different towns and let-ting on that were apair of eccen-tric writers so that no one will come
near us, you go out and pull atrick likethis Why, it'slike hanging up asign with the word 'giant’ on it and
with an arrow undernegath pointing to our door! Y ou know how people are. Y ou know how newspapers
are. How could you do such aquixatic thing?'

Hurt, he said, "I bought them in the city. From an obscure shoe-maker the world forgot about years
ago. No onell ever know."

"You think no one ever will. But you don't know. In our position we can't afford to take chances.
Wejust don't have enough privacy to risk arousing curiosity. We—" Suddenly, she paused, looking at
him. A moment ago, he had been standing tall and straight. Now, his shoulders had dumped, and he was
garing at the ground. "Poor David," she said softly. And then, "They arelovdy, aren't they? Come on,
well take them in and wrap them.”

His shoulders straightened, and he looked eagerly into her eyes. "Do we have abig enough box?
And enough wrapping paper?'

"| saved the box that the new sewing machine camein. That should do. Come on, well manage
somehow."

They carried the shoes through the kitchen and into the living room. The floor was covered with bolts
of calico, percale, and jersey. David cleared a space, and they set to work. The sewing-machine box
proved to be large enough, but wrapping it took al of the Christ-mas wrapping paper they had. "Darn!™
Barbara exclaimed. "Now | won't be able to wrap your pres-ent.”

"And | won't he able to wrap yours."

She smiled a him across the painted patterns of Christmas bellsand holly. "Well haveto put them
under the tree when the other of usisn't looking. Come on out in the kitchen and have your supper—I
kept it warming in the oven.”

He ate at the kitchen table, and she sat opposite him, sipping cof-fee. The mea was ddlicious. All of
Barbaras meals were. There was nothing she couldn't do, and every-thing she did, she did well. When
he finished, he pushed back his chair and stood up. "I'll help you with the dishes, then well take the
present down to the big house.”

She had been looking at him all the while he ate. Now, she looked away. "Never mind the dishes.

Y ou take it down now, and I'll join you later."

"All right. | think I'll use the pickup.”

After placing the box in the truck bed, he climbed into the cab, started up the motor, and drove
down thewinding lane that |ed to the big house. Once, he had lived in the big house himsdf—beforeiit



had grown too small. The shutters were closed, but some of them didn't fit snugly, and in places crevices
of ydlow light warmed the darkness. When he came opposite the portico, he turned the pickup around
and backed up to the front steps. He braked, turned off the motor, and got out. The tailgate was on a
leve with the portico floor. Shouldering the box, he walked over to the outsize doorway. He felt proud
when she opened the door. Her giant's beauty rained down around him as he stepped acrossthe
threshold. He carried the box across the outsize room and set it under the big pine tree that she had
trimmed. She was wearing the white dress that Barbara had made for her out of one of the surplus
parachutes he had bought. It was caught around her waist in deft plaits and rose up like filmy clouds
around her Junoesque breasts and fdll like swirling snow around the columns of her lovely legs. The
sur-prise and pleasure on her face waslike a sunrise.

"Merry Christmas, darling,” he said. "Happy Anniversary.”

She kndlt beside the box like alittle girl. She tore away the wrap-pingswith gigantic girlish fingers.
When she saw the shoes she began to cry.

Vv

That spring, despite David's ob-jections, Helen had begun swim-ming in the lake as soon astheice
melted. The temperature of the water didn't daunt her in the least, and he began to suspect that changes
other than those pertain-ing directly to her increase in size were taking place in her. But hedidn't havea
chance to give the matter much thought, for, latein April, an incident occurred that caused him to decide
overnight to sdll the farm and to depart for the west coast.

Thinking back later on, he redl-ized that he had been afoal to think that the citizens of Timber-ville
would go on respecting his electric fence and his no-trespass-ing sgns forever. No doubt, most of them
would have, but it had been inevitable from the beginning that &t least one of them would not. The
exception to the rule, whom Helen described as "a gray-haired scarecrow of aman' when shetold the
story afterward, got past the fence somehow (probably by wrig-gling in under it), walked through the
woods, and came out on the shore of the lake just as she emerged from the water. When he saw her, he
turned into ared scarecrow, and hisface went from dirty white to white. Findly, it turned blue.
Apparently, he had planned on doing alittle poach-ing, for therewas a.22 riflein the crook of hisright
arm. But he did no poaching that day. Theriflefdl to the ground, and amoment later he was off through
the woods, mov-ing at a pace that would have done credit to thelittle animas he had cometo kill.

Helen had been more amused than embarrassed, but her unex-pection reaction didn't diminish the
seriousness of the Situation. It was aforegone conclusion that the man would talk about what he had
Seen, and, whileit was also afore-gone conclusion that no one would believe him, curiosity would be
sparked and the farm would be the center of it. Sooner or later, others would manage to get past the
fence, and it would be only amat-ter of time before someone spotted Helen's footprints or Helen
her-self. The ball would start rolling for real then, and before long the newspapers would take up the
dory.

David had known dl aong that there was only one place that could provide Helen with the privacy
she needed—3Bijou-de-mer, hisidand in the Cora Sea. But he had put off taking her there because it
rep-resented a place of no return. He knew now that he could put off taking her there no longer.

He knew & so that there was only one way the job could be ac-complished without betraying her
Secret.

On the morning after the inci-dent, he drove the pickup into the city, sold it, and brought tractor and
athirty-foot trailer. He had never let his chauffeur'slicense ex-pire, so al he had to do to get the job on
the road was to get the nec-essary license plates and to take out the necessary insurance. This done, he
visted Gordon Rawley, gave him the keysto the big and the smal houses, and told him to arrange for the
sde of both farms. Then he gave Rawley ablank check and asked him to get him amaster's certificate,
real or forged, and to send it to him in care of the Tacoma ship-building concern of Reese and Harrison,
Inc. Rawley objected at firdt, but at length he gavein, and David departed, say-ing he would get in touch
with him later.



His next stop was a public phone booth. Here, he put in acall to Reese and Harrison, Inc., and by
offering them a handsome bonus got them to agree to make certain changesin the Nereid and to have it
ready and waiting for him aweek hence. Then he climbed into the tractor and drove back to the farm.

He and Helen and Barbara spent the rest of the day |oading the supplies and the other items they
would need into thetrailer. They piled boxes, trunks, and suit-cases against the head and secured themin
place by means of heavy eye-screws and a stout clothedine. There were eight mattresses avail-able—the
six that Helen dept on and the ones on David's and Bar-bara's beds. They arranged them two abreast on
the floor of thetrail-er and covered them with blankets. In the remaining space they stored the sawing
machine and the bolts of dress goods.

After the evening medl, David put up brackets on the trailer'sin-ner walsfor the three 6-volt
flash-lamps they had on hand, and Bar-bara began roasting the three large cuts of beef that remained in
the deepfreeze. The bracketsfinished, David ingtdled the flashlamps; then he cut severa inconspicuous
ventsin each of the sdewalls. To-ward dawn, Barbaradyed her hair blond, and David and Helen went
down to the big house, hauled the outsize furniture outside, and burned it. By sunrise, they were onthe
road.

A few mileswest of Bayville, David pulled into asmdll filling station and gassed up. Had he
for-gotten anything? He didn't think he had. Barbara had faked a bill of lading showing afictitious cargo
of furniture destined for afictitious factory in Tacoma; he was trave-ing under his own name, and she
was traveling as hiswife Helen; he had athousand dollarsin cash and a check book in which he could
write five-figure amounts should the occasion arise; among the sup-pliesin thetrailer wasan
easy-to--erect sportsman's tent in which he could deep nights while Barbara bedded down in the
commodious cab. No, he hadn't forgotten any-thing—he was sure he hadn't.

Nevertheless, he had. He had forgotten that when people burn their bridges behind them and take to
the open road the mord traces that otherwise would have been sirong enough to keep themin line
sometimes snap.

Owing to the nature of his cargo, David ruled out throughways and stuck to the regular highways
where it was possible, though sel-dom easy, to find secluded spots to spend the night. Invariably, this
involved turning off the main route and driving a cons derabl e distance down some unfrequented country
road, but it enabled Helen to get the exercise she needed.

On the third night, the road he chose wound through an extensive woods to the shore of asmall lake.
The place wasided, with no sign of human habitations anywhere save for afew deserted cottages on the
opposite shore. After "spotting” thetrailer in aclearing some dis-tance back from the beach, he pitched
the sportsman'stent in agrove of willowsthat came dmaost down to the water's edge Despite the time of
the year, Helen went for aswim, while Barbara busied hersdlf preparing supper on the smal gasoline
stove they had bought on their second day on the road. They ate on the beach, in the chill wind blowing
in from the north. Helen, athough sill wet from her swim, didn't seem to mind the cold at dl; but thewind
went right through David, and he saw that Barbara was shivering.

It had been abad day for both of them. Shortly before noon, one of the inner rear tires of thetrailer
had blown, and he had put in agrudling hour and a hdf changing it, with Barbara helping as best she
could. An hour later, the spare had gone, and he had done then what he should have donein the first
place—driven on to the nearest truck stop. After adelay of another hour they had hit the road again, with
the origind tire repaired and serving as aspare, and abrand new one supplanting it. Then, lessthan an
hour later, one of the in-ner rear tires of the tractor had blown, and another hour and a haf had gone
down thedrain. Yes, it had been avery bad day.

Hewondered if Barbarawas astired as he was. As discouraged and as depressed. He looked at
her, but darkness had fallen and he could barely see her face. Helen had returned to the trailer by this
time, and they were done on the beach. "I think I'll build a fire," he said.

She helped him gather thewood. They piled it in front of the tent, and after the fire was going good
they sat down in the door-way and warmed themselves be-fore the flames. Glancing a her Sdeways,
David wondered wheth-er he liked her better as ablond. He decided that he didn't. "The first thing
you're going to do when we reach Bijou-de-mer," he said, "isto dye your hair back to its natura color.”



She gared a him. "Why am | going to do that?

"Because you look better with it natural. Anyway, | don't like theidea of my—my—" He paused,
confused.

"Go on—finish what you were saying.”

Heforced himsdlf to meet her cool gaze. "It doesn't mean any-thing. It'sjust that |'ve gotten so used
to living in the same house with you and so used to having you cook my meals and wash my clothes that
|—1—"

"That you've cometo think of me asyour wife—isthat it?'

Wretchedly, he stared into thefire. "It's crazy, isn't it?"

"Pogtively insane”

He continued to stare into the fire because he didn't want her to find out what wasin his eyes. But
shedidn't haveto find out—she aready knew. Hefdt her coal fingerstouch his cheek. "Poor David.
Poor virtuous, noble David. Y ou did see me after all.”

"See you? See you when?'

"When you climbed up on theraft. | thought you hadn't, and | was furious. I've been furious ever
snce. Because| saw you."

There was adam, and his body wasits concrete and its reinforc-ing steel and againgt him tons and
tons of water pressed, seeking to break him gpart. "People like you are different from people like me,"
Barbarawent on. "Y our idealism sets you gpart from us, and we know in our heartsthat you're bet-ter
than we are. And so wetry to drag you down to our own level. But were not redlly trying to drag you
down—it only seemsthat way. What we'reredly trying to do isto lift ourselves up.”

Stll, he did not ook &t her. But he no longer needed to. For shewas dl around him in the night. His
golden moment had been but fool's gold. Thiswas the way it had been meant to be dl along.

When hefinally turned toward her, her face was S0 close that he could fed her warm breath on his
lips. The dam broke then, and the water raged around him. The stars dissolved in the sky, and the sky
opened, and dl was darkness; dl waslight. All waslove.

After that, the trip to the coast had turned into a series of tense, drawn-out clays and eagerly
await-ed nights. From sunrise to sunset, there would be Barbarariding at his sde and his self-hatred
riding on his shoulders. Then there would come the time of terror—the evening hours when they would
watch Helen as she walked up and down in some unfrequent-ed canyon or gamboled in some deserted
dale. Surely, look-ing down upon their faces she must descry their guilt, must di-vine what would take
place later on in the darkness of the sports-man's tent while she dept in her ten-wheeled bed. But if she
either descried or divined, she gave no sign.

At last, they reached Tacoma. When David found that his mas-ter's certificate had arrived, he wasted
no timein getting started. After settling up with Reese and Harrison, Inc. and making ar-rangements with
them to store the tractor and trailer in one of their unused sheds, he bought the addi-tiona suppliesand
equipment that would be needed on Bijou-de--mer and had everything delivered to the private dock
wherethe Nereid was berthed. Late that same night when he was sure the dock was deserted, he drove
the tractor and trailer onto it and he and Barbara and Helen loaded everything on board, including the
itemsthey had brought with them from the farm. Among the new itemswere two refrigerators, a
deepfreeze, awashing machine, anew generator, and twenty drums of gasoline. These, Helen handled
like so many toys. When the job wasfinished, she secreted hersdlf in the specia below-decks cabin that
the ship-building con-cern had converted the yacht's forward section into, and David drove the tractor
and trailer to the Reese and Harrison, Inc. ship-yards. After turning the outfit over to the night watchman,
he re-turned to the dock, and by morn-ing the Nereid waswell on itsway down the sound.

The voyage to Bijou-de-mer proved to be even more nerve-racking than the trip to the coast. David
had a.good grasp of navi-gation and he was sufficiently familiar with the engine room to teke care of the
necessary mainte-nance jobs, but he wasn't used to being a seawith no one except himself to turn to
should anything go wrong. And then there was his omnipresent fear that Helen would find out what was
going on behind her back. All that made the long days and nights toler-able were her ever longer



absences from the yacht. At first she con-tented hersalf with swimming adong beside it, but astime passed
she swam farther and farther out into the sun-bright wastes, some-times so far that her golden hair
blended with the sparkling waves and she became invisible. David would relax then, for he knew by this
time that she belonged more to the seathan she did to the land, and if it was histour of duty, Barbara
would cometo himin the pilot house, and if it was her tour, he would go to her.

They raised Bijou-de-mer on the 20th of June. Unloading the supplies and equipment wasasmple
enough operation with someone like Helen around, but it took the better part of aweek to get the
bungaow back into shape, to ingtall the new generator, and to assemble the Quonset hut he had bought
her. After that, time faded into a dreamlike sameness of days and nightsinterrupted only by the
periodic—and care-fully prepared for—appearances of the supply ship he had engaged to bring in fue
and fresh provi-sions from New Caedonia. Helen spent more and more time in the sea, and the changes
that he had suspected were taking place in her began to be visible. Weeks lengthened into months;
Chrigt-mas Eve came, and was duly cele-brated with champagne. David wished Helen a Happy
Anniver-sary and she wished him one back; he spent the night walking the shores of theidand and she
spent it swimming far out to sea. New Y ear's Day came round, but no one paid any attention to it, and
after awhileit went away.

At length, the rainy season be-gan.

VI

It had seemed to David as he sat in the bungalow that day that the rain had been faling for cen-turies.
Raising his eyesfrom the book he was reading, he looked through the window and out over the misted
rice paddiesto where the Nereid lay at anchor in the harbor. Beyond the yacht, the curtain of therain
became im-penetrable, but in hismind he could see through the curtain and out to sea—far, far out to
where Helen swam, her hair golden on the gray, pock-marked waves, She was as much a part of the sea
now as were the dol phins that some-times romped around her, as were the flying fish that sometimes
skimmed the waves of her wake; as was the plankton that now con-stituted her only food. She had found
her world, Helen had; but he had yet to discover what kind of aworld it was.

He returned his attention to his book. It was abook on giants and he had brought it with him from the
gates, but for al the times he had read it, it had told him next to nothing. The giants and the giantesses it
dedlt with were mythologica giants, and the giantess he was concerned with wasredl.

According to history, there had been no giants at al, but accord-ing to legend, there had been many.
There was Poseidon's son, Polyphemus, whom Odysseus had blinded. There were the Titans, whom
Zeus—presumably at least —had hurled into the sunless abyss of Tartarus. And there were the giants of
the Asgard pantheon.

But inthelast analys's, what was history? Asfar asthe dim and distant past was concerned, was-n't
it asophisticated interpreta-tion of the very legendsit pretend-ed to disdain? Who could say categoricaly
which elements of those legends were true and which of them arc not? Maybe there re-ally had been a
race of Titans, and maybe the forces of nature, as symbolized by Zeus, had de-stroyed them in some
way. It was even possible that they hadn't been destroyed, but had returned to the sea. If it was going to
be argued that dl life originaly came from the seg, then it could dso be argued that dl life eventudly
returned to the sea.

But if Helen was amodern-day Titan who had somehow been washed ashore as a child, how had
she been able to survive on land?

"Why don't you give up, David? If she doesn't know what sheis, how do you expect to find out?'

Helaid the book aside and |ooked over to the couch where Barbarawas lying on her side, watching
him. "l supposeyou'reright."

"Of course I'mright." She sat up, swung her bare feet to the floor, and dipped them into den-der
sandals. She was wearing awhite sunsuit that she had made hersdf. Her skin was dark from the
sun—coffee-colored dmost—and her hair—dark-brown once again—was as recacitrant asever. "l fed
likewdking."



"Intheran?’

"Isthere somewhere el se to walk?'

Hewas slent. She came over and stood by his chair and looked down into his eyes. " She's been
gonealong whilethistime, has-n't she?'

"Since yesterday morning.”

"I wonder where she goes.”

"God knows," David said.

"I think her mind is changing, too—don't you?'

"Why do you say that?"

"Because of theway shelooks at us. So coldly. So clinically." Barbara shuddered. "It'samost as
though she knows, and istrying to figure out what makes pygmieslike ustick."

"She doesn't know," he said angrily. " She doesn't even sus-pect!”

"No, | suppose not. But she frightens me just the same. | don't think she's quite human any more.
Thoselittle dits she's devel oping on the Sdes of her neck; that strange luster her skinistaking on; the way
shespendsdmogt al her timeinthesea. . ."

David stood up. "You said you fdt likewalking. Let'swalk then.”

She went over to the door and stepped out onto the thatch-roofed verandah. He got their raincoats
and followed. The rain sound was louder here. "'l don't want araincoat,” she said. "'l get wetter with one
on than | do with one off. Wear yours, if you like."

She descended the verandah steps and stood in the rain. After amoment's hesitation, he cast the
raincoats asde and joined her. The rain was warm. It soaked into hishair, penetrated his dacks and shirt.
It ran down hisface and neck. He tasted it on hislips. Some of the tautness he had known for days
departed from him, and hefelt dmost carefree.

They crossed asmall bridge that spanned one of, the many brooks that wound clown from the hills.
The brook was amuddy torrent now, rushing pell-mell to the sea, and the once-green hills had drawn
gray sheets of mist around their shoulders. Barbara rounded the Quonset hut and started acrossthe
embankment toward the beach, David just be-hind her. The paddies were riot-ous with rice gone wild,
and in some places the lush growth was s0 high that he could have reached out and touched it. The
fertility evoked by the rain was dmost tangible.

Erosion had narrowed the once-wide wakway to a precari-ous path, and when they were halfway
across Barbaralost her footing. David grabbed her to keep her from falling, and in the processlost his
footing too. For amoment they clung together, fighting to regain their balance; then, the battle logt, they
went tumbling down the steep dope into the knee-deep muddy water. Gasping, soaked to the skin, they
struggled to their feet. Barbara began to laugh. Presently, hejoined her. It wasthe firg time he had
laughed for months,

There was asmear of mud on her cheek. He wiped it off, left alarger one. Her hair clung in dark
streaksto her face and neck, and her once-immaculate sunsuit was unrecognizable. "Y ou look likea
drowned rat," hetold her.

"It'sworth it to hear you laugh again. Besideswhich, you look like one yoursdlf."

They scrambled and clawed their way back up the dope and arrived on the path muddier and more
bedraggled than they had been before. "It'smefor adip,” Barbara cried when they reached the beach,
and running through the brief shalows, she plunged into the water, clothesand dll.

David followed. The water was warmer than therain. He sur-faced so closeto her that her wet hair
clung to hisface. He kissed her, and they clung together with al their might, the rain pouring down upon
them and then the waters of the searising above them astheir interlocked bodies pulled them down. She
broke free from his arms then, and waded through the shallows to the shore and began running along the
beach in the foreground of one of the cocoanut groves. At length, she plunged into the grove and
disap-peared.

Heart pounding, he ssumbled after her. In the wet and dripping underbrush that grew between the
neglected rows of palms he looked wildly around for her. He did not see her, but she had left atrail. Her
sandalsfirgt; then her sun-suit . . . her underthingslast of al. Shewaswaiting for himin alittle clearing in



the brush. The rain made pattering sounds on the palm fronds as they kissed. The wet grass seemed to
reach up and drag them down, and the sound of their breathing sub-merged the sound of therain.

A long whilelater, when her bresthing seemed to cease, he raised his head and looked clown into her
face. She was staring straight upward, and her eyeswere filled with terror. At first when he followed her
gaze he saw nothing but the palm fronds that canopied their bower. Then he saw that the fronds had been
part-ed and that someone was peering down through the opening. He saw the Brobdingnagian face then,
and the enormous azure eyes. The sky seemed to lower; the thunder of the leitmotiv rolled awvesomely in
from the sea. And then the frondsfell back into place and the face disappeared.

Night had falen by the time they got back to the hill. The Quonset hut was empty, and they knew that
Helen had swum back out to sea

Thistime, shedid not return.

VIl

The large and gigantic, though very compatible with the sublime, is contrary to the beautiful .
It isimpossible to suppose a giant the object of love. When we let our imaginationsloosein
romance, the ideas we naturally annex to that size are those of tyranny, cruelty, injustice, and
everything horrid and abominable. We paint the giant ravaging the country, plundering the
innocent travel-ler, and afterwards gorged with his half-living flesh: such are Polyphemus, Cacus,
and others, who make so great a figure in ro-mance and heroic poems. The event we attend to
with the great-est satisfaction is their defeat and death.

—Edmund Burke: On the Sub-lime and Beautiful

David looked down at his hands. The heat of the flames had dried them, and the glistening drops
were gone.

He remembered the cup of cof-fee he had poured and | ft for-gotten on the kitchen stove, and he
forced himself to return to the memoried room. The coffee was cold now, but he didn't bother to pour
another cupful. Instead, he carried the cup into the living room and set it on the mantle—and promptly
forgot it again.

Helooked through the living room window, saw Barbara stand-ing on the cliff and gazing out to sea.
Snow danted down around her and the wind whipped her coat. Even in the cottage he could hear the
crashing of the waves on thelittle beach at the cliff's base.

Involuntarily, his eyes moved from Barbara to the smal howitzer that crouched beside her. And
David chose him five smooth stones.. . . and hissling wasin hishand ...

He looked away from the win-dow, looked down into the flames. He resumed his painstaking search
of hissoul.

Had he been right in contact-ing the Pecific Fleet when he learned that it wasin the vicinity of
Bijou-de-mer? Granted, the search that he had asked the ad-mira to make would have been made
anyway, but the fact still remained that for the second time in the space of three days he had betrayed the
woman heloved.

He had expected to have ahard time convincing the admiral that she even existed, but it turned out
that the admira aready knew about her. He showed David a picture after summoning him on board the
flagship and listening to hisstory. "Isthisyour wife, Mr. Stuart?" he asked.

David stared at the picture. It was ablow-up of ahigh-dtitude aeria photograph and it showed
Hedenlying on Bijou-de-mer's coral beach clad in one of the huge sunsuits Barbara had made for her.
"Where—?" he began.

"Severa daysago, one of our pilotstook a number of high-alti-tude shots while hewason a
prac-tice mission. That's ablown up verson of one of them. At first when | looked at it and saw the
woman lying on the beach, | did-n't think too much about it. | Smply took it for granted that the idand
was covered with kunai and that her dimensions were perfectly normal. Then | saw that what I'd
ingtinctively taken for grass wasn't grass at all, but trees, and it dawned on methat | waslooking at a
photograph of agiant. | didn't want to believeit, but photographs like that don't lie, and | had to believe



it. Now, you'vetold methat you think she's running away—although you haven't told me why you think
so —and you've asked meto find her. Suppose | succeed—what then?'

"I'll seetoit that shereturnsto Bijou-de-mer,” David said. "And you'll seetoit, | hope, that the
wholething getsaslittle publicity asposshble.”

"But what if she doesn't want to return to Bijou-de-mer?”’

"I'll talk to her. I'm sure shelll understand that there's nothing €l se she can do.”

"And after she returns?'

"Why, shelll go on living there for therest of her life. Where e se can shelive? Where else can she
find the privacy she hasto have?'

"I'm afraid it's not quite that smple any more, Mr. Stuart. Even if | could guarantee you complete
secrecy in the matter, which | cant, it wouldn't do you much good. The cat's already out of the bag. Just
thismorning | received areport that the crew of aNew Zedand freighter sighted a deep-sea monster
which they described asa'giant mermaid with legs. Y ou can be sure that theitem will find itsway into
the newspapers and you can aso be sure that therell be other sghtings—unless your wife returnsto the
unfre-quented watersin the neighbor-hood of your idand. But in the long run, even that may not help
you. You may find yourself with more publicity on your hands that the creators of the Cardiff Giant ever
dreamed of , in which case your idand will provide your wife with about as much privacy as Grand
Centrd Station."

"Then I'll just have to find somewhere ese for her to live. Theimportant thing now isto find her."

"If we do find her, you'l be notified immediately, of course. But since there's no precedent for this
sort of thing, | can't advise you asto what will happen after-wards. But if she's your wife asyou claim,
you certainly ought to have alot to say in the matter.” The admiral leaned across hisdesk. "Mr. Stuart, if
what you've told meistrue, you've lived with this Situation for along time. Do you have any idea how
your wife could have turned into agiant?'

David remembered histentative theory about the Titans, but he didn't voice it because to have done
s0 would have been tanta-mount to admitting that he didn't think Helen was completely human. "No gr,"
hesad, "I'm afraid | havenoideaat al."

In the weeks and months that followed, Helen was sighted again and again, and the secret that David
had gone to such lengths to keep came gradudly into the pub-lic domain. The various specid-istswhom
he and Helen had con-sulted were ferreted out by news-men and interviewed again and again. One of
them stated that Helen couldn't possibly have grown aslarge as the reports indi-cated for the smple
reason that her bones would have been incap-able of sustaining that much ad-ditiona weight. Another of
them said that it was ridiculous to sup-pose that her bones wouldn't have undergone compensatory
changes. The poacher who had seen her svimming in the little |ake stepped to the fore and told his
version of theincident again and again, adding alittle to it each time. His ghosted story, "1 Saw the Sea
Mongter in aLake" ap-peared in newspapers throughout the world, and he himself ap-peared on*'|
Know A Secret”, "Truth To Tell", and, when it was discovered that he had an eidetic memory and could
recite the nov-ds of Harold Bell Wright word for word, on "Name'Y our Category”.

Australiajoined in the search. So did France, Holland, and Japan. Helen was sighted off Koli Point
as she swam between the Florida Idands and Guadal cand. She was sighted off the coast of Vella
Lavela Shewas sghted in the Bismark Archipelago. She was sighted between the Gilbert and Ellice
Idands. But dl of the Sghtings were unofficid, and by the time the various search forces arrived on the
scene shewas no longer in the vicinity.

Knowing how hopelessit would beto try to find her with nothing but ayacht at his disposa, David
remained on the idand with Bar-bara and followed the search on radio. At first there was no discernible
pattern in the sight-ings, but at length one became gpparent. Even after he spotted it, however, hedidn't
redizeitsim-plications until, several weeks after she had been sighted south of Tuamotu, shewas seenin
Drake Passage; and the redl truth didn't dawn on him until he heard that she had been seenin the Strait of
Magelan.

Hating Bijou-de-mer and dl it stood for, she was heading for the only other home that was still
ac-cessible to her—the cottage on the Connecticut coast. And she was letting hersalf be sighted so that



he would know. So that he would be there waiting for her when she swam in from the sea.

Hewould not disappoint her.

In September, he and Barbara left Bijou-de-mer and set their course for Santa Cruz. Arriving there,
they hired a crew, and then they began the voyage home. Again, David decided to go by way of
Tacoma. Therewas no hurry, for it would take Helen till December at least to reach the cottage.
Probably she wouldn't get there much before Christmas. The whole truth dawned on him then, and | eft
him stricken. She wasn't making the fantastic jour-ney just to meet him at the cottage —she was making
it meet him there on their fourth wedding an-niversary.

He began to hate the ground he walked on.

The Nereid reached Tacoma early in October. On the same day it docked, anews story that
cli-maxed dl previous accounts of the "sightings’ appeared on the front page of every newspaper inthe
country. An American wha-ing ship had sighted Helen in the South Atlantic and dispatched a catcher to
intercept her. She had attacked the catcher and over-turned it—entirely without prov-ocation according
to the report—and when the factory ship had come to the rescue she had surface-dived and disappeared
from sight. But that wasn't the worst of it. Two of the catcher's crew were missing, and asyet no trace of
them had been found.

What had happened was quite clear—if you believed what ev-eryone was saying. "Goliatha’ had
carried the two men into the deep with her and devoured them.

Y es, she had agiant's name now aswell asagiant's reputa-tion. And athrilled and delighted
audience. Never had a nation's morale been so high; never had neighbor felt kindlier toward neighbor.
For now there was a common enemy whom al could hate to their hearts content—a monster whose
eventud "defeat and death” al could "attend to with the greatest satisfaction.”

Asfor David, hewas horrified. He was doubly horrified when he learned that Congress, anticipat-ing
Goliathas capture, was ap-propriating funds to build a spe-ciad prison where she would be held for tria
and aspecia court house where justice would be meted out to her. Once again so-ciety had been
affronted, and once again society was out to ex-act an eyefor an eye. And in thisinstance, revenge
would be ob-tained whether the accused was convicted or not. The court house would take on the
overtones of azoo and thetria would destroy her as utterly as an atomic bomb would have. Society was
afar more fearsome giant than the gi-ant whose blood isthirsted for.

Therewas only onething to do. Like al men, David had to kill the thing he loved.

He had not worn his scarlet cloak when he and Barbara traveled incognito from Washing-ton to
Connecticut. He had not worn it when he secretly arranged for the purchase and the emplace-ment of the
howitzer.

Hedid not wear it now.

Had the wind spoken hisname? Helistened. "Da. . . vid! Da. . . vid"

He stepped over to the window and looked out. Barbara beckoned to him franticaly, then turned
and pointed out to sea.

The moment had come.

Numbly, he got into his shoes and his galoshes. Then he donned his mackinaw and plunged hat-less
into the wind-danted snow. At the cliff's edge, he stopped and |ooked out to sea.

He saw the gullsfirsd—qgreat clouds of them circling in the lowering sky. Then he saw the dolphins
legping from the leaden waves. Findly, he saw the golden kelp-beds of her hair.

He dropped to his knees beside the howitzer. This day hath the Lord delivered thee into mine
hand . ..

Theleitmotiv sounded once again, grew in volume as she wad-ed in from the sea. She seemed made
of shining gold, and golden garments that matched her golden skin adorned her breastsand loins. A
golden tiara crowned her golden head, and her golden hair fell down around her shouldersin glistening
golden strands. She grew out of the water till she stood lighthouse-tall in the morning—fair asthe moon,
clear asthesun. . . terrible as an army with banners.

She halted a dozen yards from the cliff. A trident gleamed in one of her golden hands. Behind her,



dolphinslegped. Above her cir-cled the gulls. David looked upon her face. It was different now. It was
frightening in away. But her eyes ill held the blueness of a September sky and her mouth till knew the
softness of asum-mer night.

Her voice, too, was as gentle as he remembered it. "Y ou needn't worry about me any more, David
—I'vefound my own kind."

Hisding and stones forgotten, he straightened to hisfeet. "Then the Titans did return to the seal™

"It may have been the Titans. It dl happened so long ago that we aren't sure who our ancestors were
ourselves. But we know that originaly they lived on land. When the waters began to rise—probably
during one of the glacia retreats—they must have thought that everything would be sub-merged.
Anyway, they adapted themsalvesto live beneath the sea, and once they'd done so, they couldn't
re-adapt themselvesto live aboveit.”

"Then how were you ableto live on land?’

"I'm an atavism—a throwback to the days when my ancestors were still in the process of adjust-ing
themsalvesto their new way of life. It took them centuries, and at first heredity didn't function. Children
had to be brought up on land and allowed to adapt them-selves gradually. Only when they reached
adulthood were they ready to live benesth the sea. Just as I'm ready now. | would have died the same
day | wasborn if my parents hadn't put me on land. They wrapped me in seaweed and held me above
the surface of the seg, and as soon asthey could do so without being seen they swam into shore and left
me where someone would be sure to find me. After that, all they could do was hopethat I'd survivertill |
reached maturity. | was lessthan aday old when my foster father found me. Just ababy. We're different
from land people. We reach puberty two years after we're born, adoles-cence four years later, and
adult-hood eight years later. And the older we become, the faster we grow. I'm the first atavism to crop
up in thousands of years, but there used to be lots of them. That'swhy your folkloreis so full of giants."

David looked out over the gray -snow-pocked wastes that spread beyond her golden shoulders. He
shivered. "But the cold,” he said. "The darkness and the terrible pressure. How can you possibly live at
the bottom of the sea?"

"Wedon't live at the bottom. We live on the tops of guyots and on continental shelves, and in caverns
inthe wdls of the submarine canyonsthat cut back in from the continental dopes. And it's not so different
from liv-ing on land as you might think. We have underwater farms where we raise some kinds of algae
for food, and underwater factories where we process other kinds and make clothes out of it. Most of us
livein smal communities, but on some of thelarger guyotsthere are regular cities. It'sagood life, and a
safe one. We have two heredi-tary enemies—the white shark and the tiger whale—but they're no match
for uswhen we're armed, especialy today. Our ancestors used to make their tridents out of wooden
masts or ribs, and some-times they broke; but we have much better materialsto choose from, and ours
never bresk."

David looked deep into the giant blue eyes. "Did you attack the whaling crew?' he asked.

"Only because | had to, David. They were trying to harpoon me, and they would have killed meif |
hadn't upset their boat. When | dived afterwards, two of them were caught in the suction and pulled
down. I'vefdt terrible about it ever since.”

She reached into agolden pouch that hung at her side, withdrew atiny object, and laid it at Barbara's
feet. Barbarapicked it up. It was Hen'swed-ding ring. "'l was hurt at first,” Helen said, "and | wanted
to get asfar away from Bijou-de-mer as| could. But after awhilel got over it, and | saw that it was only
naturd that the two of you should havefdleninlove. So | came here, hoping you'd guesswhere| was
going and cometo meet me." Shelooked at Barbara. "Good by, little sister,” she said. The enor-mous
azure eyes came oftly to rest on David's face. "Good by, sweet gentle David."

Sheturned, and the gulls cir-cled higher. The dolphins legped above the waves. The watersrose
around her as she waded into the sea.

"Don't go yet," David caled. "Don't go yet—pleasa!"

She did not pause. The waters rose higher, swirled around her waist. He no longer loved her—he
knew that now. Not in the way he had loved her before. But heloved her in a different—perhapsa
nobler—way, and seeing her walk al aloneinto the vast and lonely wastes of the seawas more than he



could bear. So he called again: "Don't go yet! Don't go yet —please!”

She turned then, and looked back at him. She smiled, and shook her head. There was sadnessin the
smile, but there was happi-ness, too. A strange, secret happi-ness . . . As he watched, the waters near
her swirled and ed-died; then they parted, and agreat golden head appeared. Golden shoals of
shoulders, cyclopean arms. . . In agreat surge of foam, her new mate rose out of the sea beside her, and
she turned and looked up into his great blue eves. Hislove for her and her love for him shone through the
danting snow. Together, they began swim-ming out to sea.

The dolphinsleaped, the gullswheded. The wind doubled its strength and the snow came down in
wild and furious whiteness. Just before they dived they rose high out of the waves, and asingleray of
sunlight stabbed down through a sudden chasm in the clouds and burnished their gleam-ing bodiesinto
blinding bright-ness; and then the ray was gone and the brightness was no more, and nothing broke the
surface of the sea except the leaping dol-phins and the pock-marks of the falling snow.

Tears were running down Bar-bards cheeks. David put hisarm around her shoulders. "It'sal right
now," hesad. "Findly she'sfree”

Helooked out over the vastness, over the sweep of wave and trough. He remembered the canvas
she had painted in the heyday of their love—the eerie palace and the dender towers, the strange rays and
the filmy phos-phorescences and the piscine birds. It was like aline of Shel-ley'samodt. "In what cavern
of the deep," hewhispered, "will thy pinions close now?"



