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To Barbara and Matthew Zimmerman






But where is what I started for so long ago?

And why is it yet unfound?

– Walt Whitman






1 • Love and Marriage


Her first name was India – she was never able to get used to it. It seemed to her that her parents must have been thinking of someone else when they named her. Or were they hoping for another sort of daughter? As a child she was often on the point of inquiring, but time passed, and she never did.

Now and then while she was growing up the idea came to her that she could get along very nicely without a husband, and, to the distress of her mother and father, this idea prevailed for a number of years after her education had been completed. But there came a summer evening and a young lawyer named Walter Bridge: very tall and dignified, red-haired, with a grimly determined, intelligent face, and rather stoop-shouldered so that even when he stood erect his coat hung lower in the front than in the back. She had known him for several years without finding him remarkable in any way, but on this summer evening, on the front porch of her parents’ home, she toyed with a sprig of mint and looked at him attentively while pretending to listen to what he said. He was telling her that he intended to become rich and successful, and that one day he would take his wife – ‘whenever I finally decide to marry’ he said, for he was not yet ready to commit himself – one day he would take his wife on a tour of Europe. He spoke of Ruskin and of Robert Ingersoll, and he read to her that evening on the porch, later, some verses from The Rubáiyát while her parents were preparing for bed, and the locusts sang in the elm trees all around.


A few months after her father died she married Walter Bridge and moved with him to Kansas City, where he had decided to establish a practice.

All seemed well. The days passed, and the weeks, and the months, more swiftly than in childhood, and she felt no trepidation, except for certain moments in the depth of the night when, as she and her new husband lay drowsily clutching each other for reassurance, anticipating the dawn, the day, and another night which might prove them both immortal, Mrs Bridge found herself wide awake. During these moments, resting in her husband’s arms, she would stare at the ceiling, or at his face, which sleep robbed of strength, with an uneasy expression, as though she saw or heard some intimation of the great years ahead.

She was not certain what she wanted from life, or what to expect from it, for she had seen so little of it, but she was sure that in some way – because she willed it to be so – her wants and her expectations were the same.

For a while after their marriage she was in such demand that it was not unpleasant when he fell asleep. Presently, however, he began sleeping all night, and it was then she awoke more frequently, and looked into the darkness, wondering about the nature of men, doubtful of the future, until at last there came a night when she shook her husband awake and spoke of her own desire. Affably he placed one of his long white arms around her waist; she turned to him then, contentedly, expectantly, and secure. However nothing else occurred, and in a few minutes he had gone back to sleep.

This was the night Mrs Bridge concluded that while marriage might be an equitable affair, love itself was not.








2 • Children




Their first child, a girl, curiously dark, who seldom cried and who often seemed to want nothing more than to be left alone, was born when they had been married a little more than three years. They named her Ruth. After the delivery Mrs Bridge’s first coherent words were, ‘Is she normal?’

Two years later – Mrs Bridge was then thirty-one – Carolyn appeared, about a month ahead of time, as though she were quite able to take care of herself, and was nicknamed ‘Corky.’ She was a chubby blonde, blue-eyed like her mother, more ebullient than Ruth, and more demanding.

Then, two years after Carolyn, a stern little boy was born, thin and red-haired like his father, and they named him Douglas. They had not wanted more than two children, but because the first two had been girls they had decided to try once more. Even if the third had also been a girl they would have let it go at that; there would have been no sense in continuing what would soon become amusing to other people.







3 • Preliminary Training




She brought up her children very much as she herself had been brought up, and she hoped that when they were spoken of it would be in connection with their nice manners, their pleasant dispositions, and their cleanliness, for these were qualities she valued above all others.


With Ruth and later with Carolyn, because they were girls, she felt sure of her guidance; but with the boy she was at times obliged to guess and to hope, and as it turned out – not only with Douglas but with his two sisters – what she stressed was not at all what they remembered as they grew older.

What Ruth was to recall most vividly about childhood was an incident which Mrs Bridge had virtually forgotten an hour after it occurred. One summer afternoon the entire family, with the exception of Mr Bridge who was working, had gone to the neighborhood swimming pool; Douglas lay on a rubber sheet in the shade of an umbrella, kicking his thin bowed legs and gurgling, and Carolyn was splashing around in the wading pool. The day was exceptionally hot. Ruth took off her bathing suit and began walking across the terrace. This much she could hardly remember, but she was never to forget what happened next. Mrs Bridge, having suddenly discovered Ruth was naked, snatched up the bathing suit and hurried after her. Ruth began to run, and being wet and slippery she squirmed out of the arms that reached for her from every direction. She thought it was a new game. Then she noticed the expression on her mother’s face. Ruth became bewildered and then alarmed, and when she was finally caught she was screaming hysterically.








4 • Marmalade




Her husband was as astute as he was energetic, and because he wanted so much for his family he went to his office quite early in the morning while most men were still asleep and he often stayed there working until late at night. He worked all day Saturday and part of Sunday, and holidays were nothing but a nuisance. Before very long the word had gone around that Walter Bridge was the man to handle the case.

The family saw very little of him. It was not unusual for an entire week to pass without any of the children seeing him. On Sunday morning they would come downstairs and he might be at the breakfast table; he greeted them pleasantly and they responded deferentially, and a little wistfully because they missed him. Sensing this, he would redouble his efforts at the office in order to give them everything they wanted.

Consequently they were able to move to a large home just off Ward Parkway several years sooner than they had expected, and because the house was so large they employed a young colored girl named Harriet to do the cooking and cleaning.

One morning at the breakfast table Carolyn said petulantly, ‘I’m sick and tired of orange marmalade!’

Mrs Bridge, who was mashing an egg for her, replied patiently, ‘Now, Corky, just remember there are lots and lots of little girls in the world who don’t have any marmalade at all.’








5 • Christmas Basket




That there should be those who had marmalade, and those who did not, was a condition that appealed to Carolyn. She looked forward to Christmas, at which time the newspaper printed a list of the one hundred neediest families in Kansas City. Every year Mrs Bridge adopted one of these families, seeing to it that they had a nice holiday, and Carolyn now took a definite interest in this annual project. Each needy family was described in the paper – how many children, how old, what they needed particularly, and so forth – and Carolyn helped her mother decide which family they should adopt. Ruth and Douglas did not seem to care very much.

A bushel basket, or perhaps two, would be filled with canned goods, possibly some clothing, and whatever else the poor family could obviously use – a smoked ham, a bag of flour, a bag of salt – and the basket would then be topped with candy canes and a paper angel or a Santa Claus, and the edges trimmed with scallops of red and green crepe. Then on the day before Christmas Mrs Bridge and the children would deliver the basket to the address furnished by the newspaper.

During the preparations Mrs Bridge would sometimes ask the children if they could remember the family they had adopted last year. Ruth, being the oldest, usually could, but it was always Carolyn who could describe most sharply the details of poverty.

Douglas, possibly because he was so young – or so Mrs Bridge reasoned – did not enjoy these trips. Each Christmas when he saw the basket being filled and trimmed he grew restless and obstinate; she did not know why, nor could she get him to explain. He did not want to go, that was clear, but she wanted him to appreciate his own good fortune, and not to grow up thinking he was better than someone else, so she insisted he go along to visit the poor family; he would ride in the back seat of the Reo with one arm resting on top of the Christmas basket, and he never said a word from the moment the trip started until they were home again. But he, like Ruth, remembered. This was why he hated to go. He could remember the very first visit. He had been just three years old when he first joined his sisters on the annual expedition to the north end of the city – had it been to Strawberry Hill, where he had expected to see a bowl of strawberries on top of the hill? – no matter, he remembered how he had been sitting in the back of the Reo when the door was opened and a man leaned in and took the basket away. Then, while the door was still open and snowflakes were falling on his knees, someone else leaned in – he could not remember whether it was a man or a woman – and quickly, neatly touched the cushion of the Reo.

Although many years were to pass before Douglas could understand why someone had wanted to touch the cushion, or why the memory of that gesture should persist, each Christmas thereafter when he saw the basket being filled and trimmed he grew restless and obstinate.







6 • Displaced Dummy




On a winter morning not long after one of these excursions Mrs Bridge happened to come upon Douglas in the sewing room; he was standing quietly with his hands clasped behind his back and his head bent slightly to one side. So adult did he look in the depth of his meditation that she could not resist smiling. Then she saw that he was staring at the dummy of her figure. She had kept the dummy there near the sewing machine for a long time and had supposed that no one in the family paid any attention to it, but after this particular day – unless she was using it to make herself a dress – the dummy stood behind an upended trunk in the attic.







7 • Alice Jones




That summer Carolyn began playing with Alice Jones, the daughter of the colored gardener who worked next door. Every Saturday morning he would appear from the direction of the streetcar line, his daughter Alice capering wildly around him. As soon as they came in sight of the Bridges’ house she would rush ahead, pigtails flying. In a minute she would be at the back door, pressing the bell with both hands. Often Mrs Bridge would be in the kitchen polishing silver or planning the week-end menu while Harriet did the heavy cleaning somewhere else in the house, so Mrs Bridge would answer the door.

Alice Jones was always out of breath from the run and her eyes were shining with expectation as she inquired if Corky could come out and play.

‘Why, I think she can,’ Mrs Bridge would say, and smile. ‘Providing you two behave yourselves.’ About this time the gardener would come walking up the neighbor’s driveway and she would say through the screen door, ‘Good morning, Jones.’


‘Mornin’, Mrs Bridge,’ he always answered. ‘That child bothering you all?’

‘Not a bit! We love having her.’

By this time Carolyn would appear and the two children would begin their day. In spite of Carolyn’s excellence at school she was not very imaginative, and no matter what she suggested they do that day Alice Jones had a better idea. Carolyn was a little stunned by some of the suggestions, and for a few minutes would grow petulant and arrogant, but when she found that Alice could not be intimidated she gave way and enjoyed herself.

One morning they decided to take apart the radio-phonograph and talk to the little people inside the cabinet; another morning they made sandwiches and filled a Thermos jug with milk because they planned to leave on a trip to Cedar Rabbits, Iowa. Again, they composed a long cheerful letter to Sears, Roebuck & Co. in which Alice told how she murdered people. Some Saturdays they would stage extremely dramatic plays which went on for hours – with time out for other games – the leading part always being taken by Alice Jones because, at her grade school in the north end of the city, she was invariably the Snow Queen or the Good Fairy or some other personage of equal distinction. Carolyn, whose stage experience had been limited to a Thanksgiving skit in which she had been an onion, seldom objected and in fact had some difficulty keeping up with the plot.

Long before noon they were at the back door, wanting to know if it was not yet lunchtime, and when at last Harriet, or perhaps Mrs Bridge, set up the breakfast-room table for them they would turn on the radio so that during lunch they might listen to the livestock reports, which Alice Jones found hilarious.


One day a fire truck went by the house and Alice, wagging her head in amazement, exclaimed, ‘There they go again! Who they going to burn down this time?’ Dismayed by the wickedness of the firemen, she rolled her eyes and sighed and helped herself to more caramel pudding.

Mrs Bridge, who was making up a grocery list, paused and smiled affectionately at both children, pleased that Carolyn was not conscious of the difference between them.

Alice and her father appeared every Saturday, and the two children, occasionally joined by Ruth – who more often spent the day lying on the porch swing – would play together as comfortably as on the first Saturday they met. The gardener never failed to ask Mrs Bridge if Alice was a nuisance; Mrs Bridge always smiled and assured him she was not.

For a month each summer the Bridges went to Colorado; they hired Jones for this month to water the grass after he had finished working for the neighbors, and so Alice amused herself on the familiar grounds and frequently asked her father how soon Corky would be back.

‘Soon enough,’ was his usual reply, but one day he paused, and as if considering the future, he told her, cryptically and a little sadly, ‘She liable to not come back, child.’

But at last the vacation ended and Carolyn returned, full of sunshine and sophistication.

‘The mountains are awfully big,’ she said primly, and, echoing her mother, ‘It was just grand.’

Then Alice Jones said, ‘You know what I got in this here pocket?’

Carolyn, reluctant to become once more the planet instead of the star, affected disdain.


‘Who cares?’ she announced, coolly turning away.

‘A human gizzard,’ murmured Alice with a mysterious expression, and before much longer Carolyn was convinced a summer in Kansas City would have been much more exciting than the mountains. She said as much to her mother, who replied a trifle brusquely, being harried at the moment, ‘Don’t be silly, dear.’ And Mrs Bridge was about to add that there must be other girls besides Alice to play with, but she did not say this; she hesitated, and said, ‘Corky, you know perfectly well you enjoyed Colorado.’ Soon, she knew, the girls would drift apart. Time would take care of the situation.







8 • Who Can Find the Caspian Sea?




As time went on it became evident that Douglas was the most introspective of the three children, but aside from this – to his father’s disappointment – he appeared to be totally unremarkable. Mr Bridge had hoped for a brilliant son, and though he had not yet given up that hope he was reluctantly adapting himself to the idea that his son was no prodigy. If Douglas amounted to anything in later life, he concluded, it would be less the result of brilliance than of conscientious effort.

Ruth, even more obviously, had no intention of relying on her brains; but Carolyn, as soon as she entered kindergarten, began to make a name for herself, and very shortly was known as the brightest child in the class. Furthermore she appeared to understand her own superiority and when, through some mischance, another child equaled or exceeded her for a moment, Carolyn would grow furiously vindictive, and was not above lying or cheating in order to regain her position at the head of the class, so that by the time she was in the third grade she was beginning to be envied and disliked by her classmates and carefully observed by her teachers. It was no surprise to anyone when she was allowed to skip the second half of the third grade.

The teacher of Carolyn’s fourth-grade class was a young lame woman named Bloch, who wore eye shadow and mascara and had one rather strange habit: every day she would call one of the children to her desk, give the child a comb, and then, bowing her head and shutting her eyes, she would instruct the child to take the pins out of her hair. Her hair was thick and greasy and hung down to her waist.

‘Who can find the Caspian Sea?’ she would murmur, and the child behind her would begin combing.

‘Who knows where to find the Caspian Sea?’ she would ask again, and without opening her eyes she would say, ‘Albert Crawford knows.’

Then the boy she had named would walk to the great green and blue map pulled down over the blackboard, and with the pointer he would locate the sea.

‘Carefully, dear,’ she would whisper if the comb snarled, but even then she seemed not displeased.

Although the children did not like this curious task they seldom thought of it once they were out of class. Carolyn, however, happened to mention at home that she had been chosen that morning. Mrs Bridge was aghast; she had never heard of Miss Bloch’s habit. After questioning Carolyn and becoming convinced it was the truth, she resolved to telephone the school and report the incident to the principal, and yet, for some reason, she could not do it. Several times she picked up the telephone, shivering with disgust, but each time she put down the receiver with an expression of doubt and anxiety; she decided it would be better to visit the principal’s office, and yet this, too, was beyond her. She did not know why. In the end she told Carolyn that if she was ever again called upon to comb the teacher’s hair she was to refuse. Having done this, Mrs Bridge told herself the teacher was no longer a threat and the entire affair, therefore, was closed. And so it was. Carolyn was not called upon for the remainder of the term, and the following September she had a different teacher. There were times later on when Mrs Bridge wondered if she had done the right thing; she wondered if Miss Bloch was still calling children to comb her hair, and when Douglas entered fourth grade she waited anxiously to learn who his teacher would be. It was not Miss Bloch; if it had been she would have gone to the principal and demanded that something be done. But it was not, and Mrs Bridge, who disliked making trouble for anyone, was greatly relieved, and found that she was no longer obliged to think about the matter.







9 • Of Ladies and Women




For semi-annual housecleaning Mrs Bridge hired additional help. Carolyn answered the back door and reported to her mother, ‘The cleaning lady is here.’

‘Oh, fine,’ Mrs Bridge said, and put away her sewing basket and went to the back door, smiling and saying genially, ‘How do you do? Come right in, won’t you?’


That evening she instructed Carolyn. ‘You should say the cleaning “woman.” A lady is someone like Mrs Arlen or Mrs Montgomery.’







10 • Table Manners




Mrs Bridge said that she judged people by their shoes and by their manners at the table. If someone wore shoes with run-over heels, or shoes that had not been shined for a long time, or shoes with broken laces, you could be pretty sure this person would be slovenly in other things as well. And there was no better way to judge a person’s background than by watching him or her at the table.

The children learned it was impolite to talk while eating, or to chew with the mouth open, and as they grew older they learned the more subtle manners – not to butter an entire slice of bread, not to take more than one biscuit at a time, unless, of course, the hostess should insist. They were taught to keep their elbows close to their sides while cutting meat, and to hold the utensils in the tips of their fingers. They resisted the temptation to sop up the gravy with a piece of bread, and they made sure to leave a little of everything – not enough to be called wasteful, but just a little to indicate the meal had been sufficient. And, naturally, they learned that a lady or a gentleman does not fold up a napkin after having eaten in a public place.

The girls absorbed these matters with greater facility than Douglas, who tended to ask the reason for everything, sometimes observing that he thought it was all pretty silly. He seemed particularly unable to eat with his left hand lying in his lap; he wanted to leave it on the table, to prop himself up, as it were, and claimed he got a backache with one arm in his lap. Mrs Bridge told him this was absurd, and when he wanted to know why he could not put his elbow on the table she replied, ‘Do you want to be different from everyone else?’

Douglas was doubtful, but after a long silence, and under the weight of his mother’s tranquil gaze, he at last concluded he didn’t.

The American habit of switching implements, however, continued to give him trouble and to make him rebellious. With elaborate care he would put down the knife, reach high across his plate and descend on the left side to pick up the fork, raising it high over the plate again as he returned to the starting position.

‘Now stop acting ridiculous,’ she told him one day at lunch.

‘Well, I sure bet the Egyptians don’t have to eat this way,’ he muttered, giving ‘Egyptians’ a vengeful emphasis.

‘I doubt if they do,’ she replied calmly, expertly cutting a triangle of pineapple from her salad, ‘but you’re not an Egyptian. So you eat the way Americans eat, and that’s final.’







11 • Alice Jones Again




It seemed to Mrs Bridge that Saturday came around quite often. She was selecting some sugar buns from the bakery man when Alice dashed up the driveway with a long piece of clothesline in her hand, and the first thing that came to Mrs Bridge’s mind was that the girl had stolen it.

‘Good morning, Alice,’ she said. Alice dropped the clothesline on the back steps and ran directly into the house to find Carolyn. A few minutes later the gardener appeared and asked, as he always did, whether she was being a nuisance. Mrs Bridge smiled briefly and shook her head, not knowing how to be truthful without hurting his feelings.

The children were in Carolyn’s room playing jacks. Mrs Bridge looked in on them after a while and asked why they didn’t play out of doors, the day being so nice, and she thought – but could not be sure – that as she suggested this the little Negro girl gave her a rather strange look. In any event the suggestion appeared to take hold, because a few minutes later she heard them outside shouting with laughter about something.

Shortly before noon, while rearranging the handkerchiefs in her husband’s bureau, Mrs Bridge heard Carolyn singing at the top of her voice: ‘My mother, your mother, live across the way, eighteen-sixteen East Broadway! Every night they have a fight, and this is what they say—’ Here Alice Jones took over the song: ‘Goddamn you, goddamn you, goddamn you, goddamn you—’

Mrs Bridge rushed to the nearest window and looked down. One end of the clothesline was tied to the rose trellis. At the other end was Carolyn, churning the rope with both arms, and in the center was Alice leaping up and down.

Next week, when Alice came racing up the driveway and tried to open the screen door to the kitchen, she found it locked. Mrs Bridge was in the kitchen and said, ‘Who is it, please?’

‘It’s me,’ replied Alice, rattling the door.

‘Just a minute, Alice. I’ll see if Carolyn is at home.’ She went into the living room and found her daughter looking at one of the movie magazines that Ruth had begun buying.

‘Alice is here again. I’ll tell her you’re busy.’


But at the first word Carolyn had jumped up and started for the back door.

About ten o’clock both of them came into the kitchen for a bottle of soda pop and wanted to know what there would be for lunch.

‘Corky is having creamed tuna on toast and spinach,’ said Mrs Bridge pleasantly.

Alice observed that she herself didn’t care for spinach because it was made of old tea bags.

‘I believe you’re supposed to have lunch with your Daddy, aren’t you?’

Alice heard a note in her voice which Carolyn did not; she glanced up at Mrs Bridge with another of those queer, bright looks and after a moment of thought she said, ‘Yes’m.’







12 • Agreeable Conversation




The Van Metres were no more Egyptian than Douglas was, but in a sense they were quite foreign to Mrs Bridge. She thought them very odd. The Van Metres, Wilhelm and Susan, were about fifteen years older than the Bridges; they were rather pompous – particularly Wilhelm – and they were given to reading literary magazines no one had ever heard of and attending such things as ballet or opera whenever a company stopped in Kansas City. Mrs Bridge could not quite recall how she and her husband became acquainted with the Van Metres, or how they got into the habit of exchanging dinners once in a while. Nevertheless this situation had developed and Mrs Bridge was sure it was as awkward for the Van Metres as it was for them – each couple felt obligated to return the other’s hospitality.

On those occasions when the Van Metres were hosts they drove over to the east side of the city to a country club that had gone out of fashion ten years before. Wilhelm Van Metre never drove faster than about fifteen miles an hour, and he sat erect and tense with both hands firmly on the wheel as though expecting a fearful crash at any instant. He came to a dead stop at almost every intersection, ceased talking, and examined the street in both directions. Then, unless his wife had something to say, he would proceed, the result of all this being that they seldom reached the club before nine o’clock. Once there he would drive the old automobile cautiously around the circular gravel drive and switch off the engine at the front entrance.

‘Ladies,’ he would say, suggestively, in his rumbling and pontifical monotone, whereupon Mrs Bridge and Mrs Van Metre got out and walked up the steps to the club. He did not start the engine again until he had seen them pass safely into the clubhouse; then, driving in low gear, he went on around the gravel circle to the parking lot.

‘I see there are no other autos this evening, Walter,’ he said. ‘I wonder where everyone can be.’

Mr Bridge, already bored and thinking of an important case at the office, made no attempt to answer.

The women were waiting for them in the deserted lobby.

‘It seems,’ Van Metre chuckled, ‘we have the place to ourselves this evening.’

‘I do get so sick of crowds sometimes,’ Mrs Bridge answered brightly.


The four of them began to walk along the corridor toward the rear of the building, where the dining room was. There was a series of rugs along the length of the corridor so that they would be walking in silence, then on the hardwood floor, then in silence, and so on. Whenever their heels struck the floor the noise echoed ahead of them and behind them as though they were being preceded and followed.

When the silence became unbearable Mrs Bridge looked over her shoulder, smiling, and said, ‘Everyone says the chef here is the best in the city.’

‘We feel he’s competent,’ said Wilhelm Van Metre, who was walking directly behind her with his head slightly bowed.

On they went, two by two, down the long corridor. Small tables of various shapes had been set against the wall at intervals in a desperate attempt to conceal the length of the corridor. On one of the tables was a wreath, on another was an unlighted candle, on another was a silver bowl, another held a telephone book in a gray leather binding. There were half a dozen mirrors along the wall. Mrs Bridge did not dare look into any of the mirrors, and as the four of them marched along she wondered if she was about to lose control of herself. Where are we going? she thought. Why are we here?

‘What lovely tables,’ she said.

Van Metre cleared his throat. ‘Tables are appropriate here.’

‘We really should get together more often,’ she said.

‘Yes. Susan and I often say, “We really should stop by to visit Walter and India.” ’

Finally they came to the frosted glass doors of the dining room.

‘Ladies,’ Van Metre said, holding open the door.

There were two people in the dining room.


‘Susan, I believe that’s young Blackburn over there with his father.’

‘He must be home from the university.’

‘I believe I’ll go speak to them. Walter and India, I’m certain you will excuse me.’ He walked slowly across the dining room, said something to them, and they looked around at Mr and Mrs Bridge.

In a few minutes he returned, rubbing his hands. ‘Now, let’s have a look. Which table shall we sit at? Anyone feeling particular?’

‘I don’t think it makes a bit of difference,’ said Mrs Bridge. All the tables had been set. There was a candle burning on each table as though a great crowd of people was expected.

‘As you probably know, the club was designed by Crandall.’

Mrs Bridge had never heard of this architect, but she thought his tone implied she should have. ‘Let me think,’ she said, touching her cheek, ‘is he the City Hall man? I really should know, of course. His name is so familiar.’

Van Metre turned to stare at her. He smiled bleakly. ‘I’m afraid Crandall is not the City Hall man, India. No, I’m afraid not.’ After a pause he said, ‘In what connection have you heard of him?’

‘He was mixed up in that USHA mess,’ said Mr Bridge unexpectedly.

‘You’re correct about that, Walter,’ Van Metre said, ‘although that was hardly what I had in mind. Crandall also designed the famous Penfield house.’ He studied the empty tables, deliberated, and selected one, saying with a courtly gesture, ‘And now, ladies, if you will.’

They seated themselves around an oval table in front of some French doors that opened onto the terrace. They could see a floodlighted, empty swimming pool, a number of canvas-backed chairs, the flagpole, and a winding gravel path lined with white-washed rocks. In the distance above the dark wall formed by the trees, the sky was suffused with a chill pink color from the downtown lights of the city.

‘What a lovely view,’ Mrs Bridge exclaimed.

‘I’m afraid you’re being kind,’ Van Metre said, unfolding his napkin. ‘There isn’t much to look at.’ He began to frown in the direction of the kitchen.

‘I do think the pool looks awfully nice with the lights on it that way.’

‘Those rocks are absurd,’ said Susan Van Metre.

‘Well, most places they would be a little too-too, but don’t you think they look nice out here in the country? They seem to give such a homey touch.’

‘The club isn’t precisely in the country, India,’ Van Metre said, and cleared his throat. Then he turned around in his chair and again frowned at the kitchen. ‘I am commencing to wonder if we have a waiter this evening.’

‘We’re certainly in no hurry,’ said Mrs Bridge.

Van Metre snapped his


















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































	It is as easy to grin as to growl.

	Hatred is self-punishment.

	Rotten or decayed wood cannot be carved.

	Have no care for the future and you will sorrow for the present.

	Life is a mirror that gives back as much as it receives.

	A record is often broken when competition gets keen.

	A good cure for drunkenness is while sober to see a drunken man.

	Courage at the critical moment is half the victory.

	Words show the wit of a man, actions his meanings.

	The anvil lasts longer than the hammer.

	The pleasure of doing good is never tiresome.

	Contentment is an inexhaustible treasure.

	A handful of common sense is worth a bushel of learning.
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