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Jean Hansga laid down the magazine she was reading;and,for &
moment,real fear surrounded her. If she continued to live in two worlds,
one real and one in memory, would she evenjuzlly become like the people
in the erticle she had just read?Drametically written by a doctor it de-
seribed the symptoms of people lost in their unreal worlds. Jeen was
frightened because she lived alone,and for four years had held on to a
memory so beautiful and absorbing it hed at times become almost reality
for her.Although she lived many miles from the sea, there were times when
the wind with its haunting whisperings brought her summer at the seaside
vividly to mind. It was late winter now, and the wind® ,prophetic of
spring had been rising since night fall. Jean gripped the arms of her
chair and listened. The swish of eddying dry leaves driven by the night
wind, the scrape of bare boughs ageinst the shutters were easily trans-
formed into sighing,mysterious sounds straight from & distant sea. In
spite of her fears created by what she had just read,Jean felt she was
losing ground in her resl world. che drezmed effortlessly backwards

into memory.
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She brought a blanket and laid it acrose her motherts chair.
"You mey need this when the sun leaves the porch,'she sgaid. "I'm going
for & welk on the beach. I won't be gone long."

"Im very comfortable,Jean," her mother replied. "I don't went
to move a muscle-just lie here vrapped in sunshine and sea eair,"

Mrs. Hansen had not been well since her husband's death the year
Jean graduated from High School. Jeant!s college days had been difficult
with an ailing mother, a house to keep,and campus activities. She left
school before graduation in order to give all her time to her mother.
She applied her academic mind to the tasks of house-keeping,gardening,
and the care of her mother.She was a quick learner,and as her mother's
strength failed,she assumed 21l the responsibilities of the home.She
pitted her frail strength against the tasks that had to be done.Her
hends with their long pointed neils became those of a working girl with
short,blunt nails and rough, reddened skin. as she did the combined
work of both her father end mother inside and outside the house.Her
pretty clothes reméped in her closet while blue jeans,slacks, and shorts
took their place. The fragile look of the college girl gave way to the
well-tanned sturdiness of a maid-of- 211 -work,gardner,and handy-man.
The dark brown of her skin hid the shadows of anxiety beneath her eyes
and intensified their hazel color until they became deep wells of under-
standing.Vhen her mother slept and could not see her tears, Jean shed
many of them-a combination of grief over her mother,her separation
from her former gay life,her fear of loneliness to come,and her fast-
slipping youth. After tears had relieved her tenseness,she straightened

her stooping shoulders remembering her fatherts stern admonition,"Jeanie,
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shoulders back, stomach in",and courageously faced her demanding world
again.

As the summer became unbearably werm, the doctor suggested the
seashore as a respite from the heat for both Jean and her mother.

"There's healing in sea breezes,sun,and water,"he said. "Especia-
1ly for one who must wetch and wait. Your mother will benefit by the ché&e.
Life can be pretty dull for an invalid even with a nurse like you."He took
Jean's brown rough hands in his. Vhen she started to pull them away,he
said,"I like vworking hands. They're needelin this world where there is
much work to be doner

They took a cottage by the sea for the month of August-—a month
to remember. She wore & vibrant blue swim suit that morning when she step-
ped off the porch to take her first walk on the beach.She knew the color
complementd her deep brown skin.Feeling her mothert!s eyes appraicing
her scenty attire, she tugged at the bottom of the legs.

"Vhen I get & good sun tan farther up on my legs, this suit won' t
seem so short,"she said. cshe tied a scarf over her long brown hair and
straightened her shoulders ageinst the wind as she went ou t into the
bright sunshine. As the tide ebbed,Jecn stopped often to examine the
sea life left stranded on the sand. A wave broke at her feet and left be-
hind a dead fish. She turned it over with the toe of her sandal to look
at its strange form.

"Interested in fish?"a voice said behind her. She turned and
looked into a mant's blue eyes,the color of which she wds never to forget.
Their blueness was accentuated by his sun-bleached hair and dark brown
skin, Jean's eyes followed the brown of his body down to the white line

which showed at his waist line.



"I never saw a fish like thig before," Jean answered,."It looks more
like a bird than a fish.m

"It's a sea robin," the men said picking it up and holding it by its
wing-like fins,"Say,how about you holding it while T get a picture of it?
I've caught many of them,but I always throw them back as they are not
good to eat."

Jean took the fish end held it out eaway from her."™ind if I take off
your scarf so the wind will blow your hair? I don't often get a model
vith long hair." VWithout waiting for an enswer he untied the lmot under
her chin. The wind swept her hair into a cloud behind her.

"Just asg I thought ,"he said"Your hair is the color of seaweed.
I'11l call my picture,!Vind,Fish, and Girlt:,n

Jean thrilled by his masterful way secretly admired the tzll strang-
er as he focused his camera upon her. The shutter clicked,and he took
the fish from her hands and threw it back into the waves.

"You haven't been here long,have you?'he asked.He put the camera
back in its case and hung it around his neck.

"How do you lknow or do you keep trackbf everyone who comes to this
beach?"

"I can tell by the vhite streaks on jour shoulders, You'!ll have to
do away with straps if you want & good sum-tan.m

"You men don't have to worry about streps,'"she bantered.She was
startled by her audacity and started to leave.

nghat was the last exposure on my f£ilm. I'll bring you a print of
your picture if you will tell me where you are staying." He stood in
front of her as i1f to detain her a moment longer.

That could be several days,"Jean replied still feeling adventure-

some. This isnt't & town of quick services you know. I beachcomb a2t every



in-coming tide., I'm looking for semething which I have never found."

"old bottles,fisherments floats, shells?"he inquired.

"All those,and more,too,the treasures of the sea. You never kmow
what the sea might wash up."

"Or vhen & girl with hair 1iks yours might decide to become & mermaid
and live in the sea. Well ,I'll watch for you tomorrow and try to di?uade
you if the desire overtekes:you. By the way ,my name is David Villiams,®
he said as he stepped aside to let her pass.

"ind mine is Jean Hansen,"she called back cupping her hands to
caxrry her voice against the wind.

"Something nice mast have happened to you today,Jeanie," her moth-
er said intultively as Jean started to read to her at bedtime."There is
a glow &bougi; haven!t seen for some time."

Sun, wind,and sea air are a combination hard to beat,"Jeen answeré d.
"ind blue eyes in a brown face,"she added to herself.

David met her almost at her own doorstep the next morning. The waves
were rough and cresting high on the beach. They held hands against their
onsleught as they welked along the hard-packed sand. Vhen the tide ebbed ,
the? rested on the psle yellow sand and examined their treasures.

David held a strand of seaweed against her hair, "There J told you,
they azre the same color. And your eyes are green today like the depths
out there." He found a long piece o ses grass and tied shells along it
making & neckla®ewhich he fastened around Jean's neck.

"Now I must leave you,"Jean seid solemnly. "Hth hair the color
of seaveed and eyes the color of the green sea away out there and a neck-

lace of shells, I can't stey away too long from my sisters in the cea."



"The sea is full of sirens. There is only one on shore.Promise you
won't leave before I do."Jean felt a shadow over her happiness,a chill
through the warmth of the sun,a murmur in the wind that hadn't been there
before David's low-voiced words.

"You're not going soon?" she asked.She wrapped & beach towel around
her and turned her back to the wind.

"I was,but I've changed my mind " David was lagking out to sea.
"I'm like that little boat out there without a sail.Tt scems to have no
destination,and neither do I.Not right now ,any way.®

"Let!'s not think zbout tomorrow or the next day,"Jean said so sé ft-

1y that David leaned near to hear.

"TOmOrrow never comes,you know, "he answered. Vhen he helged her
to her feet,he held her hands for a moment over his heart. "I promise
never to forget this day," he said.

"Yesterday, today, tomorrow,all became the same. Jean was glad
there was no calendar in the cottage to remind her of the passing of time.
There was the same lovely blue sky arching over them and meeting the see
in the far horizon.The same sea breeze blowing-sometimes gentle and frag-
rant with 21l the scents of the sea,-sometimses strong and forceful and
mttering of big blows to come. The same warm, comforting sand whether that
of the sheltering sand dunes on the windiest days or that of the bezch
on the days when the little waves lapped around their feet. The same
invigorating water as they splashed along the shore or swam in the still
waters of the cove. And hours and hours of conversation as they talked of
meny things-drams, sxrt,music, and books.

They picnicked at noon either on the beach or out at sea in Davi dts

boat while their fishing lines idled in the water offering unattended
bait to the wary fish. In the evenings David talked with her mother while



Jean cooked their meal,Sometimes they bullt a fire on the beach in front
of the cottage and cooked their food bringing Mrs. Hansen samples of their
coc king. Then they walked along the beach in moonlight so vibrant jhey
could zlmost read each othert!s thoughts. And a2lweys when he left her,
David said,"Promise me you will never forget tonight." And always Jeants
reply, "I promise,David."

In the tiny csbin of his boat one day David searched for and foun 4
a volume of modern verse. He gave it to Jean to read. As she read it thet
night in bed ,a piece of note-paper fell out of the book."Room 121" was
all that was written on it. She replaced it in the book,but said nothing
about it when she returned the book to David.

Sometimes David talked about his boyhood,his exciting college days,
and his start in the business world. That there had been some sobering
effect upon his life Jean wes well avare. But whether it was family,
friends,or business,Jean never tried to find out. che felt that Devid
had turned to music, art,and literature for strength of character.She
knew that some men broke when some powerful influence came into their
1ives but others went on to higher levels."No tomorrows?" She asked
herself,"But does it matter? Today is good enough for me."

nLet's build a sand castle,"she szid one day when she and David
were resting on the beach. "It must have a2 high tower in vhich a princess
is locked up. " As she embedded rocks and shells to strenghten the crumb-
ling tower, Devid made a ladder of twigs and éea grass. He leaned it
ageinst the tower."Thatts for her rescuer," he said.

nche could let down her long tlack hair for her lover to climb
up," Jean said.

tperhaps, her hair wouldn't be long enough,and maybe it wouldn't

be black but just the color of seaweed,"David mased.



"Mr. David Williams, Speciel Délivery letter for Mr. David Williams, "
& stentoriam voice boomed out @long the beach. The boy from the Post Office
was waving an envelope above his head.Ouickly David arose and went to
meet the boy. Jean watched as he signe? for the letter,then opened it
and read it with his back toward her.Vhen he returned ,she could see the
crumbled letter in his beach coat pocket.

"It was something I was expecting," he said. But he was quiet

and withdrawn for the rest of the day.Vhen the sun began to drop behind

the derk pines on shore,Jean felt a sudden chill which she tried to think
was due to the time of day.She kmew David was watching her as he sat
silent and unsmiling trickling sand between his fingers. Vhen he pulled
up the collar of his beach coat around his neck as if he ,too, felt the
chill,she kmew her lack of warmth came from some inner feeling of appre-
hension.

They left the beach earlier than usual. David went to his boat to
change. Jean was shivering when she enterexd the cotgage. She helped her
mother in from the porch and saw that she comfortable in her big chair.
Then she stayed a long time in the werm shower until she felt the warmth
coming back to her body.

When David came dressed in slacks and a sweater, he brought
in a load of drift-wood."I'll build a fire in the fire-place,'"he said.
"The wind has shifted and is bringing in a lot of cold air.n

"The barometer has been falling &1l day,"Mrs. Hansen said,"Ve
will have a change in our beautiful weather."David brought a shawl
and put it around her shpililders.

They cooked their supper over the fire. The wind swooped down

the chimmey scattering ashes over their dangling weiners. Devid let his



weiner burn black and did nbt scem to notice. Jean took it off for him
end carried it away to the kitchen, "I'll cook one for you,"she said.
Vhen she gave it td him,done to a turn and bursting with goodness,he
said,"Here is a mermaid who can cook." But Jean felt that his remark was
only a cover-up for some emotion he was feeling.

After her mother was settled in bed for the night, David and Jean
walked along the beach in the strengtgégg wind. The moon was waning,a
sad caricature of itself,woeful and prophetic. "Wetve seen the moon in
all its phases,"David said."How sad to see it wane."

"fould it be better to have it disappear behind a curtain of
clouds when it is its brightest instead of growing old night after night,
more lpke the happy ending of a stage play?"Jean asked,

"But that isntt life,Jeanie,"David said."Happiness can't remein
at high peak all the time. Everything tepers off to get ready for the next
resurgence when the time is right again.n

When they returned to the cottage,David took her in his arms
kissing her until her lips felt bruised."Promise me that you will never
forget tonight,"he said. Vhen he heard her soft,"I promise,David,",he gz ve
her a gentle push through the door and wes gone.

Jean cried herself to sleep that night.She knew that David loved
her,but there was a crushing loneliness that had no explanation.hen she
found his note under her door the next morning, she knew the loneliness
had been a premonition.

T have to get my boat out of here before the small craft warnings
go up," the note said. "I have no future as I see it now or I would ask

you to wait for me. Hereafter, I will live in two worlds,one that is real
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and duty bound,the other in memory,my two weeks with rou. All our yester-
days I promise never to forget.m

Soon after that Mrs., Hansen asked to go home, She seemed fo reslize
that the beach was too lonely for both of them without David., They left
as soon as the storm blew itsself out. Jean eased the aching of her heert
vith the work of getting them settled &t home again. Autumn came early.
Flocks of birds rode the wind currents down from the north. The juniper
tree was covered with cedar wax-wings one day. They were quiet birds.
Only the whir of wings announced their coming and going. They stayed un-
til every juniper berry was eaten. Mrs. Hansen watched them from her win-
dow., "It's the time of year for change,"she said. "The changing seasons
have so much meaning."She was gone,too, before the first snow came,

Jean was sad but not unhappy as she took up her life zlone in the
house that was full of memories. The tears that fell from her eyes wvere
comforting ones as she went from room to room and gave vent to to the
emotions which hzd been storing up so long. And although David had never
been in her home,she brought him in with her thoughts anfi found poig-
naent comfort in . go doing. Graduelly she began lapsing into the world that
wes only memory end finding it more to her liking than the real world
around her.

The postmznts ring never failed to bring = reségence of hope.
There were cards occasionally from David each one with a different post-
mark carrying no message of consequence but ending elways with,!"Remember
your promise-dontt forget." Aching with resentment at the paucity of the

message on one card, Jean tossed it intd the fireplace. As the flames
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started to blacken the edges,she pulled it out and smothered the flame
against the hearth.the wrapped the burned card in tissue paper and placed
it in the box with the others she had received.

The postments ring one morning was persistent."A package for you ,
Sign here," the man said when Jean went to thg door.Jean recognized Davi dts
hend-writing.Her hand was trembling as she signed for the packege.She tore
off the wrappings and opened a box decorated with & sea motif. Fncased in
cotton was & pair of delicate ear-rings,miniature shells set in a filgre e
of silver. "Wear these and remember," the card said. Jean sobbed as she
studied the exquisite shells.They had been sent from & gift shop in a
hotel in New York.

nT11l call that hotel. Maybe David is there and I can thank him,"
Jean szid half aloud. She put in the call and waited scarcely breathing
wtil the operator reported,"™Mr. David Williams checked out of the hotel
this morning."Bitterly she berated herself for not finding out more
about David when they were together. There were times now when she felt
bold enough to confronﬁhim end demand an explanation for his strange
bahavﬁkr.But there was no address,no way to send a message.

Sometimes Jean was so low-spirited she told herself,"I'll marry
the first men who asks me, Then I'll really forget." But this did not

last long for she knew she could never forget.More and more she lapsed

into <the world the world that was only a memory. She found it much

more to her liking than the real wor;d around her.

The megezine fell from her hand and aroused Jean from her reverie,
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The under-lying fear caused by the article she had read returned to
plagt‘;:a;t“l miet do something sbout this before it i® too late,she thought.
nT111 begin fb look for a job of some kind tomorrow,"she told herself
before she went to sleep.

There was a definite change in the weather the next morning.Jeen
remembered what her mother had said azbout the changing seasons.She decid-
ed to go down town and apply for the position of receptionist in Doctor
Anderson's office. He had been her doctor since childhood and had been
friend as well as physician all during her motherts long illness and. death.
He had told her some time ago his girl would be leaving in the spring to
be married.

A cerdinel wes singing in the juniper tree as Jean started down
town. The snow had melted making little ri?ulets down every slope. Cro-
cuses were opening in every yard,bluse,purple, vwhite, yellow drifts of
them bordered by snow in some places.The faces of people along the sireet
showed en easing of winter tension. Coats swung open and scarfs were
tucked in to pockets. A child carrying her boots was spring itsself
as she skipped along the side-walk, "Spring is hers,"she sang. But the
wind thet tunneled through the driveways between the houses still had
the haunting sound of the sea for Jean. She found her feet lagging as
she neared the doctort!s office.che forced herself to open his door and
to ask to speak with him.

nThe job is yours,Jean,if you want it,"he said.nI think it would
be fine for you to have a new interest."

Meeting the patlents as they geme and went was a good outlet for

Jean. Her days were bugy and full of interest. She found many old friends
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and scquaintences among the doctor's patients. BEd Archer stopped in one
day to have a prescription filled for his mother. Jean was warmed by his
greeting,"Vhy,Jean Hansen, I haven't secen you since High School days.,
Vhere have you been keeping yourself since those care-free days?"

Jean told him a liitle about herself,and listened while he ran
down the years of his life.

nTtts been a happy-go-lucky sort of existence.Just what the class
predicted for me," he said ruefully. "1'm sill hunting for the girl
who will straighten me out. Sey, how come you've never merried? You had
everything,looks, charm, position,and for my part you still have them."

The patients in the waiting-room had one by one laid down their

reading meterial and were becoming interested in the little real life
drame. going on at the desk. Jean straightened the papers on her desk
before she replied,"There are reasons for everything you kmow. I'1l get
your prescription for you." che disappeared behind the doctor!ts door.
Vhen she returned with the bottle of medicine,Fd held on to her hand.
as she hended it to him.

ngay Jean, can you square dance?he asked. I'd like to take you
to one tomorrow night."

nT don't know how ,but perhaps I could learn," Jesn answered.

nYou just bet you could. I'1l come for you at eight otclock,
T have to run now as Mom's not feeling well. See you tomorrow night.n
T4 bounced through the door with all the energy of his High School
deys. There was en elmost audible sigh of reldese of tension as the
patients went back to their reading.

Jean was exhausted but chermed by her first evening of square-
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dancing. Ed wes engpsiastic over her sbility to learn. "Youtre the best
pardner I've ever had and just the one I've been looking ¥or," he said,
"I can teke you dancing some place every veek."

"Oh no,"Jean laughed. I couldn't stand up to a pacc like that.®

nJust soek your feet in Fpsom Sslts,and theytllcbe 0,K, in the
morning and feady for another round next week." Jean envied him his
buoyancy as she heard him run down‘the walk,slam the door of his car,
and screech off into the night after he had left her at her door.

When the rhythmic cells of the dance had left her head,she heard
again the lap of sea waves on the shore. She knew then that her evening
with Fd had only been a brief respite from her other world.

As spring turned into summer,she went with Fd to every square
dance for miles around. She liked the gay crowds, the happy care-free
people on the dance floor,the stimulating ,rhythmic music,the bright
colors of the dance costumes. Best of all, she liked the challenging
attention che must give in order %o pef\form the intiicasies of the cells,
This was a real world that sometimes left her so exhausted from the
gtrenuous exercise she dropped off to sleep without listening for the
wind.

then summer came and the anniversery of her deys with Devid,
she%etreated more and more into memory.She went with Ed one Caturday
night to a dance held in a open pavilion in the park. The moon was at
its fullest. Vhile the other couples strolled out between dances to
enjoy the moonlight,she sat with Bd in the brightly lighted pavilion
tepping her foot to the rhythms that were past and in anticipation
al

of those to come..pq ‘talked sbout the moon,but not romanticly.
I
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"I'd take off on a space ship tomorrow if I qualified and there
was one ready for me,"he said. Jean wes glad that was what the moon
mesnt to him, She knew he'liked her very mich and might in time propose
to her. She kept up the cool barrier she had placed around herself.

She hoped she could keep their relationship just the way it was. The diver-
sion of their fun times together kept her from spending too mch time in
her unresl world,

Sometimes after a night of dancing when she was too excited and
restless to go right off to sleep,she asked herself why she held onto
e memory . Why was it so persistent, returning at times so unexpected
end refusing to be dowvned?

"Swing your pardners,promenade all,"-—

"Promise you will never forget,"—That promise had worked too
well.She couldn't foraet]%he squeak of fiddles,the thump of guitars,

the scrape of feet across a dance floor,the swish of ruffled skirts.

"You never missed a call,Jean. You're the best dancer on the
floor,.n

"Heir the color of seaweed,eyes as green as the sea "

Sundays were the hardest days for Jean., With no patients to dis-
tract her she allowed her senseéFo take over the past.She could hear the
boom of the big combers as they broke upon the beach,the grinding sound
of sand as they receded leaving their foam behind. The vhine of the wind
as it lifted the tar peaper on the roof of the cottage turning it into

1

a symphony of strange music.She could feel the salt spray as she and
David wvalked along the beach,taste its flavor. the saw the clouds in

their slow-motion tumbling as they met to form storm clouds,the leaping
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flemes of their beach fires.She smelled the burning dégtwood,the fragrance
of broiling sausages and ateaks, the coffee boiling gypsy fashion over
the coals. The darlmess lowering around them until they were the only
two people in the world.

One Sunday night vhen her images were especlally vivid, she heard
a phone ringing somevhers. But there was no phoane in the cotitage. There
were several rings before Jean went to answer the phone ringing in her
own house.

Fd's resounding voice was on the line. "Now don't say it's
too hot for square dancing until you hear all I have to tell you about
this dance. There will be = new caller,a famous one from the West., We'll
lezrn some nevw squeres. Everybody will be there. Tt's the extra one
of the season. The chance of a life-time.®

A

een heard him through,then answered,"I cant't decide tonight.

g

Perhaps the weather will change."

Ed seemed satisfied with her answer,but the tapping of his pen-
cil on the telephone was as emphatic as his parting words,"the chance
of a life-time. I'1l call you tomorrow night."

There were not many patients in the doctort's office the next
day. Jean took her account book into the labatory ﬁhere Dr. Anderson
was exeming slides. She was so quiet that the doctor took off his
glasses and came over to where she was sitting.

mhatts the matter,Jean? cantt you.make up your mind about Fd
Archer?He's beecn gone on you for some time."His tone was so kind
Jean felt the tears start in her eyes,and she could no longer see the

loops of the letters she was filling in her note-book.
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"He just doesnit have 'itt,vhatever that is. I heve a good time
with him ,but,"—She slid off the stool and started for the door.
Dr. Anderson reached for a tissue from the box on the wall.
"Come on, Jean,and cry on my shoulder. You need someone for a confidant.m
The smell of his starched vhite coat was comforting to Jean.

She @zbbed st her eyes with the tissue. Ir. Anderson took it from her

"I elweys happiest when Fd bounds,he never walks you know,
down the steps after he leaves me at my door, I never invite him in .,
I suppose I should do something for him once in a while."

"Perhaps, there 1s some one else in your life or has been,Jean,"
Dr. Anderson siad.

tow did you lknow?lasked Jean.

"oh, Itve seen that far-away look in your eyes meny times. I
know the signs and have had too many confessions from my patients. Priests,
ministers, doctors, we all get them."

Jean felt her confessing becoming easier."There are days when
the sound of the wind really gets me. Then I become so reminiscent and
unhappy with just remembering.ind you can't get away from the wind,at
least T can't on certain days."

nThere mist be a reason why the wind affects you,Jean. Would you
care to tell me about it? After all, I'm old enough to be your father.t

Jean thought of the fear implanted in her mind by the article

she had read., "Perhaps, I should tell you about it for I spend so much
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time thinlking about the past I'm becoming afraid I will soon be living
in an unreel world altogether.And when that time comes, I can almost hear
the clang of the iron doors that will close behind me."She shuddered
and reached for another tissue.

"Tr, Anderson patted her on the shoulder reassuringly. "Lots
of people live in tvwo worlds at the same time. I've helped many of
them,and I'm sure I can help you."

The bell in the outer oifice rang. Jean gave a startled little
ery. "Oh, I can't go out there looking like this."

The doctor gave her a gentle push toward the rear door. "Time
out for make-up repzirs. I'll take care of the patient," he said.

Then Dr. Anderson stopped by her desk late that evening, Jean
said shyly,"I'll tell you all about David any time you can listen."

"No time like the present,'he said putting down his bag and
pulling up a chair.

Jean was surprised at the case with which hexr story came. It
was almost as if she were reading from & book. She had lived with it
so long in her subconscious that it flowed along taking on new depth and
meaning in its audible form.

Dr.Anderson lighted a cigarette and watched the =moke as it was
wafted under the shade of the lamp pon the desk. "MysteriéE thing,smoke, "
he said when Jean finished."Well, I can put an end to that mystery if
not to yours." He snuffed out the cigarette twisting it thoughtfully

between his fingers. "And you haven't heard from Devid all this time?"



19
he asked.

"Only a card now and then,each with a different post mark,and
once a small package,!

"Any measage of any kind that would tell you what he was doing
or anything about him?n

"No, only a reference to some of the things we did together and
always ending with, 'Remember your promiset "

"Twm no magician to work & charm which would unite you and David
nor z prophet to foretell that some day you will be together again,But,
as we say in my profession,!Vhere therets life,therets hope.!Your happy
ending may just be around the corner. In the meantime,have fun, go
places,dence while the piper plays. Give old Ed a break. You dont't
have to marry him." Dr. Anderson picked up his bag,kissed her on the
forehead and left.

Jean sat 2lone in the empty office. She thought of the dramas
in real life acted out in thai waiting-room. Her sensitive nature aad bea
awvare of the fears and tensions of patients as they waited to seg the
doctor. The nervous fumbling with cigarecttes , the ffauent trips to the
water-cooler, the turning of magazine pages with uneeeing eyes. And
often the temas of relief at the dovtor's cheery, "Youlre going téﬁ;il
right." che went to the window and looked down on the people hurrying
along the street. Fach person,no doubt, had his problems and was meet-
ing them in his own way,depending upon his strength of character,some
weak and cowardly,others. strong with well-springs of hidden co@%ge.

As she left the buiﬁgng ,Jean remembered the stores werc open

that night. I'll buy a new dress,she thought, something bright and £8Y
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to wear to the dance with Id, Something so different that it would
help to put Navid out of her mind for the evening.

The clerk listened attentively as Jean described the kind of
dress she wanted. She narrowed her eyes to tmke in the coloring of her
customer,then nodded her head and disappeared behind =z curtained door-
way. She returned with a dress billowing over her arm. "This dress was
made for you. Just came in today. Have you ever been to the ocean?If
you have,you will lmow these are the ocean colors." She hung the dress
on a rack and held out the folds of the full gkirt..

Jean held her purse close to her to still the beating of her
heart as she saw the cool blues and grcens of the sea spread out before.
"Oh . no,I couldn't wear those colors,Vshe almost gasped.

"hy not?! the sales—woman sald. "They would make your eyes
green." che held the dress up to Jean's face. But I've got the same
thing in red. Vouldnt't be as good for you. I'll show it to you.M

che brought the dress and slipped it over Jean's head."It1ll
take it," Jean said.

"You'll be the best—iressed gypsy at the dance,"the woman said
ag she handed Jean her package.

The hemming of the dress took up her whole evening. Four yards
around,four years of life. Two weeks could be a life-time,four years
just an interlude.Or was it just the other way around?

"I bought a new dress yesterday,"she told Dr, Anderson the

next day when she went in to hand him a patientt!s card."Bright red
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like nothing I hsave ever had hefore,"

"pid it 1ift your spirits,Jean?" the doctor asked.

np little ,perhaps,"Jean answered. "At least, the hemming of
it kept me busy all evening.ind",giving his hand a little squeeze of
understanding, "there was no wind."

Vhen she returned home that evening the sight of the red dress
throvn over a chair where she had left it the night before was not
as reassuring as she had thought it would be. Its color was bold and
harsh,a defiant red and not at all suited to her personality.She re-
membered the sen plues-and greens of the other dress,and desire like
the rush of the sea came over her. She listened for the wind and found
it at her window-sill. Soon it filled every room in the house: ,haunt-
ing and wistful flowing down the corridors of her mind with an over-
poveri ng effect. She thought of ships at sea blowm off coursce by
vinds of great force and others safe in harbors with little waves
lapping rhythmically at their hulls;small craft wernings flying on
't2ll standards announcing rough weather ahead;the bright beam of the
light-house flashing its message;the on thore winds against vhich
she and David braced themselves asg they walked zlong the beach leav-
ing their foot-prints in the sand which the in-coming tide erased be-
hind them."Foot-prints in the sand 1ike the lives of most people after
they are gone. Promise you wonft forget." If he could only know how

well she had remembered.

She turned on lights in every room only to turn them off
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again.Bright lights or none at all,it was all the same.

She put a scarf around her,and leaving = light on in the hall,
she-went out to sit on the porch steps. The wind blew the ends of her
scarf until they fluttered like great white moths about her shoulders.

A car stopped in front of the house next door. A group of noisy
teenagers burst out all four doors of the car end raced each other to
the house. Soon there was 2 blare of music filling the night air with
& cacophony of sounds. Their voices could be heard over the beat of their
music as they called to one another.Jean envied them their care-free
life enjoying the present moment without much thought of the past or
future.

Another car came slowly down the street. It went by her gate,
turned around ,znd came back again on the other side of the street.
Someone hunting a number,Jean thought.The car stopped opposite her
house,and a man got out and came across the street. He could see Jean
in the light from her hall. As he came up the welk,she knew it was
David.The music that had besen loud and discordant came to & merciful
stop. The wind lulled to a whisper. All the voices of the summer
night stopped as if on cue.Jean heard only the thumping of her heart
and the sound of Davidrs foot-steps as he came nearer and nearer.

"Devid," she cried and went down the steps to meet him.

nJean," David said and held out his arms to her.

"Tt's been so long," they both said togatﬁer.

"Come up on the porch,David. No logs along the beach or
mats on the sand., A porch swing will have to take their place,"Jean
said and led the way up the steps.

Then they were settled in the swing, David kissed her long



and lingeringly before he started te talk.

"I know you have remembered, Jean," he said in a voice filled
with emotion,"or you wouldn't have greeted me the wey you did. You would
have had every reason to send me on my wey with a hello and good-by."

Jean moved closer to him. "David tell me why it has been four
long years without any definite word from you," she said.

n"T came to you just as soon as I honorably could,Jean,"David
began., Vhen he could control his voice,he continued. "I was & married
man four years ago when we were together and hed no right to fall in
love with vou.But from the first time I saw you on the beach,I knew
all my principles were taking leave fast.Those days with you were out
of another world.It've relived them msny times ,every one of them."

"I have,too, David,"Jean said. "I have never forgotten a one
of them." With David'!s arms around her she was secure in the reality
of what so lately had been only a memory.

T was running away from a hard situation that day T tied up
my boat on your beach. Ruth was going down hill fast mentally. There
was nothing I could do to please her., God lkmows I tried. "David reach-
ed for his handkerchief snd wiped his eyes."I had just put her in a
private institution and was talking a fishing trip to try to st%jghten
out the chaos of my life.I intended staying only a day or two at each
beach along the coast. Then I met you. I stayed on from day to dey,
just drifting,enjoying every minute we were together lacking enough
will power to . pull away and leave you.The Special Delivery letter
I got the last day we were together and the storm warnings combined

to make me pull up anchor and get eway. I went back to my realistic
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world,and for the last four years I have worked so hard to meet the big
expenses I have had that my only happiness has been in remembering you."

Jean walted quietly for the rest of the story.In spite of the
strain in David's voice she felt the softness of the night around her,
It seemed as if all time had stopped until their past could catch up with
them.

"When Ruth's death came, I was shattered by it. Life had dealt

so harshly with her. I was remorseful because I had had those two weelks
of happiness with you while she was living oub her days in a sanitor-
ium. To make it worse she completely rejected me when I returned to
meke the changes the doctor in his Speciel Delivery letter had suggested.
From that time on I was a stranger to her. I paid her bills,wrote her
letters that were never noticed,visited her without any commnication
between us,and leaned heavily on the doctort's strength who was old
beyond his years in his struggle to right the wrongs of mental illness.
I withstood the temptation to write and tell you of the tragedy that
shrouded me. I knew you,too, had the sadness of your mother's illness.
I did not want to add to it. T believe what is to be will be. If we
both held true to a memory and a promise never to forget,there would
cone & time when we would be together sgain.

Jean pulled David'!s face down to hers."It!'s been a long ,hard
trall, David,"she sald. "Now we must forget the things we don't want
to remember., I promise to begin with new memories. Do you promise,
David?"

"T pronise,Jeanie," Pavid answered. The music began again next



door. Some older hands had taken over the records. Mendelssohnts
nMidsummer!s Night's Dream" floated through the open windows.

"You know what we're hearing,David,?Jean asked putiing one
end of her scarf around David!s shoulders.

"T do, Jeanie,"David said. "Let's listen for the wedding music."

The jangle of the telephone broke into their spell. "I'1l
have to answer,. I'1l be gone only a minute." Jean slipped out of
David's arms.

Before she returned to the porch, she put the red dress on
a hanger and hung it in & closet. She held the billowing fclds down
until she could shut the deor of the closet securely."Theretll be

one less gypsy at the dance tomorrow night," she said softly.



