A NOVEL




Her visit/to News: York was sup: -
posed to be a speeial treas fotDilly.
At least her sophisticated New York
cousin Elmira planned it that way.
But for Dilly, a widow of 52, all the
1iice parties couldn’t make up for
the fact that she was homesick for
Kendal, Rhode Island, with its
Quaker meetings and its commu-
nity projects.

She was about to go home when
she met Durand, a gentle yet persua-
sive man. He called first on business,
but he came back to give Dilly a most
important gift — a view of the city
through the eyes of an imaginative
guide. A new world opened to Dilly,
for Durand’s presence lent enchant-
ment to every incident: a rumbling,
wonderful ride on the Third Avenue
El; Roman punch at the 14th Street
automat; Central Park Zoo on a
frosty December afternoon.

Yet, the ways of Dilly’s former life
argued against her continuing her
friendship with Durand, and she
returned home convinced that she
was past the age for romance. She
couldn’t forget, however, the man
who sang her a nursery rhyme,
shared penny chocolate bars with
her and taught her to feel excitement
and the delight which young hearts
take in ordinary wonders.

In these days it is an event to come
across a book as refreshing, as bright
and mature, as free from easy sophis-
tication as The Autumn’s Brightness.
Here is a charming, tender novel
by a deft writer with a deep under-
standing of human nature.
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Now that the Third Avenue Elevated is being laid off bit by
bit, its run curtailed, its schedule cut, there hardly seems any
necessity to disclaim living counterparts for Dilly and Durand.
Though the structure of the El is still there and its six-car trains
operate with the faithfulness of the aging servant, though the
crimson windowpanes and potbellied stoves still grace the
waiting rooms, the El is none the less slipping into the unreality
of yesterday. Dilly and Durand travel in that unreality. Indeed,
of all the characters, only Henderson aspires to being a likeness.
His prototype, compounded of many strains, is everywhere.

Yet, in one respect, even Dilly and Durand are drawn from life.
They live in the sensibility of any who may have discovered
tender companionship in an unlikely place, at an unlikely time,
or who may have known supreme excitement in dividing—with
the proper person—a pennyworth of chocolate.

D.N.
Hamden, Connecticut



The Autumn’s brightness after latter rain.
—John Greenleaf Whittier






The Autumn’s Brightness






*

September

CHAPTER 1

WELL HAVE a gay fling, Elmira had written in that girlish style
of hers, and to Dilly, back in Kendal, her cousin’s invitation had
sounded full of promise. She’d been wanting something.

She didn’t really know what she’d been wanting, what she
hoped to find in New York, for she had never found it anywhere.
To catch, perhaps, some reflection of the color and excitement in
other people’s lives . . . As if, by rubbing her own against theirs,
she could give hers new luster . . .

But it hasn’t made me shine, Dilly told herself ruefully, now
that the visit was half over. Even with all the people I've met,
the parties and plays I've been to, all the rushing around—

No, the jangling brilliance of her cousin’s world only made
Dilly homesick.

Alone in the apartment, waiting for Elmira to come back from
the hairdresser’s, she stood at the window looking at the wall of
the building next door. One couldn’t see the sky here unless one
fell out.

"It made little difference, for what Dilly really saw, standing
at Elmira’s window, was Kendal as it had looked the morning
that she left—the river, gray-blue and golden, and the maples
which bordered it aflame in the September sunshine.

She had almost lost her nerve that morning. Till then, she’d
been looking forward to going, yet when she stood on the piazza
watching Anne open the garage—little Anne, unbelievably old
enough to drive her mother to the station, to go off to college—

11



12 Toe AUuTUMN'S BRIGHTNESS

Dilly had suddenly had this feeling. She lingered on the piazza,
slowly closing the door, certain she’d forgotten something, cling-
ing to the brass knob which all these years had secured her going
out and her coming in. Finally, as Anne drew up, Dilly started
down the stairs.

But, halfway, she was struck by a thought that made her stand
still: all this she was leaving—it would never be the same.

One would think I was going to Europe, she had told herself
mockingly. It's only New York, only two weeks.

And she had tried to laugh at her nervousness. Instead of
laughter, terror filled Dilly’s throat, for she knew nothing is ever
quite the same again, not even home, once you leave it.

It'll never be the same, her heart cried, as Anne blew the horn.
And Dilly, standing stock-still, decided to call the whole trip off.

Too late for emotion, the urgent toots insisted.

No. Let the train come in. Let it depart. Dilly wasn’t going. Her
mind was made up.

Her mind. But her feet, indifferent to her mind, bewitched by
those silly toots, began to run. Like a character in a drama ful-
filling a destiny, Dilly hurried to the car.

So she’d found herself in the train, kissed goodbye by Anne’s
lipstick; she’d found herself in Grand Central, greeted by El-
mira’s. v

Funny, she reflected now, Diligence Fuller’s daughter, eighteen,
and Diligence Fuller’s cousin, fifty-eight, use the same shade of
red!

Incredible, how she could feel herself so there in Kendal, so
very there, when she was actually here, in Elmira’s modern living
room on Sixty-sixth Street. (“Two doors from Park,” Elmira would
always throw in, when giving her address.)

Still staring at that wall next door, Dilly played with the idea
of going home. Now—today—or if not, certainly tomorrow. It
would be lonely there without Anne and Will, after they’d been
home all summer, but Dilly had to get used to that anyhow, sooner
or later.

Would Elmira let her leave before the time was up? Sweet,
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generous, Elmira was also very determined and she’d set her mind
on showing Dilly a good time.

“But I have tickets for the theater,” Dilly could just hear her
cousin exclaim. Or, “But the girls are expecting us for cocktails.”

The sound of the telephone drew Dilly from the window.

I'll just have to stick it out another week, she thought, sighing.

She never liked answering the telephone in somebody else’s
house. It’s different if you know people. But Elmira’s friends—

This, however, turned out to be the doorman.

“Mr. Durand Smith’s here to see Mrs. Bliss.”

“Mrs. Bliss isn’t home.”

Dilly started back to the window. All this “service.” She liked
doing things for herself.

The telephone rang again. It was the same voice.

“You Mrs. Bliss’s maid?”

“No. I'm her cousin, Mrs. Fuller. I'm staying with Mrs. Bliss.”

“Excuse me, ma'am. I ought to’ve known, seeing you go in and
out with Mrs. Bliss. This is Joe, the doorman. There’s a Mr. Smith
here to see Mrs. Bliss—"

“She isn’t home.”

“Yes, ma’am. That’s what you said. And I told the gentleman,
but he has a gift for her he’d like to deliver personally and I want
to know should I let him come up.”

Dilly stood in the foyer waiting for the chime.

So men called on Elmiral Men, in the middle of the morning,
With gifts. She'd just assumed Elmira’s friends were all women.
One Tever guesses these things. At Elmira’s age—

Don't be catty, Dilly told herself sternly. He’s probably just
one of poor Harry’s old friends. Besides, why not?

That Mr. Smith must have changed his mind or he’d have been
here by now. But when you live in a whole house yourself, you
forget what a person has to go through to get up to one of these
apartments. First, finding the elevator and then perhaps waiting.
The day Dilly arrived, Elmira had rung three times and they’d
stood there in the lobby, waiting and waiting. Glancing at the
telltale hand over the gate of the elevator, Elmira had muttered:
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“On the roof. Smoking, I suppose. The service in this house is
something terrible.” She’d stuck her finger in the bell till the ele-
vator arrived. '

In Kendal, one simply ran up the steps of the piazza, pushed
open the door, and there one stood, in the hall. The familiar air
of the house rushed forward in welcome: the cannel coal of the
parlor grate and that damp-wool smell which seemed to linger
since the days when the children’s mittens were spread on the
radiator. Not that the hall really smelled of mittens, after the
airing and scrubbing and painting of all the years between. It
was only in Dilly’s memory that damp wool still greeted her.

It seemed as real as the low blanket chest by the stairs,
in which they'd always kept their rubbers, and the stand where
Willard’s umbrella still waited, though he would never take it
out again. To come home in the evening—step from the darkness
of the piazza into the soft light of the lamp, to have the buff-and-
white patterned walls reach out and enfold you . .

The chime rang softly.

Dilly glanced at herself as she passed the mirror, laughing at
the incongruity of her New England Quaker face reflected
against Elmira’s fumiture.

I don’t even look quite like me here, she thought with amuse-
ment, as she went to the door and opened it.

He stood there, this Mr. Smith, well groomed and dignified. As
he took off his hat, what struck Dilly with such surprise that she
almost giggled, because his mature appearance made it so unex-
pected, was the fact that he was towheaded, like a little boy.

“Mrs. Fuller?”

How did he know? Elmira must have told him. But Elmira had
told Dilly nothing,

“May I trouble you to present this to Mrs. Bliss?” He seemed
short of breath, a shade anxious beneath the friendly smile.

A nice man, Dilly decided. She was so glad for Elmira.

He held out a box neatly done up in white tissue tied with a
cherry ribbon. As Dilly accepted the package, she saw at once
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that no salesgirl had gift-wrapped it in the course of her day’s
work. Only a man could have achieved so lopsided a bow.

“Oh—" Dilly exclaimed.

It was certainly not a fitting response to his greeting. But the
feel of the package in Dilly’s hand suddenly brought back those
birthdays when the most precious of all the gifts she received
had been done up with the same touching clumsiness.

The man didn’t seem taken aback by her exclamation. On the
contrary, noting Dilly’s appreciative glance at the package, he
dispensed with preliminary remarks.

“I didn’t like leaving it in the lobby,” he confided, not at all like
a stranger.

They might have been friends from way back.

“That doorman was obliging, I must say,” he went on smiling.
“But they are so forgetful. Not that they mean to be,” he added
quickly, speaking rather sharply now and fixing a reproach-
ful eye on Dilly, as though she had made an accusation.

“Of course they don’t mean—" Dilly agreed instantly. She
hadn’t for a second thought so.

“It's just,” Mr. Smith broke in, no longer severe, “that they
have too much on their minds.”

“Oh,” Dilly exclaimed a second time, for such a possibility
about doormen had never occurred to her. Then, regaining her
poise, she said, still holding the package in one hand and clutch-
ing the knob with the other: “I'm sorry Elmira isn't here. Shell
regret missing you. She went to the hairdresser’s and I don't ex-
pect her back for at least an hour.”

“That’s all right,” Mr. Smith said. “I'll come again.”

But in spite of the brave words, he looked disappointed and
he didn’t seem to be making any move to leave. There was
something appealing about him, as if he were a child who'd set
his heart on this, and there was also something undeniably weary
in the outline cf his shoulders as he stood there, so that instinc-
tively Dilly asked, “Won't you come in?”

He looked so glad.
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CHAPTER 2

Wrre wHAT she recognized as exaggerated care, Dilly placed
the package on the table in the foyer.

Mr. Smith laid his hat down and threw his topcoat across the
waiting chair. “How’s Leggy?” he asked, smiling so warmly that
again she had the impression of being with an old friend.

Ushering the way into Elmira’s living room, she hast-
ily searched her mind for Leggy, someone she was supposed to
know, some acquaintance this man and her cousin had in com-
mon but whom she, Dilly, had never, so far as she could remem-
ber, even heard of.

“Leggy?” she repeated finally, settling herself on the daven-
port.

Mr. Smith stood politely, waiting for her to look comfortable.
Then he took the armchair opposite. There was a touch of ele-
gance about his movements which bespoke the charm and man-
ners of another century.

Though he can’t be that old, Dilly argued with herself.

“Yes, Leggy,” he said, leaning back in obvious contentment.
He looked at her indulgently.

It doesn’t matter, his expression seemed to say to her. It doesn’t
matter if, as I can readily see, you're an outsider here and don’t
know your way around. You and I can make friends on our own,
can’t we?

Aloud he asked, betraying doubt now: “Isn’t that what she
calls her? Well, apparently not. I just thought— Don’t mind me,
Mrs. Fuller. I have a bad habit of making up nicknames. Allegra
—I was referring to Allegra. It just struck me that your cousin
would call her Leggy. With those legs—" He laughed.

“I don’t think I know whom you refer to,” Dilly murmured
coldly. '

A moment ago, he’d appeared so delightfully gentlemanly, al-
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most old-fashioned in his courtesy. Now he was joking with her
about some other woman'’s legs.

Seeing Dilly’s embarrassment, he himself began to look con-
fused. He leaned forward anxiously. “Hasn’t Mrs. Bliss—hasn’t
she a great Dane she calls Allegra? Spayed female, a year old—"

“Nol” Dilly broke in vehemently. “Elmira doesn’t have a dog.”

“She doesn’t?” He looked suddenly dashed.

“No.” Dilly was firm. “Come to think of it, though,” she con-
ceded, just to alleviate his distress, “Elmira did write me once
that she was about to get a dog. That was a while ago, however.
There’s none here now.”

“Well,” Mr. Smith said, relaxing visibly, “that explains it. Your
cousin did have a dog called Allegra. I know that for a fact.
Something no doubt happened to poor Leggy in the meantime.
New York is precarious,” he assured Dilly earnestly. “And a great
Dane—" The very thought appeared to make him shudder.

“I should say so,” Dilly cried. “New York is terribly precarious.”
And then she added, hoping to bring the conversation around to
a topic they could discuss as equals, “The traffic, Mr. Smith.”

“Things are better where you live, I take it,” he inferred ami-
ably.

“Oh, yes, in Kendal we—"

“Kendal?”

“Kendal, Rhode Island. It's inland from Little Narragansett Bay.
Just a small town. Used to be a great place for shipbuilding in the
old days but it’s quiet now. You can park all around the Green,
except on the west.”

“Why not the west?”

“The river runs along the bottom of the Green, down to the
ocean,” Dilly explained. “I wish you could see the gulls come up
with the tide.”

“I'd like to.”

Dilly drew a quick breath. She hadn’t meant it that way, as a
sort of invitation. When she said, “I wish,” it was only a figure of
speech, to describe the gulls. The words weren't supposed to
mean what they said.
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Perhaps Mr. Smith realized this. At least, he changed the sub-
ject.

“New York has charms too,” he observed. “Don’t you think so?”
And he peered at Dilly as if it would please him personally if she
liked New York.

“Well, it’s interesting,” she admitted. “But there doesn’t seem
to be—" She turned and looked out of the window, not knowing
how to describe the loneliness she’d felt in this crowded city, not
intending to disclose it to anyone. Yet, “Maybe,” she acknowl-
edged, still not facing him. Then she stopped.

“Maybe?” he repeated, almost in a whisper.

You can tell me, his gentleness seemed to say.

Though her face was still turned, Dilly could feel this encour-
agement extending toward her across the room. The man was a
stranger; the gentleness in him was, oddly enough, completely
familiar.

“Maybe I don’t appreciate things,” Dilly confided with a rush,
swinging around so that her eyes encompassed Elmira’s whole
living room in one unfavorable glance. “You see, it’s the first time
I've come to New York since my husband died.”

“Oh,” he exclaimed softly.

“Not that we came much. Just every few years to go to the
Numismatic Society.”

“The—?”

“Numismatic Society. That was Willard’s hobby—coins. An-
cient, mostly. Egyptian and Syrian.”

To this Mr. Smith said nothing.

“And I thought,” Dilly continued, “it was going to be good for
me, coming here, now that college is open and my younger chil-
dren are away again. My married daughter lives in Stonington
and I'm all by myself in winter. I thought it would help me over
that first lonely period. But somehow, though it was sweet, you
understand, of Elmira to invite me—"

“Things are dull, flat, insipid,” he concluded for her.

“Exactly! So, while I'd hoped it would give me something to
take back, actually—"
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“Something to take back?” he repeated. “Something to take
back?”

“Don’t you know?” Dilly asked, leaning forward in the desire
to make her meaning clear. “A little reflected beauty, a—well, a
glow.”

“Not reflected,” Mr. Smith pleaded, interrupting. “Dear Mrs.
Fuller, I beg of you, not reflected. Only an actual experience of
your own—"

“But everything I've seen,” Dilly argued, “is such a manufac-
tured kind of gaiety. It doesn’t stir me.”

Funny the way one can tell a stranger things, Dilly thought.
This is how one confides to a stranger in the train.

“You see,” she said aloud, rushing on impulsively, almost
against her will, “we never were gay, in that sense. Just the op-
posite of Elmira, really. Living in New York and being married
to Harry changed her.” She looked at Mr. Smith for confirmation.
After all, being in Elmira’s circle, he would know.

But he didn’t respond.

So Dilly went on. “I don’t mean Willard and I didn’t have lots
of fun. Only, our amusements were of the family type—picnics
and sails and skating parties. Our parents were what we call
‘plain’ Friends—Quakers. And while our generation—Willard’s
and mine—doesn’t disapprove, the way theirs did, of dancing or a
little card playing—"

“I should hope not!” Mr. Smith broke in.

“Still,” Dilly assured him earnestly, “if you've been brought up
plain you never quite get over it. Even occasional drinking—in
moderation, I mean, naturally—doesnt seem altogether right.
Willard wasn’t the kind to like those things, anyhow.”

“He had his coins.”

What an understanding person! Or could he, in his kindly way,
be poking just the least fun at Willard’s hobby, the way the chil-
dren used to do?

“They were an absorbing pleasure, especially in his last years.
He was quite a bit older than 1.”

She turned to the window again, suddenly horrified at the way



20 THE AUTUMN'S BRIGHTNESS

she had chattered about her own affairs, confiding her feelings to
Elmira’s caller.

“Life has robbed us both,” Mr. Smith murmured.

Dilly turned back and met his eyes. They were a calm blue,
like the ocean on a windless day, but the calm was of the sort a
northeaster leaves behind.

I needn’t have thought that about Elmira, Dilly told herself,
looking away again hastily. This man is still in love with his dead
wife.

Neither of them spoke for a moment. Then the mood of inti-
macy passed.

“I suppose,” he said, “she takes you around a lot, Elmira?”

“Oh, yes,” Dilly exclaimed, facing him.

She began to list what she had seen: the movies and musicals,
the restaurants and shops. Fifth Avenue, Greenwich Village. For
the short time she’d been here, it was indeed a list.

“Tourist spots!” Mr. Smith snorted. “My dear Mrs. Fuller, no
wonder you're not having a good time. Elmira simply doesn’t
know the right places to show you. Fifth Avenue—"

His tone was horrified, as though there’d been some outrage.

“But it is beautiful,” Dilly insisted. “Breath-taking—"

“Glamour and glitter,” he expostulated. “Fifth Avenue! You
should see Third. Now there’s a place that has romance, life,
color—"

“I don’t think Elmira will ever take me to Third Avenue,” Dilly
had to admit. “You know how she is. And it seems it’s not a place
for a woman alone.”

She looked at him a little hopefully, to detect, if possible, his
sanction of a lone woman on Third Avenue.

“I'll take you,” he offered gallantly instead.

“You—oh, thank you. Very kind of you, Mr. Smith. But I
couldn’t let you.”

“I'll take you,” he repeated firmly.

“I'm sure,” Dilly said, “you’re very busy. I never saw anything
like the way New Yorkers rush around.”
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“Nonsense,” he exclaimed, waving away the thought. “I'll make
the time. Nothing would give me greater pleasure.” He stood up.
“Now, when? Tonight?” He didn’t pause for her answer. “I'm
afraid I can’t ask you to dinner. If I'd known sooner— But after
dinner, will you come out riding with me after dinner?”

“Oh,” Dilly exclaimed. “I—well, I don’t know what to say. To-
night—it’s Thursday, you know—Elmira’s Bridge Club. I'm sup-
posed to go with her, though I don't play. She’s just taking me to
be nice.”

“If I may be permitted to say so, Mrs. Fuller,” Mr. Smith ob-
served gently, “you were never designed to be a fifth hand at
a bridge table. In my eyes, you should be the center of every
gathering.”

Dilly felt suddenly shy. It was such a nice thing to say. Mere
blandishment, of course, and yet the genuine note in the man’s
voice made the compliment seem sincere.

“Let Elmira go to her Bridge Club,” he said, putting on his
topcoat and taking up his hat. “You and I will explore Third
Avenue.”

He started for the door. Dilly opened it.

“I'll come at nine,” he promised, making a little bow and
quickly walking out.

But in the corridor he stopped, apparently remembering some-
thing. Then he turned back to the foyer, picked up the package
Dilly had so carefully placed on the table, and carried it away
with him.

Dilly stood on the threshold of the apartment, watching him
ring for the elevator. “You'd better come ‘earlier,” she called.
“Elmira will be leaving at eight and you want to give her the
gift.”
“No,” he answered, chuckling as if to himself. “I think not.”

“I don’t understand,” Dilly cried.

But just then the gate opened and Mr. Smith, turning for a
friendly wave with the band that wasn't holding the package,
disappeared into the elevator.
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CHAPTER 3

“WHAT DOES HE LoOK LIKE?” Elmira asked. She sat at the dressing
table in her flowery bedroom.

But Dilly, standing behind Elmira and watching her glance
from side to side in the triple mirror, didn’t know what to an-
swer, how to convey the vitality of the man’s presence, though she
could still feel it. Now that she wished to describe him, she dis-
covered with surprise that she’d failed to observe his features or
his build, noticing only his personality.

“He’s towheaded,” she answered slowly. “That’s all I remem-
ber. Rather young, I think. Well—I'm not sure. Maybe not.”

“Durand Smith,” Elmira murmured, still concentrating on her-

"self. She patted her back hair. “Durand Smith.” Her reflection
shook its head three times. “No, I never heard of him.”

“But you must have,” Dilly insisted, just as she’d done when
she first told about him, the moment Elmira came home. “Think,”
Dilly begged, placing an encouraging hand on Elmira’s plump
shoulder. “Just try to think. You must know him. You couldn’t
have forgotten someone as nice as that, someone who cared
enough to bring you a gift.”

“Durand Smith,” Elmira repeated. The frown on her pretty
forehead showed she was trying her best. “So many Smiths,”
she complained. “Do you think he could be related to Pauline
Beetle? She was a Smith, you know. I don’t mean by birth. Her
second husband—"

“But Durand—" Dilly broke in. “That doesn’t make him an or-
dinary Smith, There’s something very distinguished about the
combination.”

“Well, I don’t know him,” Elmira stated flatly.

Dilly tried desperately to think of some way to stimulate her
cousin’s memory.

“It must be a precious gift,” she observed. “He wouldn’t even
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trust it to the doorman and I'm quite sure he did the wrap-
ping himself. It looked—quite touching. But you'll see tonight.
Though, as he was leaving,” she was forced to add, “I think he
said—"

There was no reason to finish, since Elmira wasn’t listening.

I'm not so old, each of the three faces in the mirror seemed to
say—not crowing, but as one accustomed to receiving attentions
—I'm not so old that men, very nice young men, aren’t still in-
spired to bring me gifts. Men I can’t even remember.

“As a matter of fact,” Dilly was obliged in all honesty to men-
tion, “he hasn’t been in touch with you recently. How long is it
since you had that great Dane?”

Elmira turned thoughtful again.

“You did—" Dilly pleaded, almost gasped. “You did have a
great Dane once, Elmira?”

Because if it should turn out that Elmira couldn’t recall the
dog either, then obviously the whole thing was just a ghastly mis-
take and Mr. Smith had actually intended the gift for some other
Mrs. Bliss. Then he was no friend of theirs at all.

Please, she implored Elmira silently, please dont say you
never had a great Dane.

“Let me see,” Elmira answered slowly, getting up from her
dressing table with a backward glance. She paused to yank at
her skirt. “It was just a short time—a week or two before I went
to Mexico. The kennel wrote me. I was so heartbroken. Do you
think she pined away?”

“Never mind,” Dilly murmured, faint with relief. Elmira had
once owned that dog. The circumstances relating to its demise
didn’t matter.

Reaching for her coat as they were getting ready to go out,
Dilly brushed against Elmira’s. Her own was good—Scotch
tweed the color of heather, so good that Dilly, mindful of people
who had no coat, thought it unforgivably luxurious when buying
it in Boston last year. Yet now, beside Elmira’s Persian lamb . . .

“I've such a dreadful memory for names,” Elmira was deplor-
ing, putting on the lovely fur. “It was something whimsical.”
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“Allegra?”

“That’s right! Allegra. It all comes back to me now. She used
to jump on the davenport. Filled it end to end.”

But Dilly wasn’t interested in the antics of Allegra. “Thank
goodness,” she cried, buttoning her coat. “For a moment I was
afraid—"

“I had to have it reupholstered,” Elmira recalled, sighing as
she buttoned hers.

Going down in the elevator, Dilly glanced furtively at Elmira.
How terrible! An old friend—Elmira couldn’t remember him. Her
dog, her own pet, who had pined away for love of her only last
year—she couldn’t even remember her name.

Maybe I ought to suggest she see her doctor, Dilly thought. It’s
up to me.

Elmira had no children to look after her if she was sick. Not
like Dilly.

But, glancing again at Elmira, at her smart figure standing its
ground in the descending car, Dilly had to admit that her cousin
looked extremely well.

Once in the street, Elmira started walking west.

“How about going to Third Avenue?” Dilly asked, not really
thinking that her cousin would. Just on the chance—

“Don’t be ridiculous, Dilly. Even with the new Federal in-
creases and State Income and Sales Tax and all, things haven’t
got to the point where we have to buy our clothes on Third
Avenue yet.”

Dilly meekly turned westward. “What did you want to get?”

“Well, I was thinking, now that my hair’s done, I might try on
a hat”

“But you have your hair done every week, don’t you?”

“Certainly,” Elmira replied, glancing questioningly at Dilly, as
though she could see no connection between the one and the
other.

They walked downtown, skirting the Park, which to Dilly’s
Kendal eyes was like a soothing lotion.

“I was very lucky,” Elmira bragged, as they crossed the Plaza
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to look into Bergdorf’s. “I managed to get an appointment for
you with Miss Yvonne. Not till next week, though.”

“For me?” Dilly cried. “I don’t want an appointment. I always
take care of my own hair. There’s nothing wrong with it, is
there?”

“I knew it!” Elmira exclaimed. “I just knew you'd say that.”
She looked supremely cocky, as if she’d won a wager with her-
self. But then, noting Dilly’s stubborn profile, her own expression
hardened. “Now don’t be difficult,” she begged, commanded.
“You have very nice hair. I always used to think it was the pretti-
est hair of anyone’s. But you don’t make the most of it at all.
Around the temples—just a little tint in the rinse water—"

“But I've hardly any gray. A few strands. At my age, that’s
nothing.”

Elmira wasn't listening. “Miss Yvonne is a real artist,” she rat-
tled on. “She used to be with Antoinette and now she has this lit-
tle place of her own where you can get the exact same styling for
half the money. It’s a real find.”

“I don’t care,” Dilly blurted out so vehemently that a man
passing stared at her.

Surprisingly, Elmira backed down. “All right,” she said, her
mouth going pitiful. “I was only trying to help you.”

Oh, dear, Dilly said to herself, it wasn’t nice of me. She wants
her friends to think I'm chic. But except for the children, this is
the only thing of Willard’s I have left—my personality—and I'm
going to cling to it.

A hat in Bergdorf’s window diverted Elmira’s attention, so that
she was instantly herself again, forgetting Dilly as she stood wor-
shiping before a shrine of sequins that dripped like icicles from a
white satin pillbox. Beneath the hat Elmira was seeing, no
doubt, instead of the lifeless model’s, her own elegantly sculp-
tured head, her own hair, several shades darker than nature in-
tended.

“You’d look nice in that.”

“Mmm.”

Elmira nodded. She knew she would. She also, apparently,

!”
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knew the price. And she was weighing the one reality against the
other. “Shall we go in?” she asked finally, as if certain already
what the outcome would be, adding as an afterthought, “It might
look nice on you.”

“Oh, no,” Dilly cried quickly. “On Anne, maybe. It’s not my
type.”

“Don’t be silly. Women our age wear the same hats as the
young things. That black velours isn’t bad, but it doesn’t do any-
thing for you. In a Bergdorf you'd be stunning. Your profile is so
good. White would set off your coloring.”

“It’'s not my type,” Dilly repeated firmly, hoping this wouldn’t
make Elmira try to improve her again.

But Dilly needn’t have worried. Elmira seemed to be recon-
sidering the hat for herself and she'd practically decided against
it. She half turned from the window, looked back, then took
Dilly’s arm. “Let’s go,” she said. “We'll have lunch at the St.
Regis.”

Willard had never tried to improve her, Dilly reflected, as they
went on down the Avenue. He was satisfied with her the way she
was. Just this satisfiedness was what had improved her, what had
transformed her from a shy, lonely girl into a confident and
happy woman.

In that moment, Dilly made a surprising discovery. Trotting
along, so occupied with her memories that she was deaf to
Elmira’s chatter, she felt it burst upon her.

“That’s what he’s like,” she announced, overwhelmed, so that
she stood stock-still in the middle of the Avenue, indifferent to
the streams of people crowding by. “Elmiral” She pulled her
cousin’s sleeve to hold her back. “He’s like Willard.”

“Who is?” Elmira asked, stopping, but only, as it were, with
one foot. The other was poised to go on.

“Mr. Smith. He’s like Willard.”

“Like Willard? You mean bald and heavy-set? Well, I don’t re-
member anyone like that. You said he was young.”

“Not bald,” Dilly answered slowly. “He has a lot of yellow hair.
And not heavy-set, either,” she went on, picturing Mr. Smith as
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he had stood in the foyer saying that sweet thing about her being
the center of any gathering. “Not heavy-set,” she repeated.

“Well, Willard was,” Elmira argued. “He was a heavy-set man.
I always used to say to Harry, Willard ought to—"

“Yes, Willard was,” Dilly broke in hastily. “But this Mr. Smith
isn’t like that at all. He’s quite thin, I believe. I remember now
thinking he could stand some feeding up.”

“Then he’s not like Willard. Come on, darling.” Elmira started
walking. “You're holding up the traffic.”

Dilly moved obediently, but as in a dream, not conscious of
where she directed her feet. She was trying to remember . .

Yes, there was no doubt left in her mind; her new acquaint-
ance was strikingly like Willard, though it was also true that he
looked quite different. He really was . .

And suddenly Dilly halted her mechanical movements, stood
still a second time, there on the crowded Avenue, for now she
saw in a shattering flash how Durand Smith resembled her dear
husband: not in appearance, no, not at all in appearance, not the
least bit. It was in the way he made her, Dilly, feel, that this
strange man reminded her of Willard.

CHAPTER 4

NorHinG that had happened in the four years since Willard’s
death ever brought his memory back so vividly to Dilly as this
chance meeting with Mr. Smith,

But there isn’t any connection, she argued wildly with herself,
following Elmira up a flight of white-rubber-matted steps into
the St. Regis.

Nevertheless, none of the devices which the years of grief had
turned into a ritual—studying her husband’s picture, managing
the investments and running the house as he would have wished,
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keeping each piece of furniture where he’d placed it before they
were married—none of these had given Dilly such an immediate
sense of his presence as she now had far from home, recalling a
man so very, very unlike Willard.

How can I feel this here, she asked herself glancing around,
when Willard never even once stepped into this hotel? Yet . . .

She was suddenly dizzy. The swirling marble of the lobby floor
spiraled before her eyes.

“I'll go see about a table,” Elmira was saying, not noticing. “You
wait.” As she started for the restaurant she murmured with pride
diminishing to doubt, “The head waiter knows me, I think.”

Gratefully, Dilly dropped into a chair.

Letting her head sink back against the upholstery and shutting
her eyes, she began to have an odd sensation: she was floating
out of the place. Without moving a muscle or exercising her will,
she was drifting past the reception clerks in their gilded cage,
past the patient bellboys, out through the door and down over
the rubber-matted steps. By the time Elmira returned, Dilly
would be a long way off.

She was, in fact, already gone.

“Thee’ll remember.”

An incantation. She didn’t believe in that sort of thing. Yet
over and over the past four years she’d repeated those words and
they’d always comforted. They carried her back more than a
quarter of a century to the warm May morning when Willard
had whispered them, Willard in his blue serge suit and stiff collar
and that polka-dot tie he always referred to afterward as his
“wedding finery.”

The song of a thrush came through the open window of the
Meetinghouse. It was music enough for Friends, as the rock
pinks and mauve-white violas growing over the granite steps
outside were flowers enough. When Dilly walked up the aisle
with Willard, only the silence of the gathered guests accom-
panied them. They took their place in the center of the facing
bench, where Dilly’s parents were already seated on her side and
Willard’s relatives on his.
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He was so confident, not in the least gulpy like Dilly. Seeing
she was nervous, he bent and whispered that reassuring “Thee’ll
remember.”

He thought she was gulpy for fear that, when they stood up
and took each other by the hand, she’d forget the words of her
vow.

But that wasn’t what made Dilly gulpy, not altogether. It was
the awful unknownness, the whole lifetime during which she
was promising to be faithful, though she couldnt tell what it
would hold.

“In the presence of God and of this assembly, I take thee,
Willard . . 7

Actually, in the first years, little had been required of her. Wil-
lard knew just how the house should be run. He'd had the care
of his invalid mother so long, he could manage everything.
Though his mother was dead by then, it seemed to Dilly that the
old lady in the long brown dress and Quaker bonnet still de-
cided how they should act, how their food should be cooked and
even whether they liked it. Lois had been named for her.

A hard ‘ghost to live with, Dilly acknowledged now.

The sudden admission freed something. Never before had she
allowed herself even to think critically of the old lady.

It was she, too, who determined, when Willard came home
from Law School, that he should settle there in Kendal, a small
place for his talents.

Still, Dilly always thought of him as much more than a lawyer.
The town looked to Willard as the helper of anyone in trouble.
Even if he'd been gay—and the idea of Willard gay made Dilly
smile—there’d never have been time for amusements. His work
and community interests kept him busy till late.

No matter how weary he might be, though, Willard never re-
tired without looking through his coin collection—his one great
pleasure—without balancing the household accounts, banking the
furnace, reading a chapter from the Bible that lay on the candle-
stand between his bed and Dilly’s.

He was the same in love, embracing his wife with unfailing
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regularity on going to sleep and on waking up, when he left for
the office and when he returned.

A kiss at noon—I never would have dreamed of it! Dilly told
herself. But I didn’t mind. It was a dependable, even love. In
ebullient marriages there are often cold spells. Nothing like that
ever happened to us.

It hadn't all been plain and ordered either. Dilly wondered
why she seemed to recall so much of that part. They had had
a lot of fun together too, particularly when the children were
young and Willard had his old gaff-rigged Herreshof, the
Gulielma. “Gooly,” the children called her—such a sweet little
sloop.

All those summer afternoons when they sailed down the river
past Certain Draw and Colonel Willie’s Cove, westward to
Napatree Point . . . Near the ruins of the old fort they unpacked
their picnic basket, the enamel dishes, the bone-handled knives
and forks stuck through elastic ribbons in the lid, the thermos,
the blue-checked tablecloth, the chowder kettle.

On one side the bay, calm and warm enough for the children
to swim in, across the dunes the open ocean heavy with surf.
Fishers Island, the Dumpling. Terns hovering over the water.
Dilly remembered once when she’d wandered through the coarse
grasses growing in the sand. Suddenly there was an uprush of
wings at her feet. A flock of little terns streaked up and made a
circle around her head. She had stood quite still, holding her
breath, awed by her whirling halo.

“Look!” she cried at last, to share the wonder with Willard.

He turned and smiled, so that she imagined he experienced
the same delight. But then he called to her, “Thy coming fright-
ened them.” And in his scholarly voice, “Least terns nest in that
dune grass.”

It was, of course, true. Dilly had frightened them. That was
why they flew around so fast. But till that instant she’d thought
of their flight as something else—companionable, beautiful, al-
most a heavenly wonder. She’d known a corresponding uprush of
her spirit. Then, with Willard’s words, the ecstasy fluttered away,
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flying as surely as those terns, which were already gliding out to
sea. She was left standing there. .

She turned her back on Willard; she didn’t want to look at
him. If she could ever have hated him, it was then.

As she faced the other way, she saw young Will running to-
ward her with a long skate’s egg case, laughing proudly because
he was bringing his mother so fine a gift. That must have been
the summer he was seven because it was before the hurricane.
After all those people were drowned on the Point, they never
had the heart to go back.

But that day, it was still a happy place. Nearby, on a tussock,
Anne was singing to herself as she gathered beach pea in a little
bunch.

For me, Dilly thought, watching the small brown body bend
and straighten up.

Lois ran by with something for Willard. Her treasures were al-
ways for him.

The world was bright again. Happiness surged through Dilly
as she stood there on the dune, making her tingle, warm, like the
quickened circulation in a cramped foot.

It brought grace with it: she saw how unjust she’d been to-
ward Willard. He’d done nothing wrong, nothing unkind, merely
stated a scientific truth. He wasn’ given to poetic fancies, like
her. And, swift with impulse, she turned around again, forsaking
the two children coming toward her with their gifts, turned and
ran through the grass that scratched her too quick feet, straight to
Willard, and flung her arms around his neck.

He looked startled, even a bit shocked at such a wild demon-
stration. But then he smiled lovingly and she knew that to him
she was like a child, infinitely dear yet beyond understanding.

After all, Dilly thought now, heaving a sigh, he was so much
older. And I—poor Willard!

Of his last illness she seemed to recall scarcely a detail, only a
compassion so elemental that nothing but the anesthesia of fa-
tigue had made it bearable.

When it was over, there’d been very little to do. Willard's desk
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was in perfect order, each letter in its fle, the top cleared save
for a blotter and photographs of his parents. At the office it was
the same. He had arranged his affairs so that Dilly and the chil-
dren would be very comfortably provided for with the least
trouble.

Dilly opened her eyes a second.

After all, she was right here, in the lobby of the hotel where
Elmira had left her. She had floated out of the place, but not for
good. Things looked straighter. She dared glance briefly at the
marble floor.

Then she closed her eyes again. That was more comfortable.

Suddenly it became imperative that she see Willard with
greater reality than any person who was still living. She strained
her memory for a glimpse of him as he’'d looked in those last aw-
ful months.

Don't come back yet, she silently begged Elmira. Stay away
another minute, just till I get one glimpse—

But she couldn’t catch it.

She could only see Willard as he had looked so long ago,
standing out there on the beach that summer before the hurri-
cane, his grave brown eyes scanning the ocean. She could see
him on his knees shaping a mound of sand into a table and cover-
ing it with the checked cloth held down against the wind by the
enamel plates. She could see him sitting cross-legged beside the
table using the bone-handled knife and fork with the same pro-
priety with which he ate at home.

But in those last days, she couldn’t see him.

Elmira was back. Her smug expression told Dilly she’d secured
a table.

It's all known to me now, Dilly thought sadly. That lifetime of
years which made me so gulpy at the wedding—it’s over, lived
up.

Her heart was heavy. Yet she tried to smile, to look eager, of-
the-present, for Elmira’s sake. For herself, there was nothing left
but to remember. . . .
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CHAPTER 5

Ermmra was bursting with excitement. “Guess who’s here!” she
cried across the lobby. “Having lunch. I spied him when I spoke
to the head waiter.” She rushed up and pulled Dilly by the arm.
“Rex Harrison!”

“Oh.”

“And Lilli Palmer. All wrapped up in each other,” Elmira gur-
gled, dragging Dilly toward the restaurant. “I think it’s Lilli.
Hard to tell from the back. It ought to be, anyway, with Rex.”

“Do you know him?”

“Not to speak to. But I've seen him loads of times. He’s simply
marvelous.” .

Dilly, who'd always felt so young and inexperienced with El-
mira, smiled at this girlish passion for an actor.

“Don’t look now,” Elmira whispered as they entered the res-
taurant, “but over by the wall on the left. See him?”

They were ushered to a table a long way from the wall.

“You take that chair so you can see,” Elmira urged. “T'll turn
my back to him.”

“No, you take it. I don’t really care.”

But Elmira was firm in generosity, and they sat down as she
decreed. .

“Isn’t he nice?” she asked, glancing at Dilly over the top of the
large menu.

Dilly studied the gentleman sitting by the wall. He was hand-
some, with a vivacious, boyish expression which did seem nice.

“Yes,” she said to Elmira.

To herself she said, But not so nice as that Mr. Smith.

Elmira was dictating a list of courses to the waiter at her shoul-
der. Dilly felt relieved. The menu was so large, she could never
have read it through. And then to decide, to choose the one
dish, the very one, out of so many—
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“Lobster salad,” Elmira commanded. She glanced at Dilly
again over the top of the menu. “Wouldn’t that be nice?”

Dilly nodded.

“For dessert,” Elmira murmured reflectively, running her eye
down the list. “Sorbet de. citron au menthe vertel” she cried at
last. “Next to no calories. And Café diable.” She handed the
menu back to the waiter.

How pleased Elmira looked in anticipation of the food!

“All right to peek now?” she asked Dilly eagerly. “I want to
know if it really is Palmer.” Without waiting for an answer, she
turned circumspectly in her seat and stared. “No,” she reported,
suppressing a squeal, “it's another woman!”

Delightedly scandalized, she gave Dilly a meaningful nod,
then turned to stare again.

Dilly’s eyes followed.

Not nearly so nice, she repeated to herself, observing the
man.

When Elmira looked back a second time at Dilly, her face was
deflated, all expression flattened out. “That’s not Rex Harrison,”
she muttered, dejectedly breaking a roll. “It’s somebody else.”

“Oh.”

“Looks a lot like him, though.”

Dilly tried to say something that would take her cousin’s mind
off the disappointment. “Won’t you come and stay with me some
time? Kendal’s quiet but—"

“It isn’t that I don’t want to come, darling, only that I'm so ter-
ribly busy.”

“T know.”

It took Elmira half the morning to recover from the damage of
the previous day’s passing. Time pressed indentations on her face
which had to be filled in and at other points on her person it
made embossments which had to be rubbed down. Then, the fit-
ting adornment—

“Couldn’t even find my way around Kendal any more,” she
was saying reflectively. “Eighteen when I left. Forty years. Can
you believe it? I wouldn’t want a soul to know.”
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The lobster salad was set before them and Elmira brightened
considerably.

“It’s the same old place,” Dilly went on, passing over Elmira’s
age. “Of course, Edmund Mansfield—remember him, that friend
of Father’'sP—he’s always saying how changed things are. But he’s
eighty-seven.”

Elmira, giving herself fully to the food, was indifferent toward
her birthplace. “I went back, naturally, for the funerals,” she re-
called between bites, “but the minute I could get away again—"
She put down her fork and began counting on her fingers.
“Grandma’s, Aunt Augusta’s, Uncle Clement’s, Uncle Eli’s,
Grandpa’s, Aunt Amelia’s—"

Dilly couldn’t stand this. “Lois’s wedding!” she broke in
quickly. “You came to that three years ago.”

“Oh, a wedding—TI'll come if there’s a wedding,” Elmira prom-
ised with new interest, starting to eat again. “Just ask me.”

“Anne’s too young,” Dilly murmured. “And I don’t think
will—"

Elmira had been working away at the salad. She suddenly put
down her fork and looked straight at Dilly, narrowing her eyes.
“What about you?”

“Mer”

“Why not? I always thought that Philip Ludlow was so charm-
ing. He’s still around, isn’t he?”

“Elmiral How can you?” Dilly felt her cheeks flush. “How can
you possibly say such a thing? Philip’s a dear. He was one of Wil-
lard’s very best friends and I've known him all my life. But what
you're talking about—"

She was afraid she was going to cry, not so much from grief
as sheer anger.

“Darling,” Elmira drawled, “all right. Don’t take on so. I was
just thinking how nice it would be. He’s such a handsome man.”

Dilly fished in her bag for her handkerchief and blew her
nose.

This lobster, she thought, staring at it. She couldn’t get it
down.
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“What happened to that doctor son of Philip’s?” Elmira asked.
“Sort of medical missionary in the Orient, wasn’t he?”

“He contracted a fever out there. Seems he’ll never get well.”

This annoyed Elmira. “Those Quaker boys always think they
have to do such hard things,” she cried.

Dilly clutched her handkerchief. Her own son had done the op-
posite of John Ludlow, forsaking the Quaker peace testimony
and enlisting. That had been hard, too. Having been taught since
childhood that he must love his enemies, he’d almost been
broken by the inner conflict.

But Dilly didn’t intend to discuss Will's feelings with Elmira.

“Philip’s other boy, George, is still overseas in Friends’ Serv-
ice,” she told her instead.

Elmira was growing bored. “Why do they do these outlandish
things?” she asked peevishly.

“So people in trouble will know somebody cares,” Dilly an-
swered. “That’s the only way war will ever be stopped—trans-
lating the Beatitudes from words to actions.”

“Darling,” Elmira cried, laughing now. “You sound just like
Grandma and Grandpal! I can remember them talking that way.
But these problems are too big for individuals. The U.N., the
State Department—that’s where history’s made today. You aren’t
eating, darling. Isn’t it good? Mine’s delicious.”

Elmira smiled across the table, warm with affection for this
simple cousin who had lagged behind in Kendal.

“What does Philip do with himself,” she rattled on, “when he’s
not working?”

“He’s always busy with some concern. Right now it’s what we
call ‘Bart’s Boys. Theyre the ones who used to follow Bart
Brown when he was working on the riverbank, couple of years
ago. I don’t know if you heard about him.”

Elmira shook her head.

“He was wonderful. Boys in trouble—with the law, I mean—
just naturally gravitated down to that beach where Bart was
working on some boats. He was the only person they trusted—the
only one who trusted them. He dreamed of getting them started
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in a little business that they could own and manage themselves.
But before he could do anything about it, one of the boys fell in
the river and Bart was drowned saving him.”

“I remember now. You wrote me.”

Elmira shuddered, looking as though she preferred not to be
told about something so unpleasant.

“It was awful,” Dilly couldn’t help saying. “Afterward a lot of
people who hadn’t thought much about those boys before began
taking an interest—wanted to carry on for Bart. Remember the
shed behind the Meetinghouse where the horses used to be tied
up during Meeting when we were kids?”

“Don’t tell me that’s still there! We used to play in it.”

Dilly nodded. “It was about to fall down,” she explained. “But
Friends are letting the boys rebuild it for a workshop. That was
Bart’s idea too. They’re going to make boats there. It’s hard to
put the whole thing into words. We're trying to help these so-
called ‘hard characters’ become self-respecting both economically
and spiritually. We think the two go together. There’s this couple
in the Meeting who came from New York two years ago, the

" Hills—they’ve put heart and soul into the project. And Philip
goes around finding lumber and machinery firms wholl let the
boys have stuff on trust.”

“That’s what I mean about Philip,” Elmira explained. “You're
naturals for each other, both good angels.”

“But that’s no reason—"

“No,” Elmira broke in, looking off across the restaurant, obvi-
ously washing her hands of the whole idea, “if you don’t care for
him, that’s different. I just thought—"

CHAPTER 6

“Know soMETHING?” Elmira mumbled behind her lipstick, mak-
ing up to go to the Bridge Club. “Youre a fast worker.” She
turned to Dilly and smiled bright red. “Here you've hardly been
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in New York a week and already you have a date. While me, I'm
spending the evening with three other widows.”

Dilly laughed, but she felt a little flustered. It hadn’t occurred
to her at all that her appointment with Mr. Smith might be
termed a “date.” That would have been out of the question for
her. He had simply offered very generously to drive her through
a section of the city he felt she ought to see.

“You're the one he brought the gift to,” she said quickly.

“And you're the one he’s taking out,” Elmira added, pulling on
her gloves. “Well, you're younger.”

“Only six years.”

“Nobody’d think you a day over fifty,” Elmira assured her. “It’s
that lovely skin.”

There was no malice in her, no envy. Dilly had known this all
her life. Elmira was silly and vain, but envy was a curse which
had never touched her.

“Couldn’t you wait till he gets here?” Dilly begged. “Maybe
then you'll remember—"

“And be late to the Bridge Club? No! But I'll stay up till you
get back and we'll have a drink. And Dilly—"

“A drink?”

“He and I. You can have tomato juice,” she conceded indul-
gently. “And, Dilly,” she reiterated, bustling toward the door,
“don’t forget the coffee Frieda made for you. It1l keep hot in that
thing.”

Dilly waited for Mr. Smith. It seemed as though she’d been
waiting quite a while. But it was still only a quarter to nine.

The after-dinner cups were arranged on a little tray in the
center of the coffee table. Dilly turned them so that both han-
dles faced the same way. She scrutinized the polish on the
spoons. Finally she got up and examined her hair in the mirror,
though only a minute ago, when she last looked at it, every up-
swept strand had been in place.

Yes, Elmira was right. Dilly really did have some silvery hair,
but only a little, only the slightest sprinkling. Certainly not
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enough to warrant the fuss Elmira had made. There was still a
great deal of brown.

One comfort: her lashes, at least, would always stay dark and
so accent the gray of her eyes, with those little green glints Wil-
lard used to like so much.

But to someone who didn’t love her, Dilly thought, studying
her face more closely, perhaps even the color of her eyes didn’t
make up for the softening folds beneath them and the sad little
line which Willard’s death had given to her mouth. To someone
who didn’t love her, wouldn't the well intentioned but quite un-
impressive nose, the naked lips and country skin add up to a face
that was practically negligible?

At least, she decided, judging her whole figure now, the tur-
quoise wool she had got herself in Providence for this visit was
really nice. It did make her look younger, slimmer, bring out the
glints in her eyes.

This seems to be catching, she thought, smiling ruefully at her
reflection. I don’t believe I ever look in the mirror at home, ex-
cept to dress.

It was now only ten minutes to nine.

Dilly tried picturing herself in Mr. Smith’s car, but what kind
of car would it be? Not a sports car, she hoped, shivering at the
far from impossible idea. For, she thought, there was just a touch
of the daring about him.

The chime rang softly.

Forcing herself to wait a moment—a patient-seeming moment
—Dilly opened the door.

He stood there smiling at her with that gentleness she recog-
nized as completely familiar, this man whom she’d met for the
first time only this morning. And now Dilly wondered why she
hadn’t been able to describe him to Elmira, because he looked
exactly the way she expected.

That smile was so much more than a formal greeting. It
reached out to Dilly like a friendly embrace. There was some-
thing in it though, that was a little bashful too, and yet—this
seemed odd—almost proprietary.



40 TeE AUTUMN’S BRIGHTNESS

But he had no package. Poor Elmiral

Dilly watched him place his hat on the table and his topcoat
on the foyer chair.

“You didn’t bring Elmira her gift.”

“Gift?”

Could he have forgotten?

“Ob,” he murmured, following her into the living room. “The
Worcestershire Biscuits. No. She wouldn’t care to have them. I
thought, when I came this morning— No matter.” He grinned
engagingly. “That was just kind Fortune’s way of introducing
you and me.”

“Do sit down,” Dilly said, leaving him. “Elmira’s maid left us
some coffee.”

But when she came in with the carafe, he was still standing,
waiting till she had taken her place on the davenport. Then he
relaxed in the armchair.

She felt a little shy, covering up this feeling with a serious in-
quiry into his tastes. “Cream? Sugar?”

“Black!” he expostulated, as if the mere suggestion of some
other possibility were a desecration. “Black, of course. That's the
only way it's gustable. Dont you prefer black yourself, Mrs.
Fuller?”

“Oh, yes,” Dilly admitted. “I always take it black.”

“We have a lot in common,” Mr. Smith observed. The discov-
ery seemed to give him pleasure.

Dilly watched him sipping.

“Oh,” she exclaimed, noticing his hair. She put her hand to her
mouth in the hope her visitor would think she had coughed.

But it had actually been an exclamation, an uncontrollable
burst of surprise, as, watching him sip, Dilly discovered that Mr.
Smith wasn’t towheaded at all. Elmira’s apartment was so dark
in the daytime— Now, with the lights on, Dilly saw that his hair
was really a yellow white, like her wedding dress up in the attic
at home.

If he suspected the surprise within the cough, he gave no sign
of noticing.
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“That was superb,” he said, putting his cup down on the table.
“Please thank your cousin for me. Nothing like after-dinner cof-
fee.” He looked suddenly wistful. “I'd almost forgotten—"

“Don’t you usually?” Dilly asked. “Does it keep you awake?”

“Me? Awake?” He laughed at the very idea.

This pleased Dilly. She admired men who could eat and drink
everything, who slept perfectly, who didn’t become preoccupied
with their health as they grew older.

“No indeed,” he assured her. “Randy—that's the baby—he
keeps me awake quite often. And Humph gets these night-
mares. But coffee—never. I could drink it in the middle of the
night. That’s why I hanker so for it—"

“But, Mr. Smith, if it doesn’t hurt you—"

“Mary says it does,” he explained gravely. “Thinks it’s very
bad for me. And I don't like to contradict Mary. Sometimes,
though,” he confided, whispering, “I slip down to the corner for a
nightcap. They make wonderful coffee at that place on the cor-
ner. Strong, you know. Gustable.”

“Who’s Mary?”

“My daughter whom I live with, Mrs. Humphrey Day. She’s a
good girl, Mary is. Takes wonderful care of me. But I never
contradict. She has to be right, you see. It’s more important to
her to be right than to me to have my coffee. And there’s always
that place on the corner.” He paused.

Dilly said nothing. She wasa’t liking Mary.

“I understand her,” Mr. Smith added gently. “Her mother was
a little like that, though not nearly so much as Mary. When you
understand, it’s immaterial.”

“Does she resemble your wife in looks, too?”

“Mary? Oh, no. Doesn’t have her voice, either. My wife, you
see, was a singer. I don’t mean one of your prima donnas. She
never sang anywhere but at home, though her voice was good
enough to, I can assure you. Just, as she went about the house,
she warbled over everything.”

“How beautifull” Dilly exclaimed, forgiving Mr. Smith’s wife a
little for always having to be right.
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“When I came home in the evening,” he recollected, “she’d be
sitting in a corner of the davenport, just like you're sitting there,
and I'd stretch out with my head in her lap and she’d sing to me.
Ballads. That’s what she liked most—folksongs from every coun-
try. She'd always sing the funny, foreign words to them, too,
though neither of us knew what they meant. And you know, I'd
have come home tired and maybe bitter—" He hesitated, peering
at Dilly a little anxiously.

“Bitter?”

“Yes. Because I wasn’t more successful in business,” he ex-
plained, looking at her squarely. “I would have liked to give her
things. Beautiful clothes and good times. I couldn’t. But as I lay
there listening, I didn’t mind any more. It was a little world my
wife made for me that no trouble could squeeze into.”

“How beautiful,” Dilly repeated. She wasn’t quite sure that the
tears she felt burning inside her head wouldn’t rush to her eyes.

“Yes, it was.” He seemed thoughtful a minute. Then he said:
“She was no hand at cooking, though. She did her best. Believe
me, she did her best. Things just never turned out the way she
meant them to. Not that it mattered,” Mr. Smith assured Dilly,
forbidding her with a look of surprising sternness to pity him.
“I have an excellent digestion.”

What a sweet person, she thought. He was as nice as she’d
suspected in that first instant, when he came to the door with his
gift.

“It's a great pity,” he was murmuring. “Our grandchildren—
that my wife wasn’t the one to have the care of them. She would
have known how. I'm not good at that kind of thing. Do my best.
But I'm clumsy with the baby.”

Now, why should he be taking care of a baby? Dilly won-
dered. Why wasn’t Mary on the job? And where was Humphrey
Day?

“You’re too young for grandchildren,” he observed, smiling.

Dilly Jaughed at the preposterous compliment. “Lois has been
married three years,” she eg:claimed. “But she and George don’t
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have any children yet.” And, noticing surprise in Mr. Smith’s ex-
pression, she added, to convince him. “Lois is twenty-five.”

“Really!”

“I have two still at home,” Dilly went on, eager to complete
the family picture for him. “Will's twenty-three. He’s at Har-
vard.” She thought, sadly, of all there was to tell about Will. But
she quickly went on. “Anne’s at Radcliffe.” And because it was so
much in her mind, she added, “There’s this boy, goes to Dart-
mouth—" But that was no affair of Mr. Smith’s. “I can’t wait to
get home,” she said instead.

“Not going soon, I hope?”

“A week from tomorrow.”

Dilly could see his face fall. Now that she spoke the words,
they did make her leaving sound terribly close.

“I tried to get Elmira to go to Third Avenue,” she said. “But
of course—" She giggled at the idea. “So I'm glad you're taking
me. After what you said—"

“Shall we go?”

Dilly went into the bedroom to get her things.

Glancing in the triple mirror as she put on her hat, she
thought, How different I look!

Excitement animated her face. But the hat—Elmira was right.
It didn’t improve her.

Scowling at herself, Dilly pulled it off. She would go without.

Mr. Smith stood in the foyer waiting for her.

“Elmira can’t seem to remember you,” Dilly confided as she
joined him.

She hadn’t intended to say that. It oughtn’t to get around that
Elmira’s memory was failing. But the sense of being friends with
someone who understood things, someone in this strange city
who seemed to feel the same way about life, was growing every
minute. So it just slipped out, as she was walking toward the
door, reaching for the knob, “Elmira can’t seem to remember
you.

Putting on his topcoat, Mr. Smith turned to Dilly without show-
ing surprise. “Naturally,” he remarked. “How could she?”
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“What do you mean? She acts as if she'd never even heard of

»

you.

“Naturally,” he repeated. “She never did.”

“What?”

The word escaped.

“I was hoping to make her acquaintance when I called this
morning,” he explained. “We’ve never met.”

“Then,” Dilly blurted out, horrified, “then you aren’t a friend
of Elmira’s at all® But you seemed to know everything—that I
was visiting her, my name. I thought you two were old friends
and that she’d told you all about my coming. You took me in,”
she reproached him.

“I'm sorry,” Mr. Smith said sadly, but with great dignity. “I
never meant to take you in. Your obliging doorman mentioned
the fact that you're visiting Mrs. Bliss. ‘It's her cousin, Mrs.
Fuller,” he said, after he telephoned up. So naturally, when you
opened the door I—"

“Then you aren’t a friend of Elmira’s at all?” Dilly repeated in-
credulously.

“Not at all,” he affirmed. “But does it follow that we—you and
J—can’t—"

“But I don’t know you,” she cried, opening her coat again. “We
were never even introduced. You don’t think the doorman or
Fortune—" Her voice broke. She turned away, back into the liv-
ing room, and flung her coat on the davenport. This was just
about the most terrible thing that had ever happencd to her.

“I don’t go by conventions,” Mr. Smith explained. “One can’t
trust them. I go by my instincts, and they are infallible.”

She wouldn’t meet his forlorn gaze as he stood there in the
foyer, but out of the corner of her eye she could see how un-
happy he was.

And yet, there was that dignity about him still, which showed
he didn’t regret his behavior.

“I'm sorry,” he said again. “I hope you will forgive me.” He
took up his hat and started for the door.

Dilly faced him suddenly. “But Allegra,” she cried, hoping
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some satisfactory explanation could still be found. “All that. How
did you know about Allegra?”

“That, dear Mrs. Fuller,” Mr. Smith replied, opening the door
for himself, “is, I regret to say, a trade secret.”

And before Dilly had a chance to inquire what this could pos-
sibly mean, the man was gone.

CHAPTER 7

“DoN'r BE A Foor, Dilly,” Elmira cried. “Youre not in Kendal
now. This is New York and nobody cares how people meet. So
you go to a cocktail party and your hostess introduces you. Does
that prove anything about the man? Or make the situation more
correct, really?”

Dilly didn’t answer at first. Finally she said shakily, getting up
from the davenport where she’d been lying when Elmira came
home, “What do you take me for? A bobbysoxer going on a blind
date? I'm a middle-aged—"

She threw herself down again.

“But it wasn’t a blind date,” Elmira argued, putting her coat
away. “You knew the man.”

“I only just met him this morning, by accident.”

“My meeting Harry was an accident,” Elmira murmured
dreamily.

It sounded funny, only Dilly didn’t feel like laughing. Instead
she asked, “If he doesn’t know you, why do you think he came?”

“I haven't the least idea.”

“And he had that gift,” Dilly persisted. “That is, the first time.
Could it have been—" she asked reluctantly, “something—"

“Something what?”

“Something for you to—maybe—buy?”

She couldn’t meet her cousin’s eyes. In her misery, she turned
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and buried her face in the davenport. It still smelled faintly of
dog.

‘gOh, no,” Elmira exclaimed with conviction. “Salesmen aren’t
allowed in this house. The management is very strict about that.
Those doormen have orders.”

“The doormen might forget,” Dilly murmured.

“Well, they do forget sometimes. Once, when |

“Not that they mean to,” Dilly broke in, turning. To her com-
plete surprise, the words threw her into sobs.

Elmira came over and sat down on the edge of the davenport.
“Look, darling,” she said, caressing Dilly’s cheek. “I came from
Kendal once too. Of course I was younger and Harry— But what
I mean is, I understand what it’s like to be brought up plain and
it doesn’t necessarily have to blight your life.”

“Blight—"

Dilly was so furious, she stopped crying and jumped up.

“Oh, all right,” Elmira drawled soothingly. “Lie down, Dilly.
What I mean is, it doesn’t have to stop one from having a good
time for ever.”

“I've had my good time,” Dilly declared. “Nobody could have
been happier than I was while Willard was living. It's only
since— The past four years—"

The tears sprang up again, but Dilly managed to keep them
behind her eyes, where they burned and anguished but didn’t
show.

Elmira must have guessed. Or maybe she was sorry she’d been
so blunt. At any rate, she tried to cheer Dilly.

“Listen,” she exclaimed. “I couldn’t wait to get home and tell
you. It’s the most wonderful thing.” Her enthusiasm bubbled
over. “I'm going to get a dog.”

“A dogr”

“Yes. I heard about him at the Bridge Club. This friend of Pau-
line Beetle’s down on Long Island, she breeds them. His name is

Henderson. Isn’t that cute? Henderson! Aristocratic, don't you
think?”
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“What kind of dog?”

“I don’t know exactly. Several kinds, I think. That’s why he
costs more.”

“More?” Dilly expostulated. She wanted to add, In Kendal they
give them away. But she didn't.

“Certainly,” Elmira cried. “So much per strain, you know. Pau-
line told me all about it. This is the very latest thing in dogs.
Seems the more strains they have, the healthier they are. Isn't it
wonderful?”

“Well—" Dilly murmured.

“Henderson,” Elmira repeated affectionately. “I love him al-
ready. We're going out there tomorrow and bring him home, you
and me.” She looked radiant.

Dilly sighed and sat up. She must pull herself together. Obvi-
ously, after this, there would be no time left for grieving over her
unfortunate experience with that Mr. Smith.

“It’s all because of you, darling,” Elmira rattled on. “I would
never have thought about getting one myself. It was your men-
tioning Allegra gave me the idea. So I asked Pauline. She be-
longs to the Canine Club, you know. What I mean is,” she
amended quickly, “Pauline contributes money. Only the dogs be-
long, naturally.”

Dilly nodded.

“Henderson belongs,” Elmira stated proudly. “He was regis-
tered the minute he was born. Like he was going to Yale.”

“Registered!” Dilly cried. “But I thought you said he was sev-
eral strains. They don't register those.”

This hurt Elmira’s feelings. She got up from the davenport and
walked away. “Maybe not in Kendal,” she remarked coldly. She
went into the bedroom.

Dilly followed. “Elmira,” she asked, “would you mind terribly
if I went home? I mean, tomorrow?”

And then she wished she hadnt. Because Elmira looked
crushed, simply crushed. 4

“But darling,” she exclaimed, forgetting she was insulted,
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“I was counting on you to go out to Long Island with me and get
Henderson. I thought you'd hold him on your lap while I drove
home. And I was hoping you'd help me train him.”

“Oh.”

“You were always so good with dogs,” Elmira pleaded. “Maybe
if I started right at the beginning with this one, I could teach
him not to jump on the davenport. But you'd have to show me.”

“I will,” Dilly promised, defeated. “But even a week isn’t long
enough to train a dog.”

“No,” Elmira agreed, looking suddenly stricken. “I guess I'll
have to send him to school, the very first grade in nursery school.
Dilly, couldn’t you stay? Do stay through October. Stay all win-
ter.”

Dilly was touched. But her mind was made up. She shook her
head. “I belong at home,” she said firmly.

She was thinking of Mr. Smith again. Nothing like that could
ever have happened to her in Kendal. People knew her; she
knew everyone. The social conventions were clearly defined.
One couldn’t be taken in by a chance caller.

But what she told Elmira was not about Mr. Smith. Anne, she
said, might want to come home for a week end. Anne still
needed an occasional boost.

“Anne?” Elmira cried. “Why, Anne’s a big girl. Isn’t she eight-
een?”

“Yes,” Dilly admitted, “but she’s shy, just the way I was at that
age. You know, I wouldn’t be eighteen again for anything. One
suffers so.”

“I don’t remember,” her cousin stated frankly, as they were
getting into their beds.

“No. Because you weren't shy. You were so much fun. I re-
member all the boys who used to come to your home. But I—I
was afraid I'd get left behind. When Willard asked me, it was
such a relief.”

“I never understood it,” Elmira confessed. “He was so settled.”

“That was what I wanted.”

“Then.”
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Dilly glanced swiftly toward the other bed. What did Elmira
mean by that? But Dilly couldn’t tell, for in that second, as she
turned and looked inquiringly, Elmira switched off the light.

When Elmira spoke again, in the darkness, she didnt make
her meaning any clearer, for her attention had already been
shunted back to her own affairs.

“I'm so thrilled,” she exclaimed. “I feel exactly as if I was go-
ing to have a baby.”



October

CHAPTER 8

No pouer Henderson was, as Elmira had been so pleased to
think before his coming, aristocratic. He certainly had a forceful
personality. But from the moment she let him into the apart-
ment, it was clear that Henderson was completely deficient in
the social graces.

“Do you think he’ll ever learn?” Elmira kept asking Dilly.

He looked like nothing Dilly had ever seen. “Bull fore and fox
aft,” was the way one of Harry’s friends described him. While
that accounted for Henderson’s major tendencies, it still left a
great deal unsaid.

Yet it was the dog’s appearance which, oddly enough, gave
Elmira the greatest pride.

“‘Mule Terriers,” they call them,” she would explain when any-
one inquired into his possible pedigree. “It’s the very latest.
Scientific blends, you now. That’s what makes him so active.”

Which, indeed, he was.

All the second week of Dilly’s visit was devoted to improving
the dog’s manners. But on the last evening, when she was be-
ginning to pack, Dilly realized with a shock that she would have
to stay longer. Obviously, she couldn’t leave her cousin in the
lurch.

Elmira’s no match for this Henderson, she thought sadly.

True, Elmira cooked for him—the most alluring little dinners:
Shepherd’s Pie and Eggs Benedict; she let him sleep on her bed.
She fondled him. And when the members of her Bridge Club
repeated the sayings of their grandchildren, Elmira interrupted
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to tell about Henderson. She could sometimes get him to do a
few tricks. But she couldn’t teach him to keep off the davenport.

“It’s darling of you to stay,” she told Dilly. “I just don’t know
where I'd be without you.”

Early in the morning, after every meal, last thing at night,
Dilly went down the elevator and up again with Henderson.
She got to know the house staff best of all the people she'd met
in New York. If Mr. Smith should ever call again, Joe, the door-
man, would know who Mrs. Fuller was, all right.

But Mr. Smith couldn’t very well call again, after the dismissal
Dilly had given him. Besides, he must be thinking of her as al-
ready back in Kendal.

If he thinks of me at all, Dilly added sadly to herself.

Dilly thought a good deal of Mr. Smith on her walks with
Henderson. Each time she saw a man of a certain age coming
along the street, she gave him a second, eager glance. But he
was never quite thin enough, never so elegant in his move-
ments, so youthful-seeming.

How could I have been rude like that? she asked herself a
hundred times. Even if she was unable to go out with the man,
she could at least have sent him off with a feeling that they were
friends.

I must have cared more than I realized, she admitted now, ex-
plaining herself to herself.

If only she could meet him again! A second chance— She was
sure that somehow they would be able to straighten out their
difficulty. Perhaps he would give an explanation for his coming
which would make everything right; perhaps they would dis-
cover that he was a friend of a friend of Elmira’s. Dilly couldn’t
exactly figure out the way this would be managed. But naturally,
the first step was to find him.

Third Avenue—Dilly always hoped that by some chance she’d
run across him there. With Henderson for escort, she had gone
that far several times, but she had found neither Mr. Smith nor
the romance and color he had spoken about.

No, she told herself sadly, looking up and down the dingy
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street, it isn’t really exciting. His eyes see it that way, is all. That
vitality in him makes something charming out of even a place
like this.

Suddenly, overhead, a train came bearing down on Dilly,
shaking the pillars that supported the tracks, so that she scurried
back as fast as Henderson would go to the safety of Park Ave-
nue.

Day after day she entered the fine food and confectionery
shops in Elmira’s neighborhood, demanding Worcestershire Bis-
cuits. No one seemed ever to have heard of them. Dilly tried
Sherry’s, where Henderson made quite a stir, and Dean’s, and
even crossed Fifth Avenue to inquire at Hicks. Nobody knew
what Dilly was talking about.

“It's new, 1 believe,” she would murmur, going out. “Very

»

new.
But actually, after a time, Dilly began to wonder whether such

a biscuit really did exist. Wouldn’t someone have heard of it?

Reluctantly, on the last day of her stay in New York, Dilly
gave up the search. She pulled Henderson around and started up
Madison.

As they passed a grocery store where fresh coffee was being
ground, Dilly felt a sudden stab of fear.

Gustable, her memory repeated fondly, as she sniffed the
aroma.

So that’s why I stayed, she said to herself in horrified surprise.
Not to help Elmira, though I did want to. But not really on ac-
count of Elmira. Behind all that I was hoping that by some
strange chance . . .

Her heart began to pump violently. She wanted to run back to
the apartment, but Henderson chose to loiter.

What had happened to her?

Diligence Fuller, she said to herself scornfully, a responsible
widow who knows how to manage her affairs, make out her in-
come tax, keep the family united, who never so much as looked
at any man but Willard in her whole life—

What had happened to her? She was under a spell.
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Remembering now the vague sense she had had when she
left home of some unknown destiny awaiting her, Dilly hurried
and hurried, dragging Henderson’s stiff, unwilling body after
her.

By the time they reached Elmira’s building, she felt calmer.
That terrible moment was past. It would be lovely at home, she
told herself, going up in the elevator. The winter quiet. Ice on
the river . . .

At the door of Elmira’s apartment, she bent and spoke to
Henderson. “Now, remember,” she said warningly. “Down.
Down. No jumping on the davenport.”

Keeping a hold on the leash with one hand, she turned the key
in the lock with the other. But as they entered the foyer,
Henderson got away from her. With a leap he was in the living
room and Dilly’s heart after him. For Elmira was sitting on the
davenport. Beside her lay a little white package tied up with
cherry ribbon, and opposite her, in the armchair, sat Mr. Smith.

CHAPTER 9

ELMra rose to the occasion with the quick tact of a highly expe-
rienced hostess.

“Oh, Dilly,” she observed casually, looking up at the sound of
the door. “It’s you. Come in and meet my guest, Mr. Durand
Smith.”

He stood up.

Dilly, walking into the living room with her coat and hat still
on, felt the color rise in her cheeks.

“This is my cousin, Mrs. Fuller,” Elmira continued with a per-
fectly straight face, though her voice was pitched a little high.
“She’s been spending the past month with me.”

Mr. Smith smiled on Dilly as one would smile upon a stranger.
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When he spoke, formal reserve tempered his tone. And yet, it
suggested just a note of interest, the hope of making friends with
this stranger.

“Are you enjoying your stay in New York, Mrs. Fuller?”

He never batted an eye.

But Dilly—Dilly was speechless.

Like the solicitous mother of a shy and awkward girl, Elmira
answered for her. “We've been having such a gay fling,” she
gurgled. Her eyes telegraphed encouragement to Dilly.

As if I was Anne, Dilly thought.

Mr. Smith seemed determined to make Dilly speak for herself.
“Have you got off the beaten track a little, Mrs. Fuller?”
he asked. “Seen Third Avenue, for instance?”

“Yes,” Dilly managed to say. “Henderson and I went there
several times. But I couldn’t see what you described that—what
there is special about it. I thought it rather depressing.”

“On the ground,” Mr. Smith admitted. “It’s definitely depress-
ing on the ground. One must always get above things. As you
whiz through the sky, it has an ethereal quality.”

“In a plane?” Elmira asked.

“No, on the Elevated, Mrs. Bliss. The Third Avenue El” Mr.
Smith asserted gravely, “is one of the most romantic places in
New York. Surely you don’t intend to let Mrs. Fuller leave with-
out having seen it?”

“I never travel that way,” Elmira declared.

So that was what he meant when he asked Dilly to go riding!
Not, as she’d imagined then, in his car. He had been inviting her
to go riding with him on the Third Avenue EL

“But you will take your cousin before she goes?”

Dilly suddenly found her tongue. “I'm leaving tomorrow,” she
put in quickly. “Early tomorrow. I've already stayed nearly three
weeks longer. Some other time, maybe, if I come—"

She dropped her eyes, for Mr. Smith had turned to her with an
expression that was frankly pleading.

“Wouldn't it be possible, then,” Dilly heard him say, “to go this
afternoon? Right now? Couldn’t you manage to squeeze it in be-
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fore dinner?” Without waiting for Dilly to answer, he went on.
“If Mrs. Bliss is too busy to accompany you, Mrs. Fuller, I should
be honored. Just a short ride—to Fourteenth Street.”

As Dilly said nothing, still didn’t look at him, he asked softly,
“Will you come?”

Dilly shot an appealing glance at Elmira. But her cousin, so
detached a second ago, looked distraught.

“Oh,” she wailed loudly, “oh, look, Mr. Smith! Just see what
Henderson has done, the naughty dog. Your darling present!
He’s gone and chewed it open.”

So he had. Henderson lay curled on the davenport enjoying
himself as never before. Strewn about were little bits of card-
board and cherry ribbon.

“Oh, dear!” Elmira groaned. “Mr. Smith, what will you think
of poor Henderson? No savoir faire at all.”

Far from appearing annoyed, Mr. Smith seemed highly pleased.
“Don’t blame the dog,” he admonished Elmira. “It’s the aroma
of the biscuits. Naturally he couldn’t resist that.”

“He doesn’t usually care for cookies,” Elmira remarked petu-
lantly, as if remembering all the spurned little tidbits she had
offered him.

“Of course—cookies,” Mr. Smith allowed. “Sugary things, in-
tended for human beings. But Worcestershire Biscuits, a purely
canine confection—you see the difference. Worcestershire Bis-
cuits are scientifically designed to nourish a dog, not alone in
body but, shall we say,” his voice dropped a little, “in soul.”

“Soul?” Dilly repeated, not believing her ears. She could only
think of Henderson as an incarnation of the devil. '

“Certainly,” Mr. Smith said coolly. “That entrancing Worces-
tershire flavor, suggestive of an underlying slice of beef, roasted
and succulent, or even,” he conceded magnanimously, “one of
the better cuts of steak—" :

“You mean,” Elmira broke in angrily, “the Worcestershire fla-
vor makes him think he’s eating meat, when it's nothing but a
dog biscuit?”

“Precisely!”
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“Why, it's contemptible!” Elmira cried. “Fooling poor Hender-
son like that.”

“Dear Mrs. Bliss,” Mr. Smith said patiently. “I haven't made
the point clear at all, if that is what you think. We're not fooling
the dog. Were merely furnishing him with a golden dream to
revel in while he’s chewing his biscuit. It’s not rigorous reality
which makes life piquant for man,” he assured her with his very
charming smile, “but a dream of unattainable felicity. Why not
for a dog, as well?”

Elmira glanced at Henderson. He had stopped chewing the
box and was lying very still now with his head on his drawn-up
paws. She narrowed her eyes, evidently seeing her pet in a won-
drous new light.

Dilly speculated on Henderson too. Was it the golden dream
that gave him such an unusual expression? He was thoughtful
and still in a way he'd never been.

“I understand,” Elmira said slowly, turning once more to Mr.
Smith. Her voice was a little awed. “You know, I never would
have believed it—all that about dogs having souls. If you hadn’t
told me, I never would have believed it.”

“It requires imagination,” Mr. Smith admitted. “Now you take
a Mule Terrier like that,” he added briskly, “and you put it on
a diet of Worcestershire Biscuits—"

Elmira interrupted him. “You're the very first person to recog-
nize Henderson’s breed,” she cried delightedly. “None of my
friends had even beard of a Mule Terrier.” She seemed deeply
impressed by Mr. Smith.

But Dilly looked with new respect at the dog.

“I am gratified, though not at all surprised that you are finding
this introductory gift immediately living up to its promise,” Mr.
Smith observed happily. “Unfortunately, Worcestershire Biscuits
have not as yet been patented. In a few weeks, perhaps. Until
then, they will not be available in the stores. Therefore, if you
would care to place with me an order for six or a dozen car-
tons—"

“So it was a sample,” Dilly cried.
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She hadn’t meant to say it. The moment the words were out,
she would have given anything to call them back. How could she
be such a snob—reproach a man, a very nice man, for the way he
made his living? She couldn’t bear to look at him, lest she see
how she had hurt his self-esteem.

If those dreadful words hadn’t escaped, she might never have
gone out with him. But in her remorse, she realized that she had
left his invitation to go riding on the El unacknowledged. It was
up to her to answer now.

“How long do you think it would take?” she asked, turning to
him. “I mean this ride?”

“We could be back within an hour, if you wished,” he said,
looking at her hopefully.

Dilly turned to Elmira. “Would you mind?” she asked.

Elmira made no objection. She was staring at Henderson with
fondness and pride. Her Mule Terrier, complete with soul!

Mr. Smith stood up. It was then that Dilly noticed she was
ready to go out. Coming in, she had never taken off her hat and
coat. So excited!

As Mr. Smith said goodbye to Elmira, Dilly wondered how
long he’d been here. Had Elmira found out anything? If only
there were some way of getting her into the kitchen for a second
on a pretext—

“Do you mind?” Dilly asked again, trying to catch her cousin’s
eye.

yBut it was hopeless. Elmira was wrapped up in Henderson.

Leading the way through the foyer to the door and looking
back, Dilly was herself impressed with the spiritual aspect of the
dog. That meditative expression! He certainly did look uncom-
monly soulful.
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CHAPTER 10

Gong powN in the elevator, feeling a little fussed, so that she
didn’t directly meet Mr. Smith’s eyes, Dilly remembered how,
coming up not half an hour ago, she’d been wishing . . .

“It's a surprise, it's magic,” he said happily, taking her arm
when they stepped into the street. “You said that day—"

“I couldn’t leave Elmira in the lurch with Henderson,” Dilly
told him earnestly. She thought she sounded convincing, but the
color was rising in her cheeks.

As if they were old friends, as if their association had never
been violently interrupted, he asked, leading her eastward,
“How’s everybody—Lois and George and Will and Anne?”

“How sweet of you to remember them alll” Dilly exclaimed,
surprised. '

“And the Dartmouth boy—"

“Parky, she calls him. I don’t even know his name. But I'm
afraid Anne’s—I rather think she’s set her heart on him.”

There! It was out—Anne’s little secret, which Dilly'd never
dreamed of telling anyone.

“And he?”

“Well, I don’t know. That’s just it.” Then Dilly exclaimed, as
she'd done when speaking to Elmira, “Oh, Mr. Smith. I wouldnt
be eighteen again for anything!”

He turned and looked at her in a way she couldn’t understand.
It was as if he were laughing at her a little and at the same time
as if he were—yes—almost loving her.

She couldn’t understand. But she thought, trotting to keep up
with him, This is what I stayed on for really. . . .

She was excited, elated. She was also aware that her behavior
wasn’t entirely correct. What was she doing anyhow, running
around town with a dog-biscuit salesman who had somehow got
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past the doorman? Even if Elmira had “introduced” them—
Elmira wasn’t particular about such things. Suppose Dilly’s chil-
dren could see her now, going out with a man whom she didn’t—

But I do know him, her heart kept pounding to her ears. I do.
There’s that same gentleness in him that was in Willard. I recog-
nized it right away.

She couldn’t be mistaken. Glancing sideways a little at Mr.
Smith, she was overwhelmed with certainty. The niceness of his
profile, of his long, rhythmic strides . . .

It wasn’t, she hastily told herself, that she felt there could be
anything wrong about him, only about the situation. It was, to
say the least, unconventional.

Still, they walked on together in a companionable silence. The
sun had begun to set, leaving the October earth cold. At Third
Avenue, where Mr. Smith guided Dilly up a long flight of iron
stairs to the El station, she pulled the collar of her coat tighter
about her neck.

With every mounting step, she felt her qualms fall off. They
clung to the surface of the city like its covering of grime, while
Dilly rose into the clear upper air, freeing herself of all reluc-
tance. By the time Mr. Smith held open the swinging door at the
top and Dilly passed into the old-fashioned waiting room, she
couldn’t even understand why she’d felt hesitant down in the
street. It was as if she’d known this man a long, long while.

“Look,” she cried, pointing to the potbellied iron stove with a
scuttle full of coal beside it. “I never thought I'd see one of these
in New York. The old Kendal station had one. I can just remem-
ber.” '

It was cozy.

The crimson windowpanes, etched in a scroll design, re-
minded Dilly of home, too. Not that there were any crimson
panes in Dilly’s house now, but years ago the front door had
been fitted with little lights that color, before Willard had had
the glass replaced by wood. They weren't in keeping with the
period of the house; someone must have added them in the
gaudy Nineties, Willard had pointed out.



60 TeHE AUTUMN’S BRIGHTNESS

Someone, Dilly thought now, with a fondness for the things
that children love, like this man, who was dropping a coin for her
into the turnstile and escorting her onto the platform.

As they stood waiting for the train in the half-light he asked,
looking at her with his appealing friendliness, “What was that
your cousin called you?”

She told him.

“Is it your name? Really?”

“Yes. No, not really. I mean, that’s what everyone calls me. It's
short for Diligence.” She searched his face anxiously.

He didn’t laugh. Yet everyone always laughed, hearing her
name.

“Diligence,” he repeated, cocking his head a little, as if listen-
ing both to the sound and the meaning, trying them on her.
“Diligence,” he repeated with feeling. “I like it.”

“Nobody ever has,” she confided. “It's so peculiar. The old
Quakers ran to virtues, Patience and Prudence mostly.”

“I like it,” he said again, and she was happy.

Suddenly, to her complete surprise, he began to sing, very
softly so that, out of all the people waiting on the platform, only
she would hear:

“Lavender’s blue, Dilly, Dilly,
Lavender’s green.
When I am king, Dilly, Dilly,
You shall be queen.”

She loved it.

“My wife used to sing that,” Mr. Smith explained, shouting
now, because the train was coming. “But I never knew Dilly was
a person whom I would some day—"

The rest of his words were lost because the train rumbled in,
shaking the wooden platform. It was a little six-car toy train,
just sociably full. They quickly found a double seat.

It didn’t seem repugnant to Dilly to be jammed in so close.
She felt merely a welcome protection in having Mr. Smith be-
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tween her and all the other people in the car, in the world. She
sat back against the hard straw seat, easy, unconcerned, flying
away as the train started moving, flying over the city with a
lightness of heart that even in childhood she couldn’t remem-
ber. .

They moved at a comfortable speed, so that Dilly could see
everything—people and pushcarts under the lamplight in the
street below, and bright shop windows. Mr. Smith, leaning past
her a little, breathed hard in his eagerness.

“My,” he said, as they passed a market, “just look at those
vegetables.”

Dilly, peering down, anxious not to miss anything, caught a
glimpse of lettuces and artichokes and eggplants piled in careful
pyramids and looking from overhead not like vegetables to be
eaten, but tidy, miniature, like a lovely, lasting still life.

It was a neighborhood of antique shops. The things they dis-
played were different from the restrained pieces valued in New
England. They were full of curves, foreign-looking in their deli-
cacy. Window after window—

“The harp!” Mr. Smith exclaimed. “Did you see the harp?”

Dilly’d missed it. Turning to study his face, she tried to imag-
ine the association which had made the harp so precious. But she
didn’t know enough about him to guess. An accompaniment to
his wife’s voice, perhaps. As they traveled by, the harp had
struck a chord of memory for him.

“Now,” he admonished Dilly, “watch carefully. We're coming
to the crystal place. Lovely as a palace.”

And there it was, a shop whose ceiling seemed to be hung
solid with crystal chandeliers all blazing with lights.

“Oh,” Dilly exclaimed, touched by the beauty.

But in a second they were past.

Over the roofs of nearby houses, they looked west at the sky-
scrapers whose lighted windows twinkled against the early
evening. The tall buildings didn’t appear incredibly remote
here, as when Dilly had stood in the street looking up, but close,
personal.
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“We could step over these roofs, start on the low ones and
walk right into the Empire State or the Chrysler building,” Mr.
Smith said seriously. “If we had longer legs,” he added.

Dilly laughed. But she knew what he meant. There was an
intimacy with the skyline here that made it, for once, as engag-
ing as it was marvelous.

Now the view was cut off. Directly on their level, in a large
upper hall, they could see couples dancing.

“We'll do that too,” Mr. Smith promised, even as the dance
hall was left behind.

Dilly was seized with panic, not knowing whether he meant
“some day” or right now, not sure that he wouldn’t insist on get-
ting off the El at the next stop and going back there to dance.

“But I can't,” she cried, turning to him earnestly.

He looked unconcerned. “I don’t mean these crazy rhumbas
and congas—all that exotic, neurotic stuff. I mean the steps we
learned when we were young—younger.”

“But I didn’t. I never learned.”

“Never?” He couldn’t seem to believe her. “Not even foxtrots
and waltzes? You must have learned those.”

Dilly shook her head. “We weren’t allowed to, when I was
growing up,” she explained. “Later, at college, I might have. My
parents didnt mind any more. They were becoming more
worldly. They even said ‘Sunday’ for First Day and ‘Monday’ for
Second Day, except amongst themselves.”

“And still?”

“It was hard to begin dancing then. I felt awkward and there
would have been no use after all, because I married Willard.”

“What a queer idea,” Mr. Smith was murmuring, “not danc-
ing.” He shook his head.

At Fourteenth Street they got off. It was quite dark by this
time. Dilly expected to be taken across Third Avenue and up the
other side, back to Sixty-seventh Street. But Mr. Smith had hold
of her arm and he was leading her westward through the passing
crowd, away from the EL

There were bars everywhere, drunks sprawled across railings,
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dark cellarways, rubbish and garbage kicked about the streets.
And in spite of the hard glare of electric signs, there was an un-
certain, eerie feeling.

Where was the man taking her? A minute ago, up on the El,
Dilly wouldn’t have asked. She would have let him lead her
wherever he saw fit. Up there she had had an almost enchanted
belief in him. Now, on the ground, she was her cautious self
again.

“Where are we going?”

A moment ago, she wouldn’t have asked. Now she was frankly
frightened. Was he really taking her somewhere to dance? Some-
where else, perhaps? She would have to insist on going home. If
necessary, even, give him the slip. But he had firm hold of her arm.

Oh, why had she come? Why had she?

“Where are we going?” she repeated, unable to control her
voice, uncertain whether to stand still and have it out now, be-
fore it was too late.

She felt herself break into a cold sweat.

In proportion as she had trusted him before, his apparent
goodness and gentlemanliness, so now she was terrified. She was
only a country woman, the kind most easily taken in. Every day
the New York newspapers reported—

He didn’t answer her question. Instead, he drew her off the
street, into a swiftly revolving door.

CHAPTER 11

“EvER BEEN in the Automat before?” he asked her.

But Dilly was too overcome with relief to speak. And there
was a lot to see.

The place was crowded with the strangest characters. Foreign
types, like the ones on the El, people with different bone struc-
ture in their faces, men with beards, women wearing shawls, not
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at all the kind of people Dilly was used to meeting in Elmira’s
neighborhood or back in Kendal.

Mr. Smith changed half a dollar into nickels. Then he led
Dilly to the food compartments. Before the cake section, he
stopped, looking earnestly into each little window up and down
the wall.

“Crumb bun?” he read, turning to Dilly. “French cheese cake?
Lemon cream?” He peered at her anxiously, as if giving Dilly
pleasure were the most important function in his life. Then he
moved on to the next section. “Bee cake?”

No, Dilly thought. That costs three nickels. I surely won'’t
choose that.

“Apricot bar?” Mr. Smith inquired. “Prune bun?” He looked at
Dilly once more, then back to the wall. “Roman punch?” This
seemed to catch his fancy. “Roman punch?” he repeated per-
suasively.

“What is it?” Dilly asked. “T've never heard of it.” Punch! “Is it
something—to drink?”

“Want to try it?” he asked, not answering the question. “It’s
good.”

And because she wished to please him, she said, “Yes. That's
what I'd like.”

But now he was grave, as if he feared that by urging he had
pressed on Dilly something she wouldn’t enjoy. “You're sure?” he
asked, keeping his eyes steadily on her.

Dilly searched her heart for any lingering doubt. “Yes,” she
said at length. “I'm quite sure.”

“Want to work it yourself?”

“Please.”

He gave her two nickels. She dropped them in the slot and
turned the handle. The door opened. Dilly had her Roman
punch.

It turned out not to be a drink at all but something rather like
a cupcake covered with jelly and shredded coconut, not nearly
so exciting looking as its name.



OCTOBER 65

Mr. Smith got himself a portion too.

At the coffee spigot he handed Dilly two more nickels and
showed her how to set her cup well under before turning the
lever.

“Let’s sit in the balcony,” he said, carrying the tray toward
the staircase. “See the crowd better. No floor show like this any-
where in the city.” He puffed a bit, climbing with the loaded
tray.

They found room at a table with a Chinese who was reading a
newspaper in native characters. As Dilly and Mr. Smith sat
down, the Chinese never raised his eyes.

This is fun, Dilly said to herself, looking down on the colorful
people milling about below.

“Something special about this Fourteenth Street Automat,”
Mr. Smith was telling her, as he transferred their dishes to the
table. “People stay here all day, some of them. Come here to
keep warm in winter and cool in summer, eat a little, so they
won’t be put out.”

He took a paper napkin and carefully sopped up the coffee
he had let spill on to Dilly’s saucer in transit.

For the first time, she noticed his hands, the refined hands of a
man who never digs in a garden, never takes down storm win-
dows, puts up screens, does an emergency job on the plumbing.
A city man’s hands. They looked beautiful, though, to Dilly as,
with an act of offering that was, she thought, almost devotional,
they placed the Roman punch before her.

“I couldn’t think where you were taking me,” she confided,
only half admitting—

“I know.” He looked up at her mischievously, like a little boy.
“It was to be a surprise.” He sipped his coffee with gusto.

There was such simplicity in his obvious enjoyment, such in-
nocence in the “surprise” he had prepared for Dilly—how could
she ever have been afraid?

The Roman punch was still just a cupcake with jelly and coco-
nut, but Dilly thought, taking the first bite, that she had never
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tasted anything so good. It was unusual, almost exciting in flavor,
stirring her with a sensation she couldn’t define.

“Because they named you Diligence,” Mr. Smith asked, put-
ting down his cup, “do you have to work harder than other peo-
ple?”

Dilly giggled. Maybe she was still a little unstrung. “No, it’s
not that. Diligence-in-love is what it stands for, what you would
call ‘brotherly love’—liking people, caring for them, even when
it’s hard.”

This Mr. Smith seemed to find impossible to grasp. “Do you
mean,” he asked incredulously, “loving people who aren’t lov-
able?”

“Well, yes. Very often they’re not. That’s just when one has to
be diligent.”

He pushed back his chair in a movement of exasperation. “I
couldn’t love anyone who isn’t lovable,” he stated flatly. “Could
you? Could you really?”

“I try,” Dilly answered, then added quickly, “Don’t think I'm
a good person. It’s just an ideal I try to live by, to see the lov-
able in everybody—to—well, act as if it were there.”

He stared at her wonderingly. Then his expression changed,
softening into humor, and he drew close to the table again.
“Even in an old reprobate like me?” he whispered, smiling
gently at her.

“Even in an old reprobate like you,” she answered, smiling
back.

Now I'm flirting with him, she thought. This is how Lois used
to act with George, before they were married. It’s shocking of
me.

She couldn’t help thinking that it was also rather fun.

They seemed to be alone, sitting there, looking at each other
across the table. They didn’t even pretend to hide their delight
in provoking each other’s interest. To Dilly the stern voice of
propriety was for the first time beyond earshot. The whole ex-
perience seemed so touching, so beautiful, such an unexpected
gift that she would have felt ungrateful to turn from it.
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The Chinese got up and left the table. He must have been
there all along. But it was only now, when he was leaving, that
Dilly became aware of his presence again, only now that she
noticed the people milling around on the floor below.

Suddenly Mr. Smith glanced at his watch and looked startled.
Perhaps he had an engagement to see another client, to meet a
friend. Perhaps Mary was waiting for him to come home to sup-
per. No doubt Mary was as uncompromising about his punctual-
ity as she was about being right. Dilly wished she knew.

It was borne in on her how little she really did know about
this man. So strange—how could she feel easy, comfortable with
him, as though they were old, old friends, when almost every-
thing in his life was hidden from her?

Swallowing the last remnant of Roman punch, she thought:
But this is real. This pleasure in being together is a reality. The
rest doesn’t matter.

“Shall we go?” she asked aloud, to spare him embarrassment.

He looked reluctant as he nodded and then rose from the
table.

They walked back to the El Now Dilly didn't mind the
drunks, the dark corners. Climbing the long flight of steps to the
uptown platform—slowly now, for they were both tired—she
thought, I feel safe. '

As they stood waiting for the train, Mr. Smith found two pen-
nies in his pocket and with them he drew two miniature choco-
late bars out of a slot.

One for each of us, Dilly thought, watching the childish grav-
ity with which he concentrated on the operation, so that the two
little pieces of chocolate took on more sentimental significance
for her than a whole boxful.

Watching him, Dilly felt an unaccountable rush of tenderness,
as she used to feel for her children when they were little, still did
for Will in his confusion, for Anne, loving that boy.

Mr. Smith didnt, as Dilly'd expected, give her one bar and
keep the other. Instead, he opened them both and very carefully



68 Tae AUTUMN'S BRIGHTNESS

broke each in half. Then he extended his hand and offered her
the divided chocolates lying on their outspread wrappers.

“Half of mine for thee, half of thine for me,” he whispered.

She was touched. “That’s Quaker speech. Did you know?” she
asked him.

“No. I thought it was just old-fashioned.”

When she’d taken her share, he ate the remaining pieces,
throwing the wrappers in a container under the machine.

“The other night,” he confided, “I was standing here thinking
—well, about you, so I forgot what I was doing. First thing I
knew, I'd thrown the chocolate away and put the paper in my
mouth.”

Dilly laughed. She suspected that was what he wanted. But
really, she felt like crying. Fortunately the train arrived then and
in the business of getting on, of finding a double seat, more diffi-
cult now, in rush hour, Dilly regained her composure.

When she was settled at the window, looking out into the
night she saw that the city was very ugly here, the houses, shad-
owed by fire escapes, stood so close to the El with windows so
bare, uncurtained, that, as the train went by, Dilly could see into
lighted rooms, catching the inhabitants in a moment of their un-
charitably exposed lives.

Aching with compassion, Dilly turned her head away, toward
Mr. Smith. Their eyes met.

When Dilly looked out of the window again, she thought with
surprise, Now I'm seeing it differently, with his eyes.

For there was suddenly a delicate overlay of beauty on the
ugliness, taking the sting out of the sordid scenes, a kindly sig-
nificance which had escaped Dilly before. People sitting around
a table, poor people at supper, children climbing into big bed-
steads. It was a panorama of humanity bent on making a home,
even in a tenement beside the El, a panorama so swiftly moving
that it merged into one impression of family devotion.

And for a moment, sitting there on the hard straw seat, Dilly
had the feeling which almost never came to her except when she
was sitting in the Friends’ Meetinghouse in Kendal, the feeling
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of understanding life serenely through some faculty other than
the baffled mind.

“It's funny,” she murmured to Mr. Smith, though she hardly
turned her head from the window, since she no longer wished
to look away, “I don’t know why this makes me think of our
Meetinghouse.”

“What is it like?”

“Plain and quiet. Not a bit like this, but still, it makes me feel
. . . There’s a maple outside the south window. I used to watch
it when I was little and tired of sitting quiet. When the leaves of
the maple rustled, I used to pretend they were dryads dancing.
In the fall their dresses would turn such beautiful colors. Then,
of course, they’d wither and drop off. I wish you could see it.”

“I'd like to.”

And this time, Dilly thought, I meant it when I said, “I wish.”
Not like the first time when I spoke about the gulls.

“I'm glad you didnt miss the opportunity,” Mr. Smith was
saying. “Next time you come to New York might be too late.”

“Why?”

“They’re going to take the El down.”

“Take it down? Oh, no!”

The news gave Dilly a scare, as if she’d been advised that
demolition crews were actually at work this second, knocking
the supports out from under the very track she was riding on.

“Yes, they want to build a subway.” He sounded sad. “Ride in
the bowels of the earth then. Won't be able to see a thing but
chewing gum.”

The rest of the way, they spoke very little. Mr. Smith seemed
content to be quiet. It never occurred to Dilly to make conversa-
tion. She’d been brought up to express her deepest feeling in
silence and she was feeling very deeply now.

- At the door of Elmira’s apartment, with the elevator waiting
for him, Mr. Smith stopped and held out his hand. “Good night,”
he said.

But Dilly knew that it was more than “good night.” It was
“farewell forever.”
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“Remember what you asked me before we went out?” she
managed to whisper, though her throat was tightening.
“Whether I'd enjoyed my stay in New York? Well, I have.”

They shook hands quickly, like strangers, yet their eyes lin-
gered on each other in the dim corridor, as though in this last
minute they searched for something, some confirmation. Not anx-
iously, Dilly thought, but with the easy heart of those who know,
even while still searching, that they already have discovered
what they seek.

Then the sound of the elevator closing pierced Dilly with sad-
ness. She would never see this man again.

CHAPTER 12

Ermira was stretched on the davenport, crying.

She did mind my going, Dilly thought, hurrying over to her.
She cares for Mr. Smith. Oh, dear—

“Dilly!” Elmira wailed. “Oh, Dillyl” She broke down, unable
to speak.

Dilly couldn’t say anything either. She simply stood forlornly
looking at her cousin. What was there to say? This was just the
way things happen in life—Dilly had been the one Mr. Smith
wished to take out.

“You wouldn't have liked the EL” she said truthfully.

But Elmira paid no attention to what Dilly was saying. “Some-
thing terrible’s happened,” she finally managed to explain be-
tween sobs. “Henderson’s sick. That wasn’t his soul making him
so quiet, it was his stomach.”

“Oh—" Dilly exclaimed, collapsing into a chair. “Is that all?”

“All? He might die. He woopsed all over the rug.”

Henderson, lying on a cushion at Elmira’s feet, really did look
pretty seedy.
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“Elmira,” Dilly said gently, “woopsing doesn’t mean he’s going
to die.”

“But it was terrible,” Elmira moaned. She managed to sit up a
little. “What’ll we do? Do you think Mr. Smith would know?”

Dilly couldn’t allow the memory of Mr. Smith to be dealt with
so lightly. “He’s not a vet,” she said coldly.

“But he brought the Worcestershire Biscuits. That's what made
Henderson sick.”

“Elmira! How can you be so ungrateful? Mr. Smith came out
of the kindness of his heart and brought you these remarkable
biscuits and now you say they made Henderson sick.”

“Not the biscuits,” Elmira broke in quickly. “The box. Hender-
son ate the box, dont you remember? The box and the red rib-
bon. He never touched the biscuits, just sniffed at them and
walked away.”

This nettled Dilly too. After all, Mr. Smith had been very
proud of the special flavor of Worcestershire Biscuits. He had
brought them as an offering to Henderson’s soul. And Henderson
hadn’t even noticed them. She didn’t care what happened to
that dog.

But she was sorry for Elmira, who, noting Henderson’s rapidly
deteriorating condition, dissolved into tears again.

“I think you ought to call him up,” Elmira sobbed.

“Oh, I couldn’t,” Dilly exclaimed, frightened at the thought.
“Why don’t you wait awhile and see if Henderson doesn’t feel
better?”

They sat there an hour, talking in low tones, keeping watch by
the sickbed.

“Did you have a nice time?” Elmira managed to inquire.

“Yes. It was sweet of you to pretend you were introducing us,
as if he were a friend of yours.”

This made Elmira giggle. “I was so afraid you wouldn’t get
home in time! Could you tell by my voice that I was putting on
an act?”

“You were marvelous.”

“He’s handsome.” There was unmistakable admiration in



72 TaE AUTUMN'S BRIGHTNESS

Elmira’s tone. “Very intellectual too, the way he recognized the
breed. Pauline Beetle says he knows quite a lot about dogs,
though he’s just beginning that biscuit business.”

Dilly gave a start. “Pauline? Does she know him?”

“Well, she’s heard of him. At the Canine Club. Seems he goes
there and looks up the dogs who've been registered and then he
comes around, the way he did to me, with that sample.”

“That's the trade secret!” Dilly blurted out. “That’s how he
knew about Allegra. And about Henderson being a Mule Ter-
rier.”

“Very enterprising,” Elmira murmured, “only I don’t see how
he can make much money, if the dogs don’t care.”

“Is that why you introduced us, because Pauline—? Did you
know before I went out with him, or—?”

“I phoned to her after you left. I thought maybe she could
tell me what to do for Henderson. And she said to ask Mr. Smith,
They think very highly of him at the Canine Club.”

“You know,” Dilly said slowly, “it does seem a little peculiar—
a man like that, so distinguished and all, just selling dog biscuits.
At his age.”

“Yes. It does. But you needn’t worry, darling. Pauline prom-
ised to find out all about him.”

Dilly felt hurt. There was no need for Pauline Beetle to in-
vestigate her friend Durand Smith. And yet, she was glad to
hear that he wasn’t exactly unknown. She couldn’t help wishing
that Pauline had found out a little more.

“Pauline wants me to join the Canine Club,” Elmira was say-
ing. “For Henderson’s sake. She’s positive they'd put me on a
committee. And I've been thinking— It’s noble and it’s deducti-
ble. At least,” she added, a note of uncertainty creeping in, “I
believe it is.”

They were in the throes of another crisis.

“I think you ought to call him up,” Elmira repeated, when the
cushion had been cleaned and returned to Henderson. “I think
you really should He must have lots of those boxes. He could
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look at one and see if it says anything about an antidote, like on
the iodine bottle. We can’t. Henderson ate ours up.”

“I don’t know his number.”

“Don’t you know where he lives? Poor Henderson!”

“His daughter—Mary—he lives with her,” Dilly admitted
grudgingly.

“Maybe we could find it in the book,” Elmira said, jumping
up. “Mary Smith. I'm afraid there are a lot of Mary Smiths.”

“Wait a minute,” Dilly cried. “That isn’t her name. She’s mar-
ried.”

“And you don’t know—r”

Suddenly Dilly remembered that she owed a good deal to
Henderson. If it hadn’t been for him, Mr. Smith would not have
come back. :

“I think he said it’s Mrs. Humphrey Day.”

Elmira turned on the lamp by the telephone and riffled
through the book.

“Do you think it’s all right?” Dilly asked, longing to deter her.
She didn’t want to speak to Mr. Smith about Henderson. “Do
you think we ought to call up his home? Willard always told me
not to bother men about business matters after hours.”

“But this is an emergency!”

Elmira dialed. Her excited gestures compelled Dilly to go over
and take up the receiver.

“He isn’t in,” a woman’s voice told Dilly. “No, I don’t know
when he’ll get home. I wish I did.” Her voice moved away, but
became so strident that Dilly couldn’t help hearing. “Humph,” it
cried, “stop that. No, this second. Stop it! I can’t hear a word.”
To Dilly the woman said, coming back, “I don’t know where he
is. Wait a minute.” And she was gone again. “Randy, get down
off that radiator. Get down or Ill—"

It wasn’t an agreeable voice, even allowing for maternal exas-
peration.

I wish I hadn’t called, Dilly thought.

Because she began to suspect what Mr. Smith’s home life
must be.
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The harassed voice came back to the telephone. “I don’t know
where he is,” it repeated plaintively. “I counted on him to sit for
me. Then I come home after working all day and he isn’t here.”
She didn’t even try to disguise her crossness. “If you leave your
name and number I'll put it by the phone.”

“Never mind,” Dilly said. “Thank you just the same.” And she
hung up quickly.

She didn’t want Mr. Smith to find out that she had had this
glimpse into his family life. Willard’s rule should certainly be
{ollowed—one had no right intruding into a businessman’s pri-
vate affairs.

At least he won't find out, she said to herself, going back to
Elmira and Henderson. How horrible! I suppose he stopped for
coffee, poor man.

Elmira was sitting up and acting quite cheerful. “You know,”
she said to Dilly, narrowing her eyes and looking at the dog. “I
believe Henderson feels better. There’s something about being a
mother—one can tell these things.”

She got up and repaired the damage to her face. “Let’s go to
the Plaza,” she mumbled from behind her lipstick. “It’s your last
night in town.”

CHAPTER 18

“GoopsyE, darling. Now don’t worry about Henderson. I'll look
after him,” Elmira promised.

“You've been sweet to me,” Dilly said.

A redcap opened the taxi and took her suitcase.

She got out, looking back to wave, but Elmira was already
being driven off to her massage. It would barely be over in time
for the appointment with her broker. With that schedule, how
could she take Dilly all the way to the train?
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Grand Central opened vast and a little frightening.

I'll be all right, Dilly told herself, following the redcap down
the slippery stairs and through the station. I'll be all right soon
as I'm settled.

People were waiting by a closed gate. Pushing between them,
the redcap set down the suitcase. He would come back, he as-
sured Dilly, when the gate opened.

She drew away, detaching herself from the crowd, clutching
her purse as she felt rather than saw a man edging closer.

“Oh!” she exclaimed, looking up. She was face to face with Mr.
Smith.

“So you're really going this time,” he said sadly. But the gentle
smile Dilly had come to delight in deepened as he looked at her.
She couldn’t speak. She could only nod her head. :

He held out a little package done up in white tissue and tied
with a cherry ribbon. “Something to take back,” he said, giving
it to her.

“Oh!” Dilly cried again, “Mr. Smith! How very kind.” And she
meant it, because it was a touching thought, even if she didnt
happen to have a dog, which he couldn’t know. “Thank you, Mr.
Smith!”

“Don’t you think,” he asked shyly, “now that you’re leaving
and our enchanted journey is over, don’t you think you could
manage to call me Durand?”

She looked straight at him. “Yes, Durand.”

Her acquiescence seemed to inflict on him even greater shy-
ness, for he promptly gazed off at a distant corner of the station,
as if he had no connection with Dilly at all.

She wasn’t hurt. She thought she understood. And she felt a
great longing to be very gentle with this man toward whom,
judging by the sound of things on the telephone last night, life
was unnecessarily harsh.

“How did you know?” she asked, to give him ease again.

He turned to her inquiringly.

“That I was leaving?” she added.

He smiled then. “You said you were going today.”
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“Yes, but I mean—I didn’t say the train.”

“Not so many trains stop in Kendal. I found that out. And
when you weren't here for the first one—"

“But that leaves at seven-thirty.”

“Yes.”

“You mean—" she asked, “you mean you've been here since
seven-thirty? Nearly four hours®”

“Oh, no.” He spoke as if it were nothing at all, his getting up
so early and waiting around all morning for her. “First I had
some coffee. Then I went to Bryant Park and fed the pigeons.
Those people in the Public Library have their minds so much on
books, they overlook the pigeons. And this time of year—"

To think he’d come so far, waited so long!

“Your business,” Dilly cried. “You've lost the whole morning.”

“That’s secondary,” he announced gallantly. But in a tone that
was almost discouraged, he added, “As a matter of fact, I've
rather run out of leads. People don’t get dogs much in winter.
Still,” he went on, brightening into his usual self, “as soon as we
procure that patent—register the trademark—well expand. Sell
to the stores. With greater production, we'll cut costs, increase
earnings—"

The gate opened. The crowd surged forward.

“That redcap,” Dilly said, looking about anxiously.

Mr. Smith took up the suitcase. “We mustn’t wait longer,” he
told Dilly. “I want you to have a good seat. By the window.”

Dilly protested, but he went through the gate. She followed,
carefully carrying the package.

“There,” he exclaimed breathlessly, when he had her installed
in a seat of his choosing. Her suitcase was overhead. The package
lay in her lap.

He was happy. Dilly could see that finding her had made him
happy. Finding her—but she was about to leave.

He held out his hand. “Goodbye, Diligence.”

“You can call me Dilly,” she assured him. “Everybody does.
It isn’t the least bit—" She searched for a word. “Familiar.”
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“Not familiar enough for me,” he answered, clasping her hand.
“If everybody else calls you that, would you mind if I said, ‘Dili-
gence’?”

“But it’s such a funny name,” she murmured, as he let her
hand go. “People always laugh.”

“I haven’t laughed,” he reminded her, though he was smiling,
but only in his friendly way. He lifted his hat and inclined his
head a little. “I like it,” he added, turning to go, “very much.”

As he left the car, Dilly peered out of the window to watch
him walk by, but he stayed on the platform, waving, separated
from her by the glass.

He’s so thin, she thought.

The train started. Picking up speed, it drew Dilly past
Durand, away, away, faster and faster, into the tunnel. . . .

She didn’t move. She remained perfectly still, just as she was
with the package in her lap, as if by sitting motionless she could
cling to the sight of him waving outside the glass, as if by her
immobility she could will the train to cancel its swift advance.

When it finally emerged from the tunnel and rushed into the
noonday glare of Harlem, Dilly lay back against the upholstery
and shut her eyes. That was over.

She was going home. The “gay fling” she’d looked forward to
before she left Kendal was behind her—all the glamour that had
made her homesick, that crazy Henderson, the strange and
touching “enchanted journey” with Mr. Smith.

Durand, I mean, she corrected herself.

She was going home, back into her world. She would get off
the train quickly, since it hardly stops a minute in Kendal. The
taximan who'd been there years and years would drive Dilly to
the house. She would mount the piazza, fit the key in the lock,
and the front hall would reach out and enfold her.

In the raffia basket hanging by the door, there would be a
letter from Anne, maybe one from Will. They would tell her
what train they were going to come home by on Friday. Lois
and George expected her for supper. But even before that, as
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soon as the neighbors saw that the house was open, they would
drop around. In no time, Dilly would be caught up on all the
local gossip.

Kendal . . . But Kendal was suddenly gone, the bright
dream of coming home, the warm welcome pushed out of Dilly’s
mind as the train, rushing through Westchester, passed a festoon
of gay, gigantic Lifesavers suspended from a factory.

Durand would love that, Dilly thought, wondering whether
he'd ever seen these enormous candies, realistically colored in
every flavor, spilling out of their wrappers. That's the kind of
thing Durand delights in.

It was the cherry Lifesavers which reminded Dilly of the
package in her lap. She looked down at it fondly, running her
finger over the lopsided cherry bow, considering for an instant
the idea of opening it. She’d never really seen the box. Hender-
son had done away with it before there was a chance.

No, Diligence Fuller, she said to herself, scornfully, you're not
so far gone that you have to sit in the train gazing at dog biscuits
which even a dog doesn’t fancy. Where was I before those Life-
savers . . .

Neighbors and friends would drop in. She could catch up on
local gossip. The Zoning Commission. She was very anxious to
hear whether they had been able to put through the regulation
protecting the old Bradbury residence from being bought for a
funeral home.

At New Haven, a lot of people got on. Dilly thought she
would have to share her seat. But they moved up ahead. As the
train began pulling out of the statian, she took off her coat and
laid it on the empty space beside her. The package she kept in
her lap.

Looking out, Dilly’s eyes found themselves suddenly on a level
with a line of toy trains and an Erector bridge in a huge show
window. She could just picture Durand sitting on the floor with
his grandchildren, running those trains. . . .

Sighing, she turned away quickly. From now on, would every
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appealing, childlike thing she passed, wherever she went, re-
mind her of Durand?

If she opened the package and looked at it now, she could
throw it away, leave it on the train. No/ Hadn’t he presented it
to her as “something to take back?” How could she think of
throwing it away? Still, what would she do with it at home?
Give it to Lois and George for Rob? Then she must leave it un-
opened.

“A present for Rob, all the way from New York.”

But would Rob, who was so choosy, relish Worcestershire Bis-
cuits any more than Henderson?

Should she just keep the package in the house somewhere, put
it away in a cupboard, dusting it every spring and fall, remem-
bering . . .

Not that! I mustn’t do that, she cried vehemently to herself.
Going moony over a box of dog biscuits!

And suppose she died, suddenly. They would sort out her be-
longings, Lois and Will and Anne. There, hidden away, would be
Mother’s Secret. Elmira would recognize it, tell the children . . .

No, Dilly said to herself quite firmly. Whatever I do, I mustn’t
putit away.

It had been sweet of Durand to bring her the gift, but now
she must exclude it from her life, just as it had been sweet know-
ing him, but now she must forget.

I can’t leave it on the train, though. That would be irreverent.
I'll take it with me and dispose of it decently tomorrow.

Yes, it would be easier tomorrow. Dilly’d have other things to
occupy her then. The house would need a thorough cleaning
after being shut. And with the children coming for the week
end—

She’d have to go to that meeting of the School Board, pack
clothes in the basement of the Meetinghouse for the homeless in
Korea. Or was tomorrow the day she’d promised to help at the
Baby Clinic?

Dilly’s mind was speeding faster than the engine. Though the
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train was still in Connecticut, running beside a beach, so that
Dilly was only looking at Long Island Sound, her mind was way
ahead. It was already home.

But in Mystic, passing the tremendous cake of Tar Soap,
maybe a hundred times life-size, painted silver and emblazoned
with banners just like the actual one, Dilly was again reminded
of Durand. It was another of those things that he would love.

And suddenly, she was overwhelmed by the constant presence
of him, so that without listening to reason, which warned her
that the train would soon be in Kendal, she pulled open the
cherry ribbon and, clumsy with haste, tore the tissue paper.

WORCESTERSHIRE BISCUITS*
A Canine Confection
®Pat. Applied Durand Smith Co.
For New York, N.Y.

Hurriedly scanning the label, Dilly opened the box. Surprise
and pleasure brought a rush of tears.

For instead of dog biscuits, she found a whole collection of
miniature chocolate bars neatly packed in rows. Durand must
have drawn them one by one out of the machine on the El. No
doubt that was why he was so late getting home.

“Half of mine for thee, half of thine for me.”

Remembering, Dilly felt the tears spill.

That’s how it happened that the conductor, walking through
the car as the train slowed down, found Dilly still sitting in her
seat, fumbling with a box. That’s why he had to hustle her into
her coat, grab her suitcase, practically lift her down on to the
platform. Because that train hardly stops a minute in Kendal.
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CHAPTER 14

HALF AWAKE, listening for the factory whistle across the river,
Dilly remembered suddenly that it was First Day. Only the early
express hastening by told her she must get up.

No time to stop in such a sleepy place, it screeched, dashing
past Kendal.

As Dilly closed the window, she could see the new coaches
like a succession of scoured loaf tins already disappearing into
Connecticut. She shivered. But she had to have a look at the
day.

The wind was from the southwest; the tide was coming in.
Though clouds shadowed the surface of the water, the air was
bright with herring gulls flying straight up the river, outscreech-
ing the train.

Novemberish already, Dilly thought. But it’s going to be nice.

The trees had changed so during those five weeks she was in
New York. The elms and maples were completely bare. While a
few brown leaves still clung to the oaks, they looked sad, flap-
ping singly in the wind.

They're stubborn, Dilly reflected, as she turned away to dress.
But they’ll fall too.

Opening the top drawer of her bureau, she aliowed her eyes
to linger a second on the box of chocolates Durand had given
her. It nestled half hidden under the handkerchief case, where .
Dilly had tucked it the day she came home.

Still, the trees’ll come into leaf again next spring, she thought,

81
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hunting for a pair of nylons good enough to wear to Meeting.
Summer after summer theyll bloom, whereas I—

And, sitting on the edge of her bed, stretching 2 leg and wig-
gling its toes as she gathered a stocking in her hand, she ex-
claimed to herself, But I feel years younger. How can IP Just
because a strange man was kind to me?

She tried, while she combed her hair back, to see herself as
he had seen her, to discern in her face the essential character
which had appealed to him.

Had he noticed the glints in her eyes, as Willard used to do?
Was it because the breeze coming up the river had blown her
cheeks permanently pink? Or was it the person behind the face
whom he'd discovered and—she couldn’t help thinking—liked?

No, she said to herself honestly, turning from the mirror, it
wasn’t me. Just that he’s lonely and that Mary—

She finished dressing and pulled back the bedclothes with a
shake—the shake she wanted to give Durand’s daughter. Then
she crept quietly down to the kitchen, careful not to wake Will
and Anne.

I've a lot more pressing things to do, she reminded herself
scornfully on the stairs, than mooning in front of that mirror
like some silly teenager. With both children home and Lois and
George coming to dinner—

The coffee smelled good but Dilly let it stand, rushing off to
the freezer for some of her garden broccoli, which she set on
the drainboard to thaw. Then she scalded the stone-ground meal
so Will would have his johnnycakes.

“That’s what I come home for, your johnnycakes, didn't you
know?” he always told her with the affectionate gallantry he
might show a girl

When he’s sweet like that to me, Dilly said to herself, he
seems to be trying to make up for Willard. . . .

She glanced hurriedly at the clock. But why all this rush?
There was really plenty of time before Meeting. Just that she
was so eager to have everything nice.
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Salad, she decided—Belgian endive and watercress, Will’s fa-
vorite. Anne liked it too. As for Lois—she was pleased with any
food she hadn’t had to prepare herself.

And George, Dilly thought quickly. I mustn’t forget George.

Even after three years it was sometimes hard to remember
that he was a fixture, not simply one in that series of boys
who'd hung around for a spell and then disappeared; that he’d
carried Lois off to a little saltbox of their own in Stonington.

Did George like endive? Dilly couldn’t recall. But she would
chance it.

Now for dessert—what? She pondered, stuffing the chicken.

She’d always baked something special when the children had
had vacation from boarding school, some little surprise. Every
homecoming had been a festival. Since they were grown up, it
wasn’t the same. The old standbys didn’t delight them any more.

An apple pie? That would take too long. Besides, Anne didn’t
really care for pie.

When Dilly had finished her breakfast, she put the question
temporarily aside as she went into the parlor, took the Bible off
the shelf and sat down.

They'd always read a chapter or two together after breakfast
on First Day. When the children were little, there ‘was a pattern
in which they arranged themselves: Lois, looking very cunning
in one of those smocked voiles Dilly used to make the girls for
best, on the sofa next to Willard; Anne squeezed into the rocking
chair beside her mother, and Will lying on the floor playing
quietly with Shadrach.

Shagrag, he used to call that dog, Dilly still remembered.

Willard began the reading. His voice, big and strong like his
frame, his definite tone gave authority to the Scriptures. Some-
times he would call on Dilly or Lois or Will to read a second
chapter.

As long as they were little, the children seemed to like the
practice. There was that time Willard and Dilly went away for
the week end and came home to find that the two older ones
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had read to Anne. It was touching. Only, in their innocence, be-
cause their father never read from it, they chose the Song of
Solomon!

It hardly seemed any time before they were all three away at
school. They no longer said “thee” and “thy” to their parents
when they came home for vacation, though they never seemed
to mind being addressed by them in plain speech. Indeed, se-
cretly, Dilly surmised, they rather cherished it.

They no longer joined in the First Day readings in vacation
either—they were generally asleep.

Then Willard died.

Sometimes, like today, it was too hard for Dilly to sit here
reading by herself. The words wouldn't settle on the page. But
she always tried, taking the place on the sofa where Willard had
sat, and when the print became blurred she rested the worn
book in her lap and gazed out at the river.

A southerly breeze was blowing whitecaps over the water.

“Sit loose,” her father used to say.

As a child, she’d closed her ears to that phrase, wishing he
wouldn’t use it just at the moment when she wanted to be com-
forted. It seemed hard, this way of saying, Give up willingly
what thee cherishes, take willingly what God lays on thee.

Suddenly, breaking irreverently through Dilly’s meditation, an
idea popped into her head.

I know what I'll do, she thought, elated, while half ashamed
of the intrusion. I'll make Roman punch!

She closed the book gently, as if she didn’t wish it to feel
slighted. But she was already jumping up and, with indecent
haste, replacing it on the shelf.

Roman punch! The prospect excited Dilly so, she could hardly
concentrate on the ingredients. Cupcakes (but she would bake
huge ones in muffin tins), jelly, shredded coconut. With her
cake batter and the currant jelly she’d put up last summer, she
would produce something a lot more tasty than that second-rate
concoction at the Automat.

Was there time? Yes, yes! She’d hurry!
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Without even consulting the clock, she flew about the kitchen
gathering the tins, the flour, sugar, milk and butter, the shredded
coconut. She ran down cellar for two glasses of jelly.

But when she came up again and held the jelly to the light,
though she saw that it was a beautiful clear crimson, Dilly felt
suddenly uneasy. Mightn’t there be complications?

“What's this?” someone, Will perhaps, would almost certainly
inquire when the new dessert was served.

And Dilly would have to answer as casually as she could,
“Roman punch.”

“Roman punch? Never heard of it.”

“It’s a surprise,” Dilly would explain quickly and no doubt add,
to divert Will’s attention, “because thee and Anne came home.
Doesn’t thee remember how we always used to have a surprise?”

Maybe Will would leave it at that. He would be too busy eat-
ing to say more.

Only then George, who loved to tease Dilly, would probably
rise to the chance and ask, “Got a kick in it?”

That wouldn’t call for an answer, just a smile for his childish
humor.

But would George’s jibe mark the end of the matter? Hardly.
By this time one of the girls would surely ask, “Something you
had in New York?”

And Dilly would have to acknowledge this, beginning all over
again to defend her secret. If Lois put the question, she wouldn't
rest till Dilly was pinned down. “Where did you have it?”

“In a restaurant.”

“One of those snazzy places Aunt Elmira was always taking
you to?”

Just the cue to set Anne offl “Which one?” the child would
want to know. “Sardi’s? The Stork Club?”

“As a matter of fact, Anne,” Dilly would have to admit, off-
handedly as possible, “since thee insists, it was the Automat.”

Could this admission fail to call for further particulars? The
children wouldn’t need to be told Elmira had never taken Dilly
to the Automat.
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Now her imagination was running so wild that she could al-
ready hear Will asking, “Got a boy friend, Mother?”

No, she cried vehemently to herself, coming back to the pres-
ent. She put down the jelly glasses. Nol

Will would only have been joking, knowing that Dilly could
never think of any man but Willard. Yet she wouldn’t want him
to joke about a matter like that.

I'll bake a pie, she resolved.

Yet something in her craved the Roman punch.

I must think this over, she told herself distractedly. I can’t just
go off half cocked.

But her hands wouldn’t wait for her to think. They were al-
ready measuring butter into the mixing bowl, adding the sugar.
The left one was already clasped around the bowl, drawing it
close against her body, while the right one was beginning to stir.
It stirred and stirred, compelled, bewitched.

Entirely against her will or judgment, Dilly was baking Roman
punch.

CHAPTER 15

LoneLmvess caught hold of Dilly when she left her sleeping chil-
dren to walk up the empty Sunday street by herself. A golden
beech leaf fluttered past her face, a single, dying leaf.

But as she neared the Meetinghouse, she no longer felt alone.
The old building, plain and white, stood back amongst the trees
waiting for her. Though the syringas in the Yard had withered,
the low yews by the door were always green.

Mounting the steps Dilly felt that expectancy which had en-
livened her coming here ever since she was a little girl. Just as
in those days she used to watch her grandmother wrap herself in
her shawl, so now, passing the rows of Friends already seated in
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the quiet room and taking her place beside Philip Ludlow, Dilly
drew the silence around her, shutting out the winds of the world.

She’d fussed over the preparations for dinner till the moment
she left home, even wondering as she came here whether she’d
added a pinch of salt to the cupcakes. Now, in the hush of wor-
ship, these and the other absorptions of her daily life dissolved.

Imperceptibly the gathered Meeting drew her in.

He shall feed his flock like a shepherd, Dilly quoted to herself,
settling back on the bench, He shall gather the lambs with his
arm, and carry them in his bosom.

She was still out of breath from walking and her eyes hadn’t
accommodated to the light indoors. Closing them, she bent her
head a little.

Who hath measured the waters in the hollow of his hand, and
meted out heaven with the span, and comprehended the dust of
the earth in a measure, and weighed the mountains in scales,
and the hills in a balance?

As if, instead of saying this to herself, Dilly had been quoting
aloud, inspiring her neighbor, Philip Ludlow stood up and be-
gan to speak.

“Yesterday I was driving over to Wakefield,” he said. He
paused to button his coat.

At the sound of his voice, Dilly opened her eyes and looked
up at him standing beside her—Philip, her lifelong friend. He
always fidgeted with his coat like that when he got up to speak in
Meeting.

I'm sure he isn’t conscious of it, Dilly thought with affection-
ate amusement.

“Not far from the Johnnycake Trail,” Philip went on, his coat
being now buttoned, “I stopped by a field close to the beach and
got out to look at a pile of stones. The old people around there
say it was once a barn and that George Fox held a Meeting
there when he visited Narragansett.”

This wasn’t the poetic imagery of Isaiah, just a simple ac-
count of Philip’s own experience told in the words which came
into his head as he stood there, yet Dilly felt it extend rather
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than interrupt the meaning of the passage she’d been repeating
to herself.

“That may not be the exact spot,” Philip conceded, “but we
know Fox held a Meeting near there. People came from miles
around. Afterward the magistrates declared that if they had
money enough, they’d hire Fox to be their minister. When he
heard it, he said, It is time for me to be gone. For if their eye
is so much to me or any of us, they will not come to their
own Teacher., Our labor is to bring all men to their own Teacher
in themselves.’ .

“Standing there in the sunshine nearly three centuries later,”
Philip went on in his quiet New England voice, “I thought of
the ineffable glory these words confer on man: that rich or
poor, educated or ignorant, of one race or another, he is himself
the tabernacle in which the Teacher dwells, that every human
being carries in him a touch of the divine.

“It brought it all home, so close to Kendal. As I looked across
to Block Island I thought of Fox and his companions sailing
away in their open sloop ‘exceeding wet,” he observes in his
Journal, and landing on Fishers Island for the night but being
driven off by the mosquitoes. Next day they tried to cross the
Sound but, he says, ‘our boat could not live in that water’ and
they hove to.

“It took them three days to reach Long Island. Yet this was
nothing compared to the hazardous voyages Friends were mak-
ing to all parts of the world. Often their reception was rude.
But still they went forth, believing they must publish their news,
for sure