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CHAPTER ONE

THE steep mountain road narrowed again, twisting upward on a hairpin curve. The battered little Model T sputtered as Dart shoved the throttle and spark lever, and pushed the pedal into low, while the yellow head-lamps dimmed flickeringly over the dirt road ahead.

They were still climbing, towards El Capitan Pass, on the eastern slope of the Pinal range. Outside of the car there was nothing but an immense brooding darkness. The dark of the cliff on the right, faintly tufted with the chaparral growth of the foothills. On the left, a deeper blackness of the canyon. Night seemed to fall so swiftly in Arizona, and tonight there were no stars.

The sombre enigma of the mountains held Amanda silent. Nor had Dart spoken since they turned south off the Globe highway a few miles back. His calm eyes scanned the road ahead as it rolled in washboard corrugations after each switchback. He was watching for rockslides or the distant lights of a descending car. There were few good places to pass. Still, they had seen no other cars since sunset, when they were driving through the San Carlos Apache reservation.

Dart drove expertly and without tension, allotting to the process the exact amount of awareness which it required. What undersurface thoughts he might be having Amanda could not guess, deeply though she loved him. Nor was she ever quite sure of his inner life apart from her.

Dart swerved sharply to avoid a chuckhole, the Ford’s left wheels bounced within inches of the hundred-foot drop to the creek bed below. Amanda held her breath and stared ahead until the middle of the road jiggling resumed. “How much farther now, Dart?”

“Oh, about twenty miles to Dripping Springs, and then twelve more up the Lodestone road. It’s pretty rough, but we ought to get into town before midnight.”

“Don’t you consider this road we’re on rough?” asked Amanda.

“Why, no ma’am,” said Dart, chuckling. “This is a highway to Tucson. Didn’t you know that? They’ll grade it pretty soon, though, when winter’s over. Getting tired, Andy?”

Amanda uncrossed her slim silk-covered legs and buttoned her British tweed topcoat tight under her chin. It pushed up her dark gold curls into a little ruff. It had been stifling hot all day crossing the southern desert, but now it was cold. A few snowflakes drifted down and melted as they landed.

“Not exactly tired,” she said. “I’m all keyed up to see Lodestone, I can’t wait, and … but, oh, I don’t knowy—” She checked this incoherence, and made an effort to express the not quite unpleasant feeling which had been growing each hour since they had entered Arizona. “I’m not used to mountains, at least not stark, queer ones like these. The country’s overpowering. It’s spooky. Canyons, cactus, empty, vast, lonely.” She laughed. “All the things I’ve read you’re supposed to feel about the south-west. … Well, I feel ’em.”

Dart didn’t answer at once. Then he spoke with quiet amusement. “I think you always obligingly try to feel what books tell you to feel; you’re a romantic little thing.”

“Well, of course I’m romantic! That’s one reason you love me, darling. Temperamental contrast. Dewy-eyed little romantic versus big, silent realist. We complement each other.”

Dart made a non-committal sound, then peered through the dirty windshield as a huge red-tailed hawk sailed above the amber lights and disappeared.

I’m being silly, Amanda thought. Ingénue and brittle. He hates that. Fluffy badinage that did not mean anything, analysing emotions. A habit developed in sub-deb days and always successful with men like Tim Merrill. Amanda shivered a little, lit a cigarette, and thought about Tim with remote and affectionate tolerance. The image of Tim presented itself to her now in a sort of phony glitter, like a carousel with the painted horses whirling by, the calliope screeching, and with Tim you caught the gold ring every time. She had very nearly persuaded herself that she was in love with him, because they laughed so much, and kept up a line of chatter by the hour, half teasing, half amorous.

Like the night three years ago after the Princeton Prom when seven of them had all piled into Tim’s Packard roadster and careered sixty miles to the ocean at Sea-Girt to go swimming at dawn. They’d kidnapped a little Italian accordionist somewhere along the way, and he had played “O Sole Mio” for them on the beach, while they dashed in and out of the freezing surf in their evening clothes. Crazy but fun. That was the night Tim had first asked her to marry him. But even then, long before she met Dart or dreamed of the dark, profound compulsions of real love, she had not wanted to commit herself yet. Tim had scarcely listened to her groping refusal. He had kissed her on the nose, rubbed sand into her hair, and they had drunk together from his flask of imported gin. Tim had plenty of money to pay the best bootleggers. He still had.

“Look, Dart—isn’t that a man standing there ahead by the road?” Amanda asked, suddenly pointing and clutching his arm.

“That’s a cactus, my girl,” Dart answered patiently. “A saguaro. We’re getting down in desert country again.”

Amanda said, “Oh,” and laughed. “You must bear with your tenderfoot bride.”

“I do,” he said, and though he did not move his hands from the wheel, she felt the pressure of his arm against hers. She sighed voluptuously, resting her head on his shoulder. Her heart beat faster, and she thought of these past nights since their marriage. The surroundings had not mattered too much. She thought of the tourist court outside Harrisburg on her bridal night, a shabby little cabin, straw mattress, and dust on the carpet. But there had been beauty in the dingy cabin with them. Fulfilment. No doubts then, and no regrets. She thought of the note she had written to her mother from St. Louis.

“I’m so happy. Don’t ever worry about me. Marriage is a gorgeous, wonderful thing.”

This note was for reassurance in answer to her mother’s misgivings during the weeks before the wedding. Mrs. Lawrence was worldly and realistic; she was also a pleasant woman and a tactful one, inclined to talk in worthy clichés, since they saved trouble and were never misunderstood. On the whole, she had managed to keep most of her doubts to herself once she had been forced to accept the strength of Amanda’s desire for Dart. This time, however, she had voiced her worry. “But, baby, you hardly know the man—shipboard flirtations don’t really count—nor is he an easy man to understand—such different background from yours, too. And the life of a mining engineer’s wife is no bed of roses. It isn’t as though I could help you out either, unfortunately. …” She sighed and cut across Amanda’s protests, “Oh, I know, dear, money doesn’t mean much to you; you haven’t really had to face that yet—and I’m not so calloused by middle age that I don’t know the strength of young love, but—” Here Mrs. Lawrence had smiled to soften the anxiety of her blue eyes under their frowning, carefully plucked brows. “Well, there is the fact of Dart’s rather—rather peculiar parentage.”

Amanda had laughed. “Oh, if that’s all! It adds to his charm. I think it’s exciting.”

Mrs. Lawrence shook her head. “Marriage is a hard enough job at best, without adding extra handicaps.”

The flivver jounced through the bottom of a dip up on to a comparatively level stretch, and Dart pulled a cigarette from his pocket. He scraped the match with his thumb-nail and the flare lit his face. Amanda looked up at his profile. Not handsome by her mother’s standards, too rough-hewn, but so completely male. His frontal bones and black eyebrows were very heavy above a straight, thick nose. His flexible lips were sharply defined and held firm at the corners, even when his rare smile showed fine square teeth against his sun-browned skin. His eyes were grey, and their steady, often ironic gaze was hard to interpret. He was six feet two, his body loosely knit and angular, like a Scottish Highlander. That’s what I thought on the boat when I first saw him standing by the rail. That he was Scotch. … Did I actually fall in love with him at first sight, or was it that other night at the Captain’s dance?

Dart jammed on the brake, and the Ford shivered to a stop.

“What is it?” she asked, peering ahead at a rippling band of black just beyond the headlights.

“This wash is running,” said Dart, opening the door. “Been plenty of rain or snow in the mountains. I’ll see how deep.” He jumped out and returned after five minutes. “We’ll have to wait a bit,” he said. “She’ll be down enough to cross in a while.”

“You mean, we can’t cross?” she asked incredulously, remembering all the dry creek beds.

“Never did teach the flivver to swim,” he said, laughing.

“How long, Dart?”

“Oh, about an hour, I guess. You’d better take a nap.” He pulled a dusty old steamer rug from the back seat, which was piled high with their luggage, and spread it over their knees. He stretched out his long legs, leaned his head back and fell asleep at once. Amanda looked at him with envious amusement. Already she knew his gift for complete relaxation, turned on and off like a light switch. His body always obeyed his will. Hers, however, did not. She sat beside him in the dark little car, listening to the gurgle of the wash, and the sporadic distant screech of some night bird. An uneasiness seeped through her and a loneliness which she tried to rationalize. They had been so close to each other while they crossed the East’s rolling green hills, and later on the mid-western plains. Friends as well as lovers, sharing the tiny incidents of the road, exploring with mutual excitement the unknown countries in each other’s personalities. Why, then, should this uneasiness have crept in? The scenery, she thought. A sinister quality in the landscape, the weird rock formations, the stark granite mountains bare of all softening green. A sinister quality in the giant cactus, sharply grooved and towering against a burning copper sky. Grotesque shapes in the rocks and in the plants. The prickly pears, thick fleshy paddles armed with hostile spines; the snake-like ocatilla, the vicious cat’s-claw and mesquite, but especially those giant saguaros, rearing themselves brutally phallic into the dusty sunshine. A male country, eternally disdaining the soft, pliant female.

Freudian nonsense! she thought. Let’s get it straight. It isn’t so much the scenery. It was that damn historical marker … and maybe those Apache wickiups we passed today.

Dart stirred a little and raised his head. “How are you doing, Andy?” he said, seeing the light of her cigarette and the tense lines of her body. “You’re not scared, are you? Nothing to be afraid of.”

“I know,” she said, after a moment. “I’m not afraid with you. I never could be.”

He grunted and went to sleep again. She thought of her last remark and knew that it was true. That quality of quiet strength she had felt in him from the first hours on the boat. She had wanted it for herself to lean on, to sink into luxuriously. For she had never known any man like him, and the difference between them had but added glamour. Until for a moment today there had been the shock provided by the historical marker.

It stood by the highway as they passed the Peloncillo Mountains just after entering Arizona, and Dart at her request had stopped the car so that she might read it. It said, “Site of Apache Raid in October 1881. An entire wagon train of white settlers was massacred here. 30 men, women, and children.”

“Heavens!” she had cried, shuddering and staring at the bland mesquite-studded desert. “How ghastly. It’s so hard to believe.”

Dart nodded. “Tanosay was one of the war chiefs in that raid. He never told me much about it, though.”

She had been silent while it seemed that a chill wind blew off the desert between them. Dart had started the car and they continued on their way.

“Was that THE raid?” she asked, very low. “The one when your grandmother—” She could not finish through the tightening of her throat, though at home she had often questioned him.

“No,” said Dart. He was not on the defensive, he seemed indifferent to anything she might think. He had stated a fact, bluntly, as he always stated them, and she might do what she liked with it.

Yet that night on the Bremen she had thought him defensive, and she had glowed with impulsive sympathy.

Amanda snapped on the flashlight and looked at her tiny gold wrist-watch. Fifteen minutes had passed. Ahead the wash still gurgled darkly, beside her there was even, steady breathing. She pulled the blanket up across her chest, nestled close to Dart, and tried to sleep. But her thoughts would not still, and over and over, as if for reassurance, her mind unreeled again those days on the boat, and after.

They had been a gay crowd of young people in Tourist Third on the Bremen last September, mostly students returning to college after happy vacations in Europe, though some, like Amanda, would not be able to continue their studies, but must go job-hunting, an uncertain prospect in that fall of 1932. Amanda had rationally accepted the new poverty which engulfed her family in 1929, but except for passionate rebellion against her father’s resultant death from a heart attack, the shadow of insecurity had not touched her emotionally. There had been enough money salvaged from life insurance for her to complete her sophomore year at Vassar, and to provide Mrs. Lawrence with a tiny income and three-room flat in New York. There had been a few hundred dollars left to Amanda outright, and these she decided to spend on the student trip to Europe before facing the “grim realities” of life. This was Mrs. Lawrence’s own phrase, often expressed. Let Amanda have what fun she might while she could, poor child, and thank heaven that Jean, at least, was provided for.

Jean, six years older than Amanda, had in 1928 married a solid young man called George Walker. His solidity, though worthy and unencumbered by imagination, might not have ensured Jean’s security during the panic years that followed, but his position as vice-president in his father’s Gelatine Products Company did. George’s income had shrunk, of course, but Jean still had her house in Greenwich, her Buick coupé, and a nurse for little Sally Lou.

“Maybe,” Mrs. Lawrence had said, laughing at the flavour of hopeful Victorian mamma which underlay her thought, “on this trip to Europe, Andy darling, something will turn up. You never can tell. Thank heaven, you’ve still got some good clothes. Or,” she added wistfully, “maybe you’ll make up your mind about Tim. I think he’d make you happy and you would be so well taken care of.”

But, not at all in accord with Mrs. Lawrence’s hope for Amanda’s future, it was Dart who had turned up.

Amanda had first noticed him just after they left Cherbourg on the voyage home. He was standing by the rail, his hands in his pockets, gazing out over the ocean towards the setting sun. She noted first that he was very tall, and that he was a little older than most of the students. His clothes were nondescript, a cheap and rumpled brown tweed suit, but the position of his body, leaning slightly forward against the wind, suggested an easy strength. So did his hands, she thought, as she watched him lighting a cigarette, and his blunt, thin profile interested her.

In the steamer chair next to Amanda’s, Peggy Gordon, her cabin mate, had giggled. “I wouldn’t bother to make a play for him, Andy. He looks pretty grim—inhibited, I’d say. Cerebretonic type.” Peggy was a psychology major at Vassar.

“I don’t think he’s grim exactly. There’s something about him. …” Amanda had paused, trying to analyse the quality she felt in this tall, rangy, and quite unexceptional young man—was it a lack of self-consciousness? An inner poise? “I think he’s attractive, anyway,” she finished a trifle defiantly.

Dart had then turned, throwing his cigarette into the water, swept the two girls with an indifferent stare, and walked off towards the stern.

Neither Amanda nor Peggy was accustomed to indifference in a masculine eye, especially on shipboard. Amanda, especially, had always breathed the incense of male attention. She was not beautiful, but she had known since she was fourteen how to appear so. She was five feet five, small-boned and small-breasted, so that clothes became her. Bathing suits did too, for her legs were exquisite, and years of tennis, swimming, and dancing had long ago vanquished an adolescent pudginess.

Her fine, curly hair had been abandoned by nature to a light brown exactly the shade of a wild mink fur-piece, then rescued by beauty parlours to tints of rich and tawny gold. Her face was squared at the jaw and temples, belying a childishly soft and appealing mouth, which Amanda enlarged to a vivid scarlet.

These allurements and an aura of shining cleanliness she shared with many other American girls of her age and background, but it was her eyes which arrested attention. They were large and green-blue, set beneath straight dark brows. They held an expression of direct and friendly interest, tinged with laughter and a hint of coquetry.

Amanda was predisposed to like people and showed it. Nor had she as yet, in her twenty years, been met by anything but warm response. Her self-confidence was therefore ingrained and unassuming. She was also a romantic. The combination had led her into several love-affairs besides the one with Tim, and led her out of them again. For the romance always unjelled, rapidly melting, it seemed to her, into a sticky mess of sexual byplay, and though bred on Freud and accustomed like all her generation to the frankest possible analyses of sex, her passions were still unawakened. This was before she met Dart, and despite Peggy’s jeers she continued to watch for him while she played shuffleboard or lay in deck-chairs with the other young people.

“Probably a shoe-clerk, married, with three children in Brooklyn,” said Peggy.

“Maybe,” answered Amanda; “but I’d like to meet him. I think he looks lonely.”

Peggy snorted, and it turned out that she was right. Dart was never lonely, at least not in the usual way.

Amanda did meet him that night, as they all sat in the lounge and drank rich Bavarian beer. Some of the German exchange students clustered together and began clinking mugs and singing. Dart was sitting by himself in a corner, and, emboldened by the fruity sentiment of “Alt Wien,” Amanda walked over to him, smiling. “Don’t you want to join us?” she said, indicating her own group. “We thought we might set up a rival chorus when they’ve finished over there—the ‘Missouri Waltz,’ or something.”

Dart laughed. “Thank you, no. My bullfrog bellow would lead you all into international hostilities. I was just going to turn in, anyway.”

“Oh, I see,” she said, flushing a little. She was startled by his voice. Whatever he might aver as to his singing, his speaking voice had unusual richness, and the intonation was that of cultured New England. Not a Brooklyn shoe-clerk, anyway. She saw Peggy watching her sardonically, and smiled at him again with gentle directness. “I thought you might be lonely.”

“Did you?” he said. “But I’m not.” He smiled back, answering her friendliness with equal candour, and almost sparing her the implication that she was trying to pursue him. He had been pursued a good deal by women, and he did not like it.

Amanda, unused to rebuff and caught by a pull of attraction stronger than she had expected, could not quite hide her dismay. “I’m sorry,” she said, flushing again. She added lightly, “Well, if you change your mind …” And walked back to her table.

“Misogynist?” asked Peggy with interest. “Impervious to female charm?”

“My charm, anyway.” Amanda sank down on the cushioned bench between the two Cornell seniors, who received her with delight and amorous sparring, in which she carried her part without effort.

The wind blew up in the night, and the next morning it was rough. The Bremen, large as she was, pitched convulsively, and Tourist Third in the stern got the full benefit of the motion. Peggy remained in her berth, nor did most of the other passengers appear. Amanda, however, was immune to seasickness. She wandered up to her deck-chair and began to read Shadows on the Rock, which she had found among the novels in the ship’s library.

She was unconscious of Dart until he sat down in the vacant chair beside her and said without preliminary, “Willa Cather, is it? Has she got a new book out? Death Comes for the Archbishop was a magnificent job. One of the few novels I ever enjoyed.”

Amanda jumped. She looked from his face down to the book on her lap. So we have a literary discussion now, she thought, amused. She was happy that he had stopped, and therefore wise enough not to make reference to last night’s rebuff. Moreover, she knew instinctively that this was not a belated gambit. He was interested in Willa Cather, he had not been interested in the singing, and in her as a pretty girl or even an individual, he had as yet no interest at all.

“I’ve forgotten Death Comes for the Archbishop,” she said. “It came out some years ago, didn’t it? Wasn’t it about the West?”

“Yes,” said Dart. “New Mexico. She got some of the real feel of the country. Few people do.”

He had dark-grey eyes, rather the colour of the leaden waves beside the ship, but, as he spoke, his eyes reflected light.

“You know the West?” she asked.

“Certainly. It’s my home. Arizona. I was born there.”

She considered this with surprise. His voice was typically eastern. Cultured and well-bred, her mother would have called it. And Amanda, like most people who had never travelled past the Alleghenies, had a vague mental montage of the West, pasted together from bits of Bret Harte, Zane Grey, The Virginian, and cowboy movies.

“You don’t sound like—I mean …” She stopped and laughed. “I thought you were a Yankee or a New Yorker.”

Dart smiled, but he withdrew a little. “My father came from Massachusetts,” he said, getting up, and for a moment she thought he was going to leave her like that. They were alone on the deck except for a scurrying steward, and she had no wish to be thus consigned back to her book. With anyone else, she would have suggested that they walk around the deck together. With Dart she dared not, but she gave him a look of unconscious appeal. He responded to it after a moment, held his hand out, and pulled her up from the chair. “All right,” he said, as though she had spoken. “We’ll get some exercise.”

Amanda had read a great deal about electric thrills running between man and woman, and now, while Dart held her hand to pull her out of the chair, she felt one. It frightened her, and as they walked as briskly as possible, teetering from one side to the other on the heaving deck, she scolded herself, trying thereby to regain an inner balance.

Physical appeal, pure and simple, she told herself. One-sided at that, since he seemed to feel nothing at all. Humiliating and ridiculous. At the second turn around the deck it occurred to her that she did not even know his name, and this reflection annoyed her into decisive action.

She stopped dead, saying, “I’ve had enough exercise, thanks. I’m getting chilly.” And turned to leave.

It was then that Dart first really saw her as anything but a pretty and self-assured little eastern girl, ripe for shipboard dalliance.

There was gallantry and unconscious dignity in the way she held herself braced on the deck, her dull gold hair whipping about her head, her nose and cheeks pink from the biting, salt wind. Under the straight, dark brows, her clear eyes looked up at him with direct honesty, the coquetry had vanished. Her mouth, almost bare of lipstick, quivered a little, and he had a sudden impulse to kiss it which startled him.

He smiled suddenly, half at himself. “Well, come on into the lounge if you’re cold,” he said, laughing. “I’ll buy you a drink.”

His amusement, which she did not understand, made her feel childish and flat. She would have liked to punish him by disappearing, but she was sure it would not punish him, that he would have returned into the self-contained solitude which he obviously enjoyed.

He was, however, by no means a recluse, she found after she had followed him into the lounge. He talked easily and well when he wished to, and though reserved about himself, she did learn that he was a mining engineer. That he had just been recalled from an unfinished journey to the Transvaal because the American mining company which had sent him had suddenly collapsed, unable to weather the depression.

Later, Peggy and the two Cornell seniors drifted wanly up from their staterooms and joined them. Peggy was too feeble to express surprise when she saw Amanda sitting with Dart, except to growl that smugness could apparently draw people together when nothing else could, and that people who did not get seasick deserved to be drowned.

Dart laughed, and ordered her a brandy, and remained with them chatting until lunch-time.

From then on he joined the other young people at times, and they all liked him, though the boys deferred a little to his five years’ seniority. Dart was twenty-seven, it developed, and had graduated from the Arizona College of Mines at Tucson. Since then he had worked in mines in Colorado, in Mexico, and this recent brief abortive job in South Africa. Other biographical data appeared casually in the course of conversation. His name was Jonathan Dartland, but he had been known as “Dart” since prep-school days. He had gone to prep school in the East, to Andover. Here a Williams junior pricked up his ears and said that he’d thought the name Dartland was familiar. “Didn’t you win the interscholastic track meet for Andover once?”

Dart said briefly that he had and changed the subject. The Williams boy, who had attended Andover several years after Dart, looked puzzled, as one who is trying to remember. He mentioned this to Amanda later. “Something about that guy—something else I heard at Andover, I mean, beside his name being up in the gym—something sort of screwy, but I can’t get it.”

Amanda did not encourage him. She wanted to know all about Dart, but she wanted no possibly unsympathetic comments from the sidelines. Nor was their relationship progressing. Dart, when he now joined their group, was pleasant with everyone. He did not single out Amanda for special attention. He even seemed to assume that she was paired off with one of the Cornell seniors, and devoted what impersonal gallantries he showed to Peggy, or a little redhead from Memphis who had drifted somehow into their crowd.

On the next to last night out there was a gala dance, humbler replica of the Captain’s dance, taking place three decks up in First Class, and Amanda, while she batted balloons and drank inferior champagne, was actively and consciously miserable. The ship had entered the Gulf Stream now, the air was balmy, and Amanda had worn the most filmy and seductive dress she owned. It was of peacock-blue chiffon trimmed with gold, both colours designed to enhance her eyes and hair. Its effect on the other young men was instantaneous, but from Dart it evoked a long, thoughtful look. From this look she took what comfort she could and prayed that he would ask her to dance. Her prayer was answered presently: because all the others were dancing they were left alone at the table, and there was nothing else for him to do. His reluctance prompted her to schoolgirl gaucherie.

“It won’t be so painful …” she said crossly. “The dances aren’t long. You aren’t by any chance afraid of me, are you?”

Dart considered this remark. Then he laughed. “Sorry if I seem rude. I’m not afraid of you, but I guess I’ve always been wary of your type.”

This remark would have annoyed a saint, and Amanda snapped, “I’m not a type, I’m me, you dope. You have the most insufferable—”

Suddenly Dart put his arm around her, and she felt the faint pressure of his chin on her hair. “Shut up and let’s dance,” he said.

Unlike many tall men, Dart had lightness of foot and perfect muscular control. He also had a superb sense of rhythm. Amanda had little time to note this before she was swept by more compelling emotions. The physical contact with him overpowered her. Her body terrified her by a sensation of melting into him, of identification. The saloon and the other dancers, the lights and the coloured streamers, the gentle creaking of the ship, the honeyed strains of the “Pagan Love Song,” all receded to an opalescent blur. She knew nothing sharply except the feel of Dart’s hand on her waist, of his body against hers.

Surely this violence of physical response could not be one-sided. The very essence of a feeling so primitive was reciprocity. She looked up into his face, and knew from the expression of his eyes as they met hers that she was right.

When the orchestra stopped they both turned silently and went out on deck. Other couples had had the same impulse, and all over the scanty deck space there were murmurs and giggles from the shadows. They moved towards the taffrail and stumbled over Peggy and somebody sitting behind a stanchion, their arms and faces commingled.

Amanda made an involuntary sound of revulsion, and leaned against the rail watching the foaming wake flow back into darkness. Dart put his arm around her and also leaned against the rail. “I’m quite willing to neck too,” he said, “if you want to. I’m sure we’d both enjoy it.”

“Yes,” she said after a moment. “But no. Cheap. Wasn’t there more than this”—she gestured towards the entwined couples behind them—“while we were dancing? It felt beautiful to me—deep—was I wrong?”

Dart glanced at her, removed his arm and lit a cigarette. “No. You weren’t wrong. You’re a sweet thing, Andy.”

“That surprises you?” she said, smiling faintly. “You haven’t liked me, have you? But I liked you from the minute I saw you. I don’t know why exactly.”

Or do I?—she thought. Because, though he isn’t technically handsome, he’s physically so attractive to me? Because he’s different from any man I’ve met? Deeper, more mature? Because I can’t dominate him? But you shouldn’t analyse love. That’s what it is, she thought. Love, but not like the other times I’ve felt it.

Dart, when he chose, had intuition. He said now, “You’ve been in love quite often?” And the edge of indulgent amusement had returned to his voice, cutting the deeper intimacy.

She sighed. “Oh, in a way. The sort of thing everybody does in their teens. And you?”

“Girls—women from time to time. Not love. ‘One word is too often profaned for me to profane it,’ I guess, and, anyway, I don’t much like spilling emotions around. Untidy.”

“Do you have any emotions to be untidy with?” she asked bitterly.

Dart laughed. “Yes,” he said. “I think I do.—Come on, let’s go in and sit some place, unless you’d like to try that German gallop that’s going on in there.”

They did not dance again, nor did they go out on deck, but they stayed together for the rest of the evening, drinking a little and talking of desultory things. Amanda was content with what she could get, and tried not to batter herself against the barrier he had again raised against her. And despite the barrier, there was an encouraging change in their relationship. She knew that he was aware of her now, and twice their eyes met in a long, searching look. This happened late in the evening, after the orchestra had vanished and several of the usual crowd had joined them in a corner of the lounge. One of the German students, a pimply youth in horn-rimmed spectacles, started a beery exposition of the virtues of Aryanism. The Williams junior was a Liberal and said so. He cited the names of famous Jews—what about Mendelssohn, Einstein, Freud? The German countered with contempt. Peggy, looking rumpled and self-conscious, reappeared alone from outside and jumped into the discussion. She brought up the mass psychology of social problems.

Amanda listened vaguely while the arguments ran along familiar tracks. Exceptional Jews but—the follies of racial mixture, and what about the Negro problem? asked the German, with that air of triumph Europeans reserve for this question.

Peggy replied hotly that all intelligent Americans were perfectly aware of it and, anyway, all this racial pro and con was a matter of half-baked emotion, not logic.

Whereupon the Williams junior turned to Dart, who had been sitting silently next to Amanda, and said, “What do you think about all this, Dartland? Which side are you on?”

Dart uncrossed his legs, and Amanda was aware that his body stiffened, but he spoke with amiable calm. “I don’t know that my opinion on racial problems would be very objective, seeing that my mother is a half-breed Indian.”

There was a moment of silence. The German’s jaw dropped. They all stared at Dart. Amanda’s heart jumped. So that’s it—she thought—oh, poor darling … and she burst into speech.

“But, Dart, that’s so different. Indian blood. That’s romantic.”

Dart lifted his eyebrows. “More romantic than Jewish or Negro blood?” he asked.

“But of course it is!” she cried. “People are proud of Indian blood. Think of all the people who boast about being descended from Pocahontas!”

“That’s true,” said Peggy judicially. “Though it’s rather hard to analyse. It’s the only racial mixture that’s respectable in this country. Maybe because we subjugated them, and part of the ‘Lo the poor Indian’ complex, perhaps. Excuse me, Dart. But it’s interesting.”

“Yes, it is,” Dart agreed placidly. “Particularly as it was not at all respectable fifty years ago when my grandfather, Tanosay, murdered my white great-grandparents and abducted my grandmother from a wagon train. Tanosay actually married her, Indian fashion, after a while, but he was an Apache, and neither the Apaches nor the Arizona whites considered the match in the least romantic.” He glanced at Amanda. “My mother, Saba, was born to them, and was raised among the Apaches.”

“Himmel!” said the German student continuing to gape at Dart. “Apaches! It’s fantastic. One has read of them, naturally. So vicious—and how you say—ferocious.”

“Quite,” agreed Dart. “The ‘tigers of the desert.’”

“But that’s ridiculous!” cried Amanda. “There must have been lots of nice ones. Besides, the Americans did dreadful things to the Indians, too. Everybody admits that now.”

She subsided, flushed and disgruntled, because Dart laughed. He patted her hand and said, “Bless you, my child,” but he showed no special appreciation. And yet Amanda had sensed the faintest bravado in his presentation of his Indian ancestry. Had felt that he must have been hurt by it sometimes, and that he had brought out these lurid facts now for her—as a warning.

The German, and the Williams junior, who looked embarrassed, having now recaptured the additional fact about Dart’s Andover background, both fell silent; but Peggy, whose clinical interest was aroused, continued to question eagerly.

“Please forgive me, Dart, but it’s really such an unusual heritage. You weren’t raised on a reservation, were you? What about your father?”

Amanda thought for a second that Dart, having proved whatever point he had set out to prove, was not going to answer, but relapse into his habitual reserve.

“I’d like to know, too,” she said softly, looking up at him.

Dart nodded after a moment. She saw his long body relax.

“Okay,” he said. “Brief biography. My father was Jonathan Dartland, born in Ipswich, Mass., educated at Harvard, became a history professor at Amherst. He was a bachelor, caught T.B., and was sent to the Arizona desert to get well. That was in 1901, when he was about forty. He took an adobe cottage on the desert, and hired an Indian girl from the Indian school to housekeep for him. That was Saba, my mother. They fell deeply in love and got married. I was born in 1905 and educated at home, by my father. When I was thirteen, Father began to fail, the old T.B. broke out, he wanted to see the East again before he died, and he wanted me to go to an eastern school. So the three of us came East. …” He paused a moment. “Father put me in Andover. They went back to Arizona and he died. After my graduation I went to the College of Mines at Tucson. And that’s that.”

From this bold recital Amanda garnered two things. In the slight change of tone as he said, “They fell deeply in love,” the only emotional phrase he had used. So he does believe in love, she thought, and he loved his parents. Especially Saba. She did not know how she knew this, but in the middle of Peggy’s comments—“All that Yankee scholastic strain mixed with the primitive adds up to a definite plus factor, unless of course the environment—”

Amanda said, “I’d love to meet your mother, Dart. I’ve a feeling she’s a wonderful woman.”

Dart looked startled for the first time in her observation of him, and turning his shoulder on Peggy, he looked down into Amanda’s frank and sympathetic eyes. “She is,” he answered seriously. “The Indian half of her predominates. She doesn’t see life as white women do. Lots of things they think important, she doesn’t. She’s very simple, and strong.”

“Do you see her often?” asked Amanda timidly.

“No. She lives on the reservation with her people because she wants to. We don’t need to see each other often, we understand each other. With Indians the silver cord is cut early and thoroughly.”

Peggy, who had been trying to overhear, caught enough of this to branch forth into the Oedipus complex, but Dart got up and held his hand out to Amanda as he had on their first deck meeting. This time she clung to it, unashamed.

“Let’s walk around the deck before we go to bed,” Dart said to her, “or let’s not go to bed at all. I’ve just realized how fast this tub’s steaming towards New York.”

“But you’ll stay in New York awhile, won’t you?” she asked very low as they stepped through the companionway. “I do hope you will.”

Amanda, dozing on Dart’s shoulder in the Ford, heard a dull thump before she saw a long, greyish shape outlined against the darkness of the wash.

“Dart!” she whispered.

He awoke, instantly alert, and simultaneously reached for the flashlight on the seat between them. In the circle of light two little green lamps glared at them, then disappeared.

“Bobcat,” said Dart, switching off the light. “Too small for lion.”

“Oh,” she said. Eyes watching from the darkness. The crouching wilderness filled with invisible life. But to Dart not invisible, not menacing. He understood it.

“Don’t you wish you’d had your gun handy?” she asked, thinking of her father’s delight in hunting expeditions to Canada and duck-shooting in Carolina.

“Why, no,” said Dart, yawning. “I’ve got nothing against that bobcat. There’s no point in killing except for food or because you’re in danger. That’s the law.”

“What law?”

“The law of the wild,” he said, chuckling again. “Live and let live.”

“How about fishing?”

“For food only,” he answered, and she knew that he was laughing at her, but under the laughter there was an inflexibility.

“I don’t see what’s wrong with hunting and fishing for sport, for just plain fun,” she said crossly. “You’re sometimes so set about things. So—so Spartan.”

“My Indian blood, no doubt,” said Dart lightly. “Let’s see if the wash is down enough.” He got out of the car with the flashlight, and when he came back he started the engine. “We’ll just about make it.”

The Ford slithered and chugged and pounded through the soft sand of the creek bed, the water lapped the running boards, but they pulled through and up the other side of the dip.

“Thank goodness, that’s over!” cried Amanda. “On to Lodestone.” She nestled against him again, ashamed of her momentary irritation. “I find I keep thinking about bed in a shameless way. I hope our bed’s decent. Not all straw and lumps like that horror at Lordsburg last night. Beds are so important.”

“Oh, I guess it’s okay,” said Dart, watching ahead for the next wash. If one of them was running, likely there’d be more down here in the valley, though this he forbore to tell Amanda. “I didn’t notice the bed. Was so damn glad to find us any kind of a shack to live in.”

And so was I, she thought. And so damn glad when I finally got those letters from him. Their love had fruited and ripened by letter. After they landed he had lingered five days in New York before going back West. And he had, of course, met her family, Mrs. Lawrence and Jean and George. Each morning Dart had appeared at Mrs. Lawrence’s cluttered little apartment on the edge of Beekman Place, and he had hardly concealed his impatience to get out of it again as quickly as possible, with Amanda.

Poor Mamma, thought Amanda with impatient affection—trying to crowd the treasures garnered through all the affluent years into a three-room walk-up. Most of the contents of the big Greenwich home had had to be sold, of course, but Mrs. Lawrence had clung to the Chippendales and Bouguereaus, the Chinese teakwood tabourets, and the Oriental rugs, and particularly the walnut bedroom suite which she had always shared with her husband.

Dart, Amanda had soon realized, was extraordinarily indifferent to possessions. Indifferent to many things which she had accepted as the natural fabric of life, like shopping and fine restaurants and theatres. During those days in New York they walked miles together. Dart enjoyed walking, and so—after discarding her high heels for a pair of Oxfords—did Amanda, happy to be with him, exploring Central Park and the East River, Chinatown or the Battery, eating at any time or place when they felt hungry, and talking a lot. There was love between them, but little love-making. Only twice during those five days did Dart kiss her, and she, though puzzled and finally a little frightened, had understood that in him reserve and a great strength of passion would permit of no casual intimacies. And she had been—almost—content to wait.

She had suffered through a bitter week after he left for the West, with no word from him except a non-committal postcard received from Chicago.

On the seventh evening after Dart’s leaving, she had been in despair, and Mrs. Lawrence, who had been watching and worrying all week, finally spoke. “Andy darling, PLEASE stop moping. Get dressed and go to the Merrill’s dance with Tim. … He wants you to so much. … Dart’s an interesting young man, but he isn’t worth all this. …” There was much more delivered in Mrs. Lawrence’s sweet, incisive voice. The voice of common sense and convention. She ran down at last, sighed, and glanced at her daughter. She patted her bobbed, still-brownish hair nervously and added, “Besides all that, too. … Well …”

“And besides all that,” said Amanda, “he hasn’t actually asked me to marry him.”

“You’re so pretty, dear,” said Mrs. Lawrence quickly. “You ought to be having lots of gaiety and fun. If only that horrible crash … and when I see those Merrills going on the same, not scratched—just because Roy Merrill developed some sort of a sixth sense or something in September of twenty-nine and got out of the market, while poor Daddy …” She shut her eyes, then shook her head. “There’s no use going back over things, but when I see the Merrills giving a dance like this at the Waldorf …” She broke off and listened to the buzzer in the hall outside. “I guess that’s Tim now, dear, Please be nice to him.”

Amanda had always been nice to Tim and she was still very fond of him. He was a gay and personable young man in his evening clothes, a white carnation winking in his buttonhole, his blond hair gleaming like a helmet above his narrow, pinkish face. But he had gone out of focus for her, and there was no gaiety in her to respond to his, nor any deeper chord of answer for the question in his eyes. She acceded at last to the combined urgings of her mother and Tim, and went off dispiritedly to dress. It was while she was pinning on the lavish orchid corsage Tim had brought her that the phone rang. Long distance from Globe, Arizona. And Dart’s voice, amidst the crackles and fading of the connection, said, “Andy—jobs are mighty scarce out here now, but I think I’ve got one lined up as mine foreman. Shamrock Mine at Lodestone, fifty miles from here, in the Dripping Spring Mountains. Will you marry me?”

“Yes,” said Amanda after a second of silence. Her hand shook on the receiver, and her mother and Tim watched her with identical expressions of dismay as she added, on a breaking quaver, “Did you have any doubts that I would?”

His deep voice answered slowly through the wire, “I wasn’t sure. I can’t offer you much, my dear. Lodestone’s nothing but a tough mining camp. I don’t know if you can be happy.”

“I can,” she said. “If you really want me.”

“I want you.” Then he added, with his usual bluntness, “I had to get back here to be certain. This is my country. I see clear here, but I don’t know if you can.”

“I’ll chance it,” she said.

So she had not gone to the ball with Tim, after all. She had apologized abjectly, and cried a little at the hurt bewilderment in his eyes.

“I can’t, Timmy. I know I’m a beast, but I want to be alone.”

“My God!” said Tim. “You just going to sit here and moon over that guy? He’s in Arizona, for Pete’s sake. Honey, you can still dance, can’t you—even if you are”—he swallowed and flushed—“engaged?”

“I know,” she had said gently. “But I don’t want to go. Forgive me. You’ll have fun, anyway. You always do.”

And he had, apparently, for she heard later that Tim and his special crowd had closed the Stork Club and then taken a ferry ride to breakfast in Staten Island.

During the months before Dart came back East for the wedding, she lived on his letters. They were brief and almost devoid of the endearments which had sprinkled her other love-letters, but there emerged from them, nevertheless, a strength and assurance that made her happy. Once only he mentioned his mother. “I went to see Saba yesterday at San Carlos and told her about you. She was glad I had found a woman I want at last. She seems not very well. I tried to persuade her to go to the Agency doctor there, but she won’t, I’m afraid.” Upon reading that, Amanda had thought—Oh, poor thing, I’ll soon fix that when I meet her; I can persuade her. And yet today, as they had come through part of the reservation, Dart had checked her suggestion that they call on his mother with a brief, “No. Not now.”

Dart came East after Christmas, and they were married on New Year’s Day in Greenwich, Connecticut, at the Walker home.

Mrs. Lawrence, after some weeks of dismay, had achieved resignation, and put her considerable efficiency into giving Amanda the best possible wedding. Over Amanda’s vehement protests she sold the Chippendales and a gold-mesh evening bag which dated from her own honeymoon in Paris. George Walker, badgered by Jean, finally permitted the use of his Greenwich house for the wedding. George was careful of his possessions and of his standing in the community, and he found his sister-in-law’s choice of a husband unpleasantly bizarre. During one of the pre-wedding family conferences he was moved to express his opinion.

“Good Lord, Amanda, if you’ve got to marry a western miner who’s part Indian, why couldn’t you pick one of the Oklahoma Osage boys with an oil-well, at least? This guy’ll never make a nickel. No ambition.”

“I don’t mind being poor,” said Amanda, smiling and politely sipping George’s bathtub-gin Martini. Nothing from the outside affected her during this time. … She dwelt in a golden secret room with her love.

“You don’t know a damn thing about it,” snapped George. “You’ve never been poor—yet.”

Neither have you, thought Amanda, looking around the Walker’s pine-panelled living-room.

“We don’t want the papers to get hold of this Indian thing,” said George, pouring himself another Martini. “People’d think it very queer.”

“They did get hold of it once,” said Mrs. Lawrence, smiling. “Here’s a letter I just got from Aunt Amanda.”

“You told her about Dartland!” exclaimed George, frowning.

“Of course. I asked her to the wedding—with slightly venal motives, I admit. She ought to do something handsome for Andy, after we inflicted that name on the poor baby.”

Jean had been upstairs reading Sally Lou a bedtime story; she entered the living-room in time for her mother’s speech. “Aunt Amanda never has crashed through yet,” she said, pouring herself a cocktail. “I wouldn’t count on it. George, you look cross. What are you worrying about now? I said we’d take care of all the wedding arrangements. You won’t have to bother.” Jean was a brisk and handsome young matron, who ran her house without effort, played excellent bridge and golf, and never neglected her duties towards her husband and child. Only Amanda suspected that she was sometimes devastatingly bored.

“Here’s the letter—” said Mrs. Lawrence, and began to read from the sharp spidery writing. “… I found your news about little Amanda most interesting. I had some acquaintance with Professor Dartland years ago when he was teaching at Amherst College, and was later dismayed, as were all his friends, by his extraordinary marriage. I met the woman once when he brought her East just before the war. Some of the ladies on Beacon Hill ‘took her up’—as a novelty, I dare say. Mrs. Ransome gave a reception for her. I’m bound to admit that there was nothing outré about Mrs. Dartland, no feathers or strange costume. She wore a plain black dress. She was tall and very quiet. We all urged her to give a little talk about her strange life and Indian customs, but she would not.

“She did not seem to enjoy the party, and as I remember they left very early, which I thought most ungracious. I enclose a clipping from the Transcript about her. I do not consider the Dartland boy a suitable match for Amanda (though I have no expectation that my opinion will be heeded), but I’m bound to admit that on his father’s side the background is impeccable. The Dartlands came over with the Winthrop fleet in 1630. I thank you for your invitation to the wedding, but my age and sciatica make it quite impossible for me to leave Boston.”

Mrs. Lawrence folded the letter and there was a silence.

“Well,” said Jean, “that’s that. No dice. No present either, I guess. Let’s see the clipping, Mother.”

Mrs. Lawrence extracted a yellowed column of newscript. It was headed “Indian Princess visits Boston.” There followed a highly sentimental account of Professor Dartland’s marriage to a tender-hearted Indian princess called Saba, who had nursed him devotedly and saved him from the perils of the desert. Saba, the paper said, was the daughter of a great Apache king, who had in his turn rescued a little white girl from his savage retainers, whereupon love had shown him the error of his evil ways, so he had married her and become a devout convert to Christianity. Saba was described as being “quite dainty in her beaded buckskin costume, and lisping in charming broken English, her wide eyes dazzled by the wonders of civilization.” The whole flight of fancy was characterized in the last paragraph as a “touching romance linking blue-bloods of the white and red races.”

“Thus producing a revolting shade of purple,” cried Amanda violently. “How Dart must have hated all that. And poor Mrs. Dartland.”

“Well, I don’t know …” said George thoughtfully. “It makes it sound better, though thank heaven there’s no question of Dartland’s mother coming to the wedding. But if anyone asks questions, we can show them that clipping.”

“We will not,” cried Amanda. “It’s a sickening mess of sticky lies. It makes Saba sound like a half-witted freak. Tanosay, her father, wasn’t any king; he was one of many chiefs, he didn’t do any rescuing, and he never was converted to Christianity. Dart’s told me that much.”

“So much the worse, then,” said George. “But I see no reason for not putting the best foot forward. I’m not intolerant, I believe.”

“Oh, well—stop fussing, old boy,” said Jean rising. “It’ll be a very small wedding. Andy seems to love him, so that’s that. And Dart’s very nice.”

Amanda looked quickly at her sister and then at George. Had there been a note of unconscious envy in Jean’s voice?

The Ford bumped around the corner of a cliff, and Amanda opened her eyes and stretched her cramped legs.

“There’s the Gila, down there,” said Dart, and his voice expressed an affectionate satisfaction which surprised her, though she was later to find how personal and beloved were the few Arizona rivers.

“Where?” she asked, craning over him to see nothing but a drop of black canyon on the left. “I guess I was asleep. I was dreaming about our wedding.”

“Lot of speculative faces and too much champagne,” said Dart laughing, and pushing into low for the steep climb through the canyon. “Thank God, it’s over.”

“Didn’t you get any exalted moments out of it at all?” she asked after a moment. “How about our nuptial vows?”

“The vows are fine, but I don’t much like labelling my feelings in public. Mating is a private business. … Here’s the Lodestone turn-off.” He threw the flivver into reverse, backed to the edge of the cliff, then turned right, apparently into the mountain.

At once the jiggling to which she had become accustomed turned into bounces. The dirt road, fortunately dry, narrowed to the width of a car and a half, and pointed straight up into the sky. Amanda bit her lip and clung to the top of the car door. “Is this the only road to Lodestone?” she asked after several tense moments.

“Sure,” said Dart. “The ore trucks make it every day, unless it’s wet.”

“What happens if you meet another car?”

“Oh, somebody backs up to a turn-out. You’ll get used to the mountains.”

“Yes, of course.” Only twelve miles of this, she thought, why, that’s nothing—and a hundred more back of this since we’ve seen a town, added a sharp little voice in her head. It certainly would be good to get there, to get to Lodestone. After all, six hundred people lived there. There would be lights and houses and shops, a self-contained little island in the mountains. There was even a hospital and a school and a Catholic chapel, Dart had told her. These things made a nucleus of civilization. She had, in New York, been almost disappointed to hear of them, detracting as they did from the thrill of pioneering. A long twelve miles, with the Lizzie in low most of the time, though, and around each corner she strained her eyes to peer ahead for the lights of Lodestone.

But when they rounded the last curve and the little canyon widened a trifle, and Dart said, “There she is,” she saw no lights yet. She saw the dim shapes of little shacks, higgledy-piggledy in the gloom of the hillside. Some of them seemed to be made of adobe and some of wood. Their corrugated-iron roofs gleamed dully in the car lights, then flattened into darkness and silence.

“Is this all?” she whispered. “They look so deserted.”

“Some of them are,” said Dart; “though the real ghost town’s up the canyon towards the mine. But we’ll run down Creek Street, so you can get the lay of the place. It straggles, you know; no room in the gulch for neat city planning.”

Amanda was silent as Dart drove slowly down the main street. Here there were a dozen buildings, slightly larger than the cabins they had passed, but exhibiting the same air of dilapidated impermanence. There was one two-story building which said, “Miners’ Union Hall” in black letters across the front of a false gable; next to this a smaller frame box labelled, “Pottner’s General Store,” then a dimly lit saloon, unlabelled in deference to Prohibition, but from the back room there came the only sounds in Lodestone: men’s voices uplifted in argument, the ping of slot machines, and the feeble jangle of a piano playing “The Sheik.” Then another string of dark fronts and another saloon, whereupon the road ended in the mountain-side and a thicket of cholla cactus.

“Thriving metropolis,” said Amanda, trying to laugh. “I guess I won’t get lost. And where is our particular mansion?”

“Up the mine road a bit—we’ll take a short cut through Back Lane.” Dart turned the car, and they jounced over some well-worn ruts on the desert floor, then climbed a sharp rise. “This lane’s not respectable, by the way,” said Dart, laughing suddenly. “Don’t ever walk through it alone, you might get contaminated.”

“Why?” she said, staring at four tiny cabins set in a prim row like toy houses; above each miniature doorway there hung a red bulb.

“Cribs,” said Dart. “Where the ladies of the town take care of the miners’ needs.”

She stared at the four little cabins with the fascinated interest harlotry arouses in the purest female breast and, momentarily diverted from her growing dismay, she said, “But their lights are all dark, too.”

Dart shrugged. “Miners mostly don’t have any money except on pay-nights.” The Ford turned west and climbed a block. He waved his hand towards another huddle of greyish shapes. “Bosses’ Row—town society lives in these. That bigger one on the corner is the Mabletts’—mine superintendent.”

She registered a change in his voice as he mentioned this name, but her entire intelligence was marshalled to combat an engulfing bleakness. It was not precisely because the town and these “best houses” were so small and starkly unpainted, dwarfed, not only by the mountain wall behind them, but even by the giant saguaro cacti which towered above them like menacing fingers pointing to the blacker sky.

It was more of a loneliness, a forlorn helplessness to withstand the vast impersonality about her. Lodestone, from which she had hoped so much, had not withstood. This huddle of puny shacks and silence did not constitute even a toehold against the encroachments of the alien force. I’m too tired, she thought, and hungry. This terror, this loneliness, is physical. Things always look worse at night.

“Buck up, Andy,” Dart said, putting his hand on her knee. “You’ll get used to it.”

“Yes. Yes,” she said, comforted at once, for how could she be lonely when she had Dart, who understood sometimes when you least expected it.

“The place was much bigger, of course, during the boom before 1900,” he went on half apologetically; “up the road another half a mile there’s lots of big houses still, all falling to pieces. That’s the ghost town where Madame Cunningham lives in her thirty-room mansion.”

“Oh?” said Amanda.

“I wrote you about her. She’s been a good friend to me. Strange old lady, used to be a Creole singer. Her husband, Red Bill Cunningham, struck it rich here, located this mine. He built her a palace in the wilderness. She won’t leave it. She’s not really so strange though,” he added thoughtfully. “She has vision.”

Amanda sighed. “Dart, dear—aren’t we nearly to our place?”

“Yes. Right beyond the Company hospital there.”

She looked at the Company hospital, and saw a two-story, unpainted six-room house, with a light in an unshaded downstairs window. A man was sitting by the window in an arm-chair. His head was thrown back and he seemed to be asleep.

“That’s the doctor. Hugh Slater. Probably drunk,” said Dart indifferently. “He often is. But a swell guy when he’s sober.”

“That’s nice,” said Amanda. She saw the little square wooden shanty with a slanting stovepipe that was the only dwelling beyond the hospital, and prayed that it wasn’t theirs. Dart stopped the car in front of the shanty and opened the car door.

“You’re supposed to”—she said—“carry the bride over the doorstep—” She heard her voice rise high and shut her mouth tight. Dart grinned, picked her up, and carried her up the path. He kicked open the door and set her down on a linoleum-covered floor. Then he lit a kerosene lamp. “Electricity doesn’t run past the hospital yet, but it’s a strong, well-built little shack; only decent one I could find for the money. Someday I hope we can get some plumbing in.”

“There isn’t any plumbing?” she asked in a small careful voice.

“Oh, there’s a sink with a hand pump in the kitchen, but I’m afraid there’s also an outhouse in the back.” He looked at her ruefully.

“That’s all right,” she said. “I’ve used those camping in Maine. I hope it has a crescent in the door.” She walked very slowly around the two rooms, while Dart held the lamp. In the kitchen there was an iron sink, a kerosene two-burner stove, and a chipped enamel table. In the other room there was a bureau, a red overstuffed rocker with a tattered antimacassar, an enamel chair from which the paint had peeled in leprous scars, a round table, and the bed. The bedstead was of brass, with one knob missing from the headboard. The mattress lay exposed in all its nakedness of lumps and stained ticking.

Amanda sat down on the edge of the bed and looked at Dart. He put the lamp on the table and sat beside her. “It does look pretty bad. I’m sorry.” He leaned over and kissed her on the mouth.

She caught her breath and gave him a wan smile. She was thinking of the embroidered table linens her mother had given her, of the three pairs of monogrammed sheets Mrs. Lawrence had insisted on including in the trousseau. Suddenly she stiffened, peering at the walls by the flickering light of the lamp. “What are those, Dart?” she cried; “those pictures on the walls? It looks like a girl with bloomers, and a woman in corsets.”

Dart examined the wall. He came and sat beside her again. “I’m afraid, my child, that our house is papered with pages from the Sears Roebuck catalogue.”

She stared at his rueful face, then at the walls again, then she fell over on the bed, shaking with laughter. “It’s all right, darling—” she choked. “It’ll be all right tomorrow, we’ll transform the place. It just needs paint, and some new furniture … I know.”

Dart looked down at the flushed face and wet eyes under the childish tousle of short gold hair, and neither his love nor his keen sense of justice prevented a flash of misgiving. So she was, after all, disappointed in Lodestone and in the home he had provided for her; she did not know how scarce was any decent housing in a mining camp, where uncertainty and impermanence pervaded every act and thought. She had no appreciation of the importance of his job, or his luck in finding one so challenging now when most of the mines were shutting down. She did not know that no matter how much one does oneself, paint and furniture still cost money, and that a salary of $160 a month will not cover extras, when there is a loan to be repaid and living costs are so high in isolated mining towns.

He had told her these things, and she had agreed with the enthusiastic charm which was one of her greatest attractions, but she did not know. She would learn, of course. He sighed, regretting that a creature so delightfully compounded of emotion and romantic illusions must be tethered. The word “tethered” echoed unpleasantly in his mind. He put his arms around her, holding her close to him. Her little hysteria had passed and they were both silent, pressed against each other for a long moment. Then he went back to the car to start the hauling in of their luggage.
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