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O YOUTH
AND BEAUTY!

A'r THE TAG END of nearly every long, large Saturday-
night party in the suburb of Shady Hill, when almost
everybody who was going to play golf or tennis in
the morning had gone home hours ago and the ten or
twelve people remaining seemed powerless to bring the
evening to an end although the gin and whiskey were run-
ning low, and here and there a woman who was sitting out
her husband would have begun to drink milk; when every-
body had lost track of time, and the baby-sitters who were
waiting at home for these dichards would have long since
stretched out on the sofa and fallen into a deep sleep, to
dream about cooking-contest prizes, ocean voyages, and
romance; when the bellicose drunk, the crapshooter, the
pianist, and the woman faced with the expiration of her
hopes had all expressed themselves; when every pro-
posal-—to go to the Farquarsons’ for breakfast, to go
swimming, to go and wake up the Townsends, to go here
and go there—died as soon as it was made, then Trace
Bearden would begin to chide Cash Bentley about his age
and thinning hair. The chiding was preliminary to moving
the living-room furniture. Trace and Cash moved the
tables and the chairs, the sofas and the fire screen, the
woodbox and the footstool; and when they had finished,
you wouldn’t know the place. Then if the host had a
revolver, he would be asked to produce it. Cash would
take off his shoes and assume a starting crouch behind a
sofa. Trace would fire the weapon out of an open window,
and if you were new to the community and had not un-
derstood what the preparations were about, you would
then realize that you were watching a hurdle race. Over
the sofa went Cash, over the tables, over the fire screen
and the woodbox. It was not exactly a race, since Cash

ran it alone, but it was extraordinary to see this man of -

forty surmount so many obstacles so gracefully. There was

not a piece of furniture in Shady Hill that Cash could not
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~ take in his stride. The race ended with cheers, and

presently the party would break up.

Cash was, of course, an old track star, but he was never
aggressive or tiresome about his brilliant past. The college
where he had spent his youth had offered him a paying job

“on the alumni council, but he had refused it, realizing that

that part of his life was ended. Cash and his wife, Louise,
had two children, and they lived in a mediam-cost ranch
house on Alewives Lane. They belonged to the country
club, although they could not afford it, but in the case of
the Bentleys nobody ever pomted this out, and Cash was
one of the best-liked men in Shady Hill. He was still slen-
der—he was careful about his weight—and he walked to
the train in the morning with a light and vigorous step
that marked him as an athlete. His hair was thin, and
there wers mornings when his eyes looked bloodshot, but
this did not detract much from a charming quality of stub-
born youthfulness. _ ,
In business Cash had suffered reverses and disappoint-
ments, and the Bentleys had many money worries. They
were always late with their tax payments and their mort-
gage payments, and the drawer of the hall table was
stuffed with unpaid bills; it was always touch and go with
the Bentleys and the bank. Louise looked pretty enough on
Saturday night, but her life was exacting and monotopous.
In the pockets of her suits, coats, and dresses there were

~ little wads and scraps of paper on which was written:

“Oleomargarine, frozen spinach, Kleenex, dog biscuit,
hamburger pepper, lard . . .” When she was still half
awake in the morning, she was putting on the water for
coffee and diluting the frozen orange juice. Then she
would be wanted by the children. She would crawl under
the bureau on her hands and knees to find a sock for
Toby. She would lie flat on her belly and wiggle under the

' bed (getting dust up her nose) to find a shoe for Rachel.

Then there were the housework, the laundry, and the
cooking, as well as the demands of the children. There al-
ways seemed to be shoes to put on and shoes to take off,
snowsuits to be zipped and unzipped, bottoms to be wiped,
tears to be dried, and when the sun went down (she saw it
set from the kitchen window) there was the supper to be
cooked, the baths, the bedtime story, and the Lord’s

2



| Prayer. With the sonorous words of the Our Father in a
darkened room the children’s day was over, but the day

was far from over for Louise Bentloy. There were the darn- °

ing, the mending, and some ironing to do, and after six-
teen years of housework she did not seem able to escape
her chores even while she slept. Snowsuits, shoes, baths,
and groceries seemed to have permeated her subconscious.
- Now and then she would speak in her sleep—so loudly that
she woke her husband. “I can’t afford veal cutlets,” she said

. one night. Then she sighed uneasily and was quiet again,

By the standards of Shady Hill, the Bentleys were a
happily married couple, but they had their ups and downs.
Cash could be very touchy at times. When he came home
after a bad day at the office -and found that Louise, for
some good reason, had not started supper, he would be

ugly. “Oh, for Christ sake!” he would say, and go into the *

kitchen and heat up some frozen food. He drank some
whiskey to relax himself during this ordeal, but it never
seemed to relax him, and he usually burned the bottom
out of a pan, and when they sat down for supper the din-
ing space would be full of smoke. It was only a question
of time before they were plunged into-a bitter quarrel.
Louise would run upstairs, throw herself onto the bed and
sob. Cash would grab the whiskey bottle and dose himself.
These rows, in spite of the vigor with which Cash and
Louise entered into them, were the source of a great deal

of pain for both of them. Cash would sleep downstairs on

. the sofa, but sleep never repaired the damage, once the
trouble had begun, and if they met in the morning, they
would be at one another’s throats in a second. Then Cash
would leave for the train, and, as soon as the children had
been taken to nursery school, Louise would put on her
coat and cross the grass to the Beardens' house. She would
cry into a cup of warmed-up coffee and tell Lucy Bearden
her troubles. What was the meaning of marriage? What

was the meaning of love? Lucy always suggested that

Louise get a job. It would give her emotional and financial
independence, and that, Lucy said, was what she needed.
The next night, things would get worse. Cash would not
come home for dinner at all, but would stumble in at
about eleven, and the whole sordid wrangle would be re-
peated, with Louise going to bed in tears upstairs and
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Cash again stretching out on the living-room sofa. After a '3
few days and nights of this, Louise would decide that she
was at the end of her rope. She would decide to go and

‘stay with her married sister in Mamaroneck. She usually

chose a Saturday, when Cash would be at home, for her
departure. She would pack a suvitcase and get her War
Bonds from the desk. Then she would take a bath and put
on her best slip, Cash, passing the bedroom door, would
see her. Her slip was transparent, and suddenty he was all
repentance, tenderness, charm, wisdom, and love. “Oh, my
darling!” he would groan, and when they went downstairs
to get a bite to eat about an hour later, they would be
sighing and making cow eyes at one another; they would
be the happiest married couple in the whole eastern
United States, It was usually at about this time that Lucy
Bearden turned up with the good news that she had found
a job for Louise. Lucy would ring the doorbell, and Cash,
wearing a bathrobe, would let her in. She would be brief
with Cash, naturally, and hurry into the dining room to
tell poor Louise the good news. “Well, that’s very nice of
you to have looked,” Louise would say wanly, “but T don’t
think that I want a job any more. I don’t think that Cash
wants me to work, do you, sweetheart? Then she would
turn her big dark eyes on Cash, and you could practically
smell smoke. Lucy would excuse herself hurriedly from
this scene of depravity, but never left with any hard
feelings, because she had been married for nineteen years

. herself and she knew that every union has its ups and

downs. She didn’t seem to leave any wiser, either; the next
time the Duatleys quarreled, she would be just as intent as
ever on getting Louise a job. But these quarrels and reun-
ions, like the hurdle race, didn’t seem to lose their inter-
est through repetition.

ON A SATURDAY NIGHT in the spring, the Farquarsons
gave the Bentleys an anniversary party. It was their seven-
teenth anniversary. Saturday afternoon, Louise Bentley put
herself through preparations nearly as arduous as the
Monday wash. She rested for an hour, by the clock, with
her feet high in the air, her chin in a sling, and her eyes
bathed in some astringent solution. The clay packs, the too
tight girdle, and the plucking and curling and painting that
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went on were all aimed at rejuvenation. Feeling in the end
that she had not been entirely successful, she tied a piece
of veiling over her eyes—but she was a lovely woman, and

all the cosmetics that she had struggled with seemed, like

her veil, to be drawn transparently over a face where ma-
ture beauty and a capacity for wit and passion were undis-
guisable. The Farquarsons’ party was nifty, and the
Bentleys had a wonderful time. The only person who
drank too much was Trace Bearden. Late in the party, he
began to chide Cash about his thinning hair and Cash
good-naturedly began to move the furniture around. Harry
Farquarson had a pistol, and Trace went out onto the ter-
race to fire it up at the sky. Over the sofa went Cash, over
the end table, over the arms of the wing chair and the fire
screen. It was a piece of carving on a chest that brought
him down, and down he came like a ton of bricks.

Louise screamed and ran to where he lay. He had cut a
gash in his forehéad, and someone made a bandage to stop
the flow of blood. When he tried to get up, he stumbled
and Tell again, and his face turned. a terrible green. Harry
telephoned Dr, Parminter, Dr. Hopewell, Dr. Altman, and
Dr. Barnstable, but it was two in the morning and none of
them answered. Finally, a Dr. Yerkes—a total stranger—
agreed to come. Yerkes was a young man—he did not
seem old enough to be a doctor—and he looked around at
the disordered room and the anxious company. as if there
was something weird about the scene. He got off on the
wrong foot with Cash. “What seems to be the matter, old-
timer?” he asked,

Cash’s leg was broken. The doctor put a splint on it,
. and Harry and Trace carried the injured man out to the
doctor’s car. Louise followed them in her own car to the
hospital, where Cash was bedded down in a ward. The
doctor gave Cash a sedative, and Louise kissed him and
drove home in the dawn,

CAsH was in the hospital for two weeks, and when he
came home he walked with a crutch and his broken leg
was in a heavy cast. It was another ten days before he
could limp to the morning train. “I won’t be able to run
the hurdle race any more, sweetheart,” he told Louise
sadly. She said that it didn’t matter, but while it didn’t
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