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BOOK 1

I

On the pleasant shore of the French
Riviera, about half way between Mar-
seilles and the Italian border, stands a
large, proud, rose-colored hotel. Palms
cool its flushed facade, and before it
stretches a short dazzling beach.
Lately it has become! a summer resort
of notable and fashionable people; a
decade ago it was almost deserted after
its English clientele went north in
April. Now, many bungalows are near
it, but when this story begins? only a
dozen old villas rotted like water lilies
among the pines between Gausse’s
Hotel des Etrangers® and Cannes, five
miles away.

A mile from the sea is an isolated
railroad stop, where one June morning
in 1925 a woman and her daughter ar-
rived and went down to Gausse’s Hotel.
The mother’s face was of a fading pret-
tiness. However, one’s eye moved on
quickly to her daughter®, who had
magic in her pink cheeks lit to a love-
ly flame. Her fine forehead sloped gen-
tly up to where her hair burst into
waves of ash blonde and gold. Her eyes
were bright, big, clear, wet, and shin-
ing. Her body was on the last edge of

* Gausse’s Hotel des Etrangers — Orens gis
nHocTpaHIeB ['occa

BOOK 1

! amo [mecmo] cmano
31ech UCIIOJIb3YeTCs
Present Perfect st 06o-
3HAYEHUST POU3OILEIIIe-
IO B IIPOLILIOM JIENCTBHSI,
pe3ysibTaT KOTOPOro Ba-
KEH JIJIT HACTOSIIIETO, CM.
rc4i.

? Kkoz20a navunaemcs sma
ucmopus

31ech MCIONB3YeTCsT
Present Simple m1st mpu-
JIAHUST KUBOCTH ITOBE-
CTBOBaHMIO B ITPOILILIOM,
cm. I'C 34.

3 gcaxuii nocnewua 0ot
nepeeecmu 632440 Ha 004b
MecTtoumMmeHue one ymo-
TpebsieTcs AJ1s1 0003Ha-
YeHUsI HEOTIPEIeIEHHOTO
mua, cM. I'C 12.
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* Ham ne nonpasumcs 3mo
Mecmo

Koncrtpykuwus fo be going
fo yIIoTpeOIIsIeTCs st
BBIpaXeHMsI TIPOTHO30B,
Kak TpaBuIIo, HebJaro-
npusTHBIX, cM. ['C 37.

5 umo-mo 3ayyennoe
[1puyactre mporeaero
BpeMeHM remembered siB-
JISIeTCS1 TIPaBbIM OIpene-
JIeHHEM K MECTOMMEHHUIO
something, cm. T'C 16.

¢ droxcuna arodeii cuoena
noo0 noaocamoimu 30Hmu-
Kamu

B aTOM npemioxeHun
HCTIOJIb3yeTCsT BpeMst Past
Continuous, KoTopoe
0003HayaeT AeicTBuIE,
TIPOMCXOIUBIIIEE B OTIPe-
NeJIEHHBIM MOMEHT B
nporutoM (Korma Pos-
Map¥ MPUIILIA Ha TS ),
cm. I'C 39.

7 oGuapycus, wmo mam
MeKo, OHa nowLAa 6nepéo.
IIpuyacTrie HacTOSIIIIETO
BpeMeHH finding BXOTUT

B COCTaB IIPUYACTHOTO
000pOTa, SIBISIOIIETOCS
00CTOSITETLCTBOM TTPH-
YUHBI U 3aKaHYMBAIO-
LLIETO TPeIOXKEHUE, CM.
I'C15.

8 avicoui myxcuuna ...
GHUMAMeEAbHO cMOmpen
Ha Heé.

3mech UCTIIOIb3YeTCs
Bpems Past Continuous,
KOTOpOe 0003HavaeT neii-
CTBHE, IPOUCXOIUBIILIEE B
OIpeneEHHbII MOMEHT B
nponutoM (korna Po3ma-
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childhood — she was almost eighteen
but the dew was still on her.

The mother said:

“Something tells me we’re not going
to like this place.*”

“I want to go home anyhow,” the
girl answered.

“We’ll stay three days and then go
home. I’ll wire right away for steamer
tickets.”

At the hotel the girl made the res-
ervation in idiomatic French, like
something remembered®. When they
got their room on the ground floor she
walked through the French windows”
and out a few steps onto the stone
veranda that ran around the hotel.
When she walked she carried herself
like a ballet dancer. Fifty yards away
the Mediterranean yielded up its pig-
ments, moment by moment, to the
brutal sunshine.

Of all the region only the beach
stirred with activity. Three British
nannies sat knitting. Closer to the sea
a dozen persons were sitting under
striped umbrellas®, while their dozen
children pursued fish in water or lay
naked in the sun.

Rosemary came onto the beach, took
off her bathrobe and dashed into the
sea. She floated face down for a few
yards and finding it shallow walked
forward’. When it was about breast
high, she looked back toward shore: a
bald man® with a hairy chest in a
monocle and a pair of tights was look-

“French windows — okHa 110 moJ1a ¢ BEpPbLIO
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ing at her attentively®. As Rosemary
saw it, the man poured himself a glass
of something from a bottle in his hand.

Rosemary laid her face on the wa-
ter and swam to the raft. Reaching it
she was out of breath®, but a tanned
woman with very white teeth looked
down at her, and Rosemary, suddenly
realizing the whiteness of her own body,
turned on her back and swam toward
shore. The hairy man holding the bot-
tle!? spoke to her as she came out with
a slow Oxford drawl. “You’re a fine
swimmer.”

Rosemary looked for a place to
sit.!! Obviously each family possessed
the strip of sand immediately in front
of its umbrella; besides there was much
visiting and talking!? — the atmos-
phere of a community which did not
welcome a stranger. Farther up sat a
group with bodies as white as her
own.!? They lay under small hand-
parasols instead of beach umbrellas
and had obviously spent less time at
the place. Between the dark people
and the light, Rosemary found room
and spread out her peignoir on the
sand.

Lying so, she first heard their
voices. A white-haired woman in full
evening dress, obviously worn since the
previous evening!*, with a tiara on her
head was saying something in a shrill
scornful voice. Rosemary, feeling a
vague antipathy to her and her com-
panions, turned away.

Nearest her, on the other side, a
young woman lay under a roof of um-

® © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 000 000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 000000000 0

DM MTOCMOTpeJia B CTOPOHY
oepera), cm. I'C 39.

° Ona 3anvixaiaco, 00N116
00 He2o

[Tpuyactue HacTOSIIIIETO
BpeMeHH reaching, Ha-
YUHaloIIee Mpe1IoKeHHE,
BXOJIMT B COCTAB IPUYACT-
HOTro 000pOTa, SIBJISIIONIEe-
rocst 06CTOSATENILCTBOM
npuunbl, cM. ['C 15.

10" Boaocamovui myxcuuna,
depycawguii Oymolaxy
[MpuyacTtue HacTosIIErO
BpeMeHU holding BXonuT

B COCTaB MPUYACTHOTO
000pOTa, SBISIOIIETOCS
oTipeieIeHUEM K CyIIle-
CTBUTEJIBHOMY /MaH, CM.
I'C 15.

' Posmapu uckaaa mecmo,
20e oHa mozaa Obl npu-
cecntb.

HWudunutus fo sit IBSI-
€TCsI oTpene/IeHIeEM K
CYILIECTBUTENILHOMY place
Y TIEPEBOAUTCS TIPUIATOY-
HBIM TIPEIUTOKEHUEM, CM.
Irc52.

12 6b110 MHO20 nEpexodos
om o0Holi epynnbl K Opyeoil
U paze060pos

31ech UCIIOJIb3YETCST KOH-
CTpYKLMS there is/are, CM.
I'C 54.

Visiting v talking — re-
DPYHIUM, KOTOPBIE YIIO-
TPeOJISIIOTCS] aHAIOTUYHO
CYILIECTBUTENLHBIM B
KOHCTPYKIIUU there is/are,
o repyHauu cMm. I'C 53.

3 laavme cudeaa epynna
arodeii ¢ maxoii jce He3azo-
peAoli Kodcell, KaK y Heé.
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Farther — cpaBHUTeIbHAS
CTeNeHb MpuiaraTesib-
Horo far. [lanee B aToM
TIPEATIOXKEHUU UCTIONb-
3yeTcsl CPaBHUTEIbHAS
KOHCTPYKIIUS as white as,
cm. I'C 13.

14 ¢ seueprnem napsde,
04€6UOHO He CHAMOM C
npouL10eo éexepa
[1puyactue npormien-
Iero BpeMEHU Worn ¢
3aBUCUMbBIMU CJIOBAMH (C
MPUYACTHBIM 0OOPOTOM)
SIBIISIETCS OTpeieTIeHueEM
K CYILIECTBUTETbHOMY
dress, cM. T'C 16.

5 oxcenwguna, xomopyro
Posmapu éudeaa na naomy
OnpeneauteTbHOE TIPY-
JMaTOYHOE TIPeUIOKEHNE
MPUCOEANHSETCS K IJIaB-
HoMy 6e3 colo3a, B pyc-
CKOM TepeBo/Ie YIOTpe-
0J15IETCSI COI03HOE CI0BO
xomopuuii. Past Perfect B
MPUIATOYHOM TIPeTOXKe-
HUU yIOTpeOIsieTcs st
0003HaYEHMSI ICUCTBUS,
TIPOUCXOIMBILIETO paHee
KaKoTro-TO MOMEHTa B
nporutoM (Korma Po3ma-
PU pasIIsiabIBaia CBOMX
coceJieit 1o TUISIKY), CM.
I'C42.

1 Myxcuuna ... 2060pauguil
4Mmo-mo o4eHb cepbé3Ho
M01000MY 4eA06€KY 6 4eép-
HbIX nAaeKax.

IIpuyacTuie HaCTOSIIIETO
BpeMeHM falking oOpa3syer
TPUYACTHBIN 060POT, SIB-
JISTIOIIIUIACS OTIpeeIeH -
€M K CYLIeCTBUTETTHHOMY
man, cm. I'C 15.
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brellas making out a list of things from
a book open on the sand. She had a
string of creamy pearls round her neck.
Her face was hard and lovely. Her eyes
met Rosemary’s but did not see her.
Beyond her was a fine man in a jockey
cap and red tights; then the woman
Rosemary had seen on the raft!%; then
a man with a long face and a golden,
leonine head, with blue tights and no
hat, talking very seriously to a young
man in black tights.!® She thought they
were mostly Americans, but something
made them unlike the Americans she
had known before.!”

The man of the monocle and bottle
spoke suddenly out of the sky above
Rosemary.

“My name is Campion. Here is a
lady who says she saw you in Sorrento
last week and knows who you are and
would so like to meet you.”

Looking around with annoyance
Rosemary saw the untanned people
were waiting. She got up and went over
to them.

“Mrs. Abrams — Mrs. McKisco —
Mr. McKisco — Mr. Dumphry —”

“We know who you are,” spoke up
the woman in evening dress. “You’re
Rosemary Hoyt and I recognized you
in Sorrento and asked the hotel clerk
and we all think you’re perfectly mar-
vellous and we want to know why you’re
not back in America making another
marvellous moving picture.”

The woman continued:

“We wanted to warn you about get-
ting burned the first day.'®”
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Rosemary looked at them all un-
comfortably: Mrs. McKisco, a pretty
young woman with an intensive manner,
Mr. Dumphry, a young man, stout Mrs.
Abrams, wishing her mother had come
down here with her!®. She did not like
these people, especially in comparison
with those who had interested her at
the other end of the beach. Her moth-
er’s social gift got them out of unwel-
come situations swiftly and firmly. But
Rosemary had been a celebrity for only
six months?°, and sometimes the French
manners of her early childhood and the
democratic manners of America made
a certain confusion and let her in just
such uncomfortable situations.

Mr. McKisco, freckle-and-red man
of thirty turned to Rosemary and de-
manded aggressively:

“Been here long?”

“Only a day.”

“Oh.”

“Going to stay all summer??'” asked
Mrs. McKisco.

Without waiting for an answer??
Mr. McKisco got up to go in the water,
followed by his wife, and Rosemary
followed, too.

“Shall we go to the raft?2” Mr.
McKisco asked.

The man with the leonine head lay
stretched out upon the raft and he
greeted them as they reached it.

He had one of the saddest faces
Rosemary had ever seen?®, the high
cheekbones of an Indian, a long upper
lip, and enormous deep-set dark golden
eyes. In a minute he had dived into

® © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 000 000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 000000000 0

7" amepuranuybt, Komopoix

OHa 3HaAa 0o 3moeo.

Past Perfect B mpunaTou-
HOM TIpEeIUTOKEHUH YITO-
TpeOsieTcs A1t 0003HAa-
YeHUsI IeCTBUSI, TTPOKC-
XOIMBILETO paHee KaKoro-
TO MOMEHTA B TIPOIILIOM
(xorma Po3mapu yBuaena
Ha IUISIKe aMepUKaHIIeB),
cm. I'C42.

18 Mot xomeau npedynpe-
oumbs eac, ¥mo 6 nepewlii
OeHb MOXCHO 0020pemb.
getting burned — repyHauiA,
YITOTPeOISIEMBIii TTOCTIE
npenyiora about. Ero Mox-
HO pacCMaTpUBAaTh Kak
pPa3TOBOPHBIN BapUaHT
MacCUBHOTO repyHaus. B
TTAHHOM CITyJae TepyHIMIO
B PYCCKOM $I3bIKE COOT-
BETCTBYET NMPUIATOYHOE
npenjoxenue, cMm. I'C 53.
19 arcenas, umoGot e€ mamo
npuuiia crooa c Heii.
[Tpuyactue HacTOSIIIIETO
BpEeMEHU Wishing Bbl-
pakaeT COMyTCTBYIOIIE
obcrositenseTBa (cM. ['C
15) v mocJie HeTo UCTIOb-
3yeTCsT cociaraTesIbHoe
HaKJIOHEHUE IS BbI-
pakeHHsI HepeaTbHOTO
XKeMaHus (KeIaTeIbHOe
NIEACTBUE OTHOCUTCS KO
BpPEMEHMU, TIPEIIECTBY-
I01IEMY TOMY MOMEHTY,
KOTJIa TAKOE XeJaHue
BO3HHUKAET, YTO MOKA3aHO
dopmoii rimarosa Past
Perfect), cm. I'C 60.

20 Po3mapu GvLea 3name-
HUMOCHIbIO 6CE€20 MO.IbKO
uecmo Mecayee
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Past Perfect ynorpe6iisi-
eTcs U1t 0003HAYEHUS
JIeCTBUSI, HAYaBILIETOCS
paHee KaKoro-To MOMeH-
Ta B TIPOIIIOM (MOMEHTA
TTOBECTBOBAHMS) U TTPO-
JOJIKABIIErocs 10 HEro
KaKOM-TO NIEPUOLT Bpeme-
HH, cM. ['C 42.

2L Cobupaemecw npo0bimo
30eco 6cé aemo?

B pasroBopHoii peun
cokpami¢HHas opma
KOHCTPYKIIUH 0 be going
fo, BeIpaXKalolleil Hame-
penue, cm. I'C 37.

22 He oxcudas omeema
['epyHnuit waiting yro-
TpeOsIsieTCs Iocie Mpe-
niora without, cm. I'C 53.
2 Ionavieém k naomy?
Shall ynorpeomsieTcs,
YTOOBI CIIPOCUTh, XOUET
JI1 cOOECEeTHUK, YTOOBI
TOBOPSIIIUMI YTO-TO ClIe-
JIaJl WJIM OHU CAENIaJIv 3TO
BMecTe, cM. I'C 26.

% YV nezo 6v110 00HO u3
CaMbIX 2PYCHHbBIX AU, KO-
mopote Pozmapu doseaoco
eudemo

saddest — ipeBOoCXOIHAS
CTETIeHb MpUJIaraTeJIbHO-
rosad, cm. I'C 13.

Past Perfect B mpuna-
TOYHOM TPeIOKEHUN
yIoTpeoseTcs 11st 000-
3Ha4YeHMUsI NeNCTBUS,
TIPOM3OILEIIETO paHee
KaKoTro-TO MOMEHTa B
nporutoM (Korma Pos-
MapH yBujiesa Ha TUISDKe
YeJIoBeKa C TPYCTHBIM
Juuom), cm. I'C 42,
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the water and swam toward shore.
Rosemary and Mrs. McKisco watched
him.

“He’s a good swimmer,” Rosemary
said.

Mrs. McKisco’s answer came with
surprising violence.

“Well, he’s a rotten musician.” She
turned to her husband, who after two
unsuccessful attempts had managed to
climb on the raft. “I was just saying
that Abe North may be a good swim-
mer? but he’s a rotten musician.”

“Yes,” agreed McKisco.

The woman of the pearls had joined
her two children in the water, and now
Abe North came up under one of them
like a volcanic island, raising him on
his shoulders?s. The child yelled with
fear and delight and the woman watched
without a smile.

“Is that his wife?” Rosemary asked.

“No, that’s Mrs. Diver. They’re not
at the hotel. Have you been abroad
before?2™

“Yes — I went to school in Paris.”

“Oh! Well then you probably know
that if you want to enjoy yourself here
you have to know some real French
families?®. What do these people get
out of it?” She pointed toward shore.
“They just stick around with each
other. Of course, we had letters of
introduction and met all the best French
artists and writers in Paris. That made
it very nice.”

“I should think so.”

“My husband is finishing his first
novel?, you see.”
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Rosemary said: “Oh, he is?” She
was not thinking anything special,
except wondering whether her mother
had got to sleep in this heat.

“It’s on the idea of Ulysses”,” con-
tinued Mrs. McKisco.

“Oh, for God’s sake, Violet, don’t
go telling everybody the idea®’,” pro-
tested McKisco. “I don’t want it to get
all around before the book’s pub-
lished.3'”

Rosemary swam back to the shore,
where she threw her peignoir over her
already sore shoulders and lay down
again in the sun.

Campion walked near her, stood a
few feet away and Rosemary closed her
eyes, pretending to be asleep; then she
fell really asleep.

She awoke to find the beach de-
serted save for the man in the jockey
cap, who was folding a last umbrella32.
He walked nearer and said:

“I was going to wake you before I
left. It’s not good to get too burned
right away.”

“Thank you.” Rosemary looked
down at her crimson legs.

“Heavens!”

He looked at her and for a moment
she lived in the bright blue worlds of
his eyes, eagerly and confidently. She
laughed cheerfully, inviting him to
talk3?, but Dick Diver was already car-
rying a tent and a beach umbrella up
to a waiting car®*, so she went into the
water.

“Ulysses — «Yauce», pOMaH U3BECTHOI'O IIUCA-
rena exeimca [Ixxoiica
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% Bozmoocno, Dii6 Hopm
Xopowuii niogey

['maron may BbIpaxkaet
npeanoioxenue, cM. 'C
24,

% noonumas e2o na nae-
uax.

[Tpuyactue HacTOSIIIETO
BPEMEHU Faising, HAUMHA-
Iollee TpeIoXKeHue, BXO-
IIUT B COCTaB MPUYACTHOTO
000poTa, SIBJISIOLIETOCs
00CTOSITENLCTBOM 00pasa
newictBus, cm. I'C 15.

2" Bot GbLau 3a epanuuei
panvute?

3mech UCTOJIb3YeTCs
Present Perfect mst 060-
3HAYeHUST NEeVCTBUSA, TIPO-
M30ILE/IIETO B HE3aKOH-
YEeHHBII Iepro BpeMeH!
(3XM3HB COOECeqHIKA),
3TO TaK Ha3bIBaeMBIii BO-
TIPOC O XKU3HEHHOM OTIbI-
Te, cM. 'C 41.

3 eam nyxcHo umems sna-
Komcmea cpeou Hacmos-
wux hpanuyscxux cemei.
MonanbHbIi I1aroin have
fo 0003HAYaeT, 4TOo Jeii-
CTBUE HYXXHO BBITIOJTHUTh
B CIUIy OOCTOSITENIBCTB, CM.
Irc1s.

¥ Moii myc 3axanyueaem
€601l nepevlii poman

3nech ynorpeosercs
Present Continuous mist
0003HaYeHUsI NICUCTBUS,
KOTOpO€ HOCHUT BpeMEH-
HbIiA, HETTOCTOSIHHBIM Xa-
pakTep ¥ MPOMCXOAUT He
B MOMEHT PeuH, a «BOKPYT
MOMEHTA B HACTOSIIIIEM>»,
cm. I'C 38.



D. C. Ddungxepaab

% e paccrasvieaii 6cem
3amvicea pomana
BHauasne ucnosb3yercs
oTpulaTenbHas (popma
TTOBEJIUTETHHOTO Ha-
kioHeHust, cMm. I'C 49. 3a
He clieyeT MpUYacTHhIA
000pOT, 00pa30BaHHBIN
MPUYACTHEM HACTOSIILIETO
BpeMeHH felling, BbI-
TOJTHSTIOIIMI (PYHKIIUIO
00cTOSITEILCTBA 00pa3a
nevictBust, cM. I'C 15.

3V S ne xouy, umoGot on
cmaa uzeecmen 00 moeo,
Kak vliidem KHuea.

B niepBoii yactu npen-
JIOKEHUS UCTIONB3YEeTC s
KOHCTPYKIIUSI CA0NCHOE
dononHeHue co cKasye-
MBIM Want ¢ THPUHU-
TUBOM fo get around, cM.
I'C55.

B mpuaaToyHoM mipemio-
>KEHUY BpeMeHU YIOTpe-
onsieTcst Bpems Present
Simple mst 0603HaYEHUST
NEeNACTBUS B OYIyILEM, CM.
I'C 34.

32 Komopulil ckaadvléan
nocaeonuil 30Hm.

B npuaaToyHoM mipen-
JIOKEHUU UCTIOTB3YEeTCST
Past Continuous st
0003HaYeHUS ACUCTBUS,
KOTOPOE COBEPLIATIOCH

B KAKOM-TO YKa3aHHbIA
MOMEHT B TIPOIIIOM
(xorma Po3mapu mipocHy-
nace), I'C 39.

33 ona eeceno paccmes-
4ach, npuAamas e20 K
paszeoeopy

[Tpruactue HacTosILIErO
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II

It was almost two when they went
into the dining-room. Two waiters
brought them luncheon.

“I fell in love on the beach,” said
Rosemary.

“Who with?”

“First with a whole lot of people
who looked nice. Then with one man.”

“Did you talk to him?”

“‘Just a little. Very handsome. With
reddish hair. He’s married though —
it’s usually the way.”

Her mother was her best friend and
had put every effort into guiding her?,
not so rare a thing in the theatrical
profession. Unlike other mothers, Mrs.
Elsie Speers was not recompensing
herself for a defeat of her own. She
had been happily married and twice
widowed. One of her husbands had been
a cavalry officer and one an army doc-
tor, and they both left something to
her that she tried to keep for Rosemary.
She had made her daughter hard and
she had cultivated an idealism in her.

“Then you like it here?” she asked.

“It might be fun if we knew those
people.? There were some other people?,
but they weren’t nice. They recognized
me — it seems everybody’s seen ‘Dad-
dy’s Girl*.””

Mrs. Speers said: “That reminds
me, when are you going to see Earl
Brady?”

“I thought we might go this after-
noon® — if you’re rested.”
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“I want you to go alone.® It’s only
a short way.”

“All right, Mother.”

“Let’s only stay three days, Moth-
er,” Rosemary said when they were
back in their rooms.

“How about the man you fell in
love with on the beach?”

“I don’t love anybody but you,
Mother, darling.”

Her shoulders were too burned to
swim with? the next day, so she and
her mother hired a car and drove along
the Riviera, the delta of many rivers.
The chauffeur was a guide, and the
well-known names — Cannes, Nice,
Monte Carlo — whispered of old kings
who came here to dine or die®. Most
of all, there was the scent of the Rus-
sians along the coast® — their closed
book shops and grocery stores. Ten
years ago, when the season ended in
April, the doors of the Orthodox Church
were locked, and the sweet champagnes
they favored were put away until their
return. “We’ll be back next season'?,”
they said, but they never came back
any more.

It was pleasant to drive back to the
hotel in the late afternoon, above a
sea.

Back at the hotel, Rosemary listened
to the music realizing that there was
a party somewhere, and she thought
of the nice people on the beach. She
thought she might meet them in the
morning!!, but they obviously formed
a self-sufficient little group closed to
a stranger. She decided in any case not
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to spend her last two mornings with
the other ones!2.

The matter was solved for her. The
McKiscos were not yet there and she
had scarcely spread her peignoir when
two men left the group and came down
toward her.

“Good morning,” said Dick Diver.
“Look — sunburn or no sunburn, why
did you stay away yesterday? We wor-
ried about you. We wondered if you
wouldn’t come over this morning.!?”

He seemed kind and charming —
his voice promised that he would take
care of her', and that a little later he
would open up whole new worlds for
her. He managed the introduction so
that her name wasn’t mentioned and
then let her know!® easily that everyone
knew who she was but were respecting
her private life.

Nicole Diver was about twenty-four,
Rosemary guessed.

“Are you here for a long time?”
Nicole asked. Her voice was low.

Suddenly Rosemary let the possibil-
ity enter her mind that they might stay
another week!®.

“Not very long,” she answered.
“We’ve been abroad a long time — we
landed in Sicily in March and we’ve
been slowly working our way north!”.
I got pneumonia making a picture last
January and I’ve been recuperating.”

“Mercy! How did that happen?”

“Well, it was from swimming. One
day I happened to have the grippe!®
and didn’t know it, and they were tak-
ing a scene where I dove into a canal

”»
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in Venice. I had to dive!® and dive and
dive all morning. Mother had a doctor
right there, but it was no use — I got
pneumonia.” She changed the subject
before they could speak. “Do you like
it here — this place?”

“They have to like it,” said Abe
North slowly. “They invented it.” He
turned his noble head slowly so that
his eyes rested with tenderness and
affection on the two Divers.

“Oh, did you?”

“This is only the second season that
the hotel’s been open in summer,”
Nicole explained. “We persuaded Gausse
to keep on a cook and a garcon” and a
chasseur™ — it paid its way and this
year it’s doing even better.”

“But you’re not in the hotel.”

“We built a house, up at Tarmes.”

“The theory is,” said Dick, arrang-
ing an umbrella over Rosemary’s shoul-
der, “that all the northern places, like
Deauville, were picked out by Russians
and English who don’t mind the cold,
while half of us Americans come from
tropical climates — that’s why we’re
beginning to come here.”

Abe North and Barban, the French-
man, were talking about Morocco.
Barban was a few years younger than
Diver? or North. He was tall and his
body was hard and force was seen in
his shoulders and upper arms. At first
glance he seemed handsome — but there
was a faint disgust always in his face.

* garcon — ¢p. opunmaHT

“ chasseur — @p. MOCHLIBHBIN
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Rosemary examined their beach
things — four large umbrellas, a port-
able bath house for dressing, new things
that Rosemary had never seen, made
after the War?!, and probably in the
hands of the first of purchasers. She
had guessed that they were fashionable
people, but though her mother had
brought her up to believe such people
to be drones??, she did not feel that

way here.
She looked in turn at the three
men. Actors and directors — those

were the only men she had ever known,
those and college boys, interested only
in love at first sight, whom she had
met at the Yale last fall.

These three were different. Barban
was less civilized, more skeptical, his
manners were formal. Abe North had
humor that amused but puzzled her.

But Dick Diver — he was all com-
plete there. Silently she admired him.
His complexion was reddish, so was his
short hair — a light growth of it rolled
down his arms and hands. His eyes
were of a bright, hard blue. His nose
was somewhat pointed and there was
never any doubt at whom he was look-
ing or talking. His voice had some faint
Irish melody in it, yet she felt hardness
in him, self-control and self-discipline,
her own virtues. Oh, she chose him,
and Nicole, lifting her head, saw her
choose him?,

Toward noon the McKiscos, Mrs.
Abrams, Mr. Dumphry, and Signor
Campion came on the beach.

Mary North, the very tanned young
woman whom Rosemary had met the




Hourn He:xHA

first day on the raft, came in from
swimming and said with a smile:

“Well, I HAVE felt there were too
many people on the beach this summer,”
Nicole admitted. “OUR beach that Dick
made out of a pebble pile.”

“The day before you came, the mar-
ried man, McKisco, and his wife were
having words” and she tossed some sand
in his face. So he sat on top of her
and rubbed her face in the sand. I
wanted Dick to interfere?4,” Nicole said.

“I think,” said Dick Diver, “that
I’ll go over and invite them to dinner?.”

“No, you won’t,” Nicole told him
quickly. “I’m not going to have MY
nose rubbed in the sand.?® I’'m a mean,
hard woman,” she explained to Rose-
mary.

Rosemary thought she would not
like to have Nicole for an enemy.

She stood with them as they took
sherry and ate crackers. Dick Diver
looked at her with cold blue eyes; his
kind, strong mouth said thoughtfully:

“You’re the only girl I’ve seen for
a long time that actually looked like
something blooming.”

In her mother’s lap afterward Rose-
mary cried and cried.

“I love him, Mother. I’'m desper-
ately in love with him — I never knew
I could feel that way about anybody.
And he’s married and I like her too —
it’s just hopeless. Oh, I love him so!”

“I’m curious to meet him.”

“She invited us to dinner Friday.”

“were having words — ccopuiucs
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