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myself so many points for guessing cor-
rectly how many of them would be cov-
ered because the waves were not all the
same size and sometimes only Baby was
covered. Big ones covered all three
and then the line of foam came further
up the beach and took longer to go
back again. It was a fine game and I
was pretty clever at it.

Then I got tired of lying that way
and turned over on my back and looked
at the sky. There wasn’t much variety
about it. Sky is better with clouds
and there had been no clouds for months.
After a while 1 turned back to the sea
again,

The tide had come further in and now
nearly every wave covered all the pud-
dings with sauce. It rather spoilt the
game. 1 got rich too quickly, so 1
made another game. How far down the
cliff would the trickle of soil go when
1 started it at the top?

I leaned further over.

I pulled some roots out and the loose
clay rolled and tumbled out of sight.
I threw a stick and it caught in the
branches of a tree. I threw a stone
and it went right down to the rocks
below, but I couldn't hear it land be-
cause of the noise of the surf. 1 was
disappointed about that. I pulled out
a clump of grass and it made a perfect
landslide. I didn’t see where it stopped,
so it may have gone right to the
bottom,

I got to wondering how big a one I
would make if I went over, but the
thought frightened me a little. I could
be for ever free from pettiness and triv-
iality if I just let myself slide over as
the other things were doing. Dick would
soon forget. He didn't really love me.
He was too immature to love anyone.

I put my cheek on the warm grass,
and stretched out my hand. Would it
get broken if I went after the things I
was throwing over the cliff? Somehow
I didn’t want my hands to get broken.

I could hear voices coming nearer.
Every now and then they came to me
above the water noise. When the path
wound round the hill and they were on
my side of the valley I'd hear them.
Then they'd be lost again. But every
time I heard them they were nearer, I
had not many more minutes to make up
my mind. I wasn’t afraid it would hurt.
Nothing could hurt more than the inside
of me did now that I knew what kind
of person Dick was. But I didn’t want
to leave the warm golden grass, the little
sea wind, the sound of the flax and
the cabbage trees, the scent of the
tangled undergrowth and the sea-weed.
And maybe it would be dark and cold
where I was going.

¢ * *

1 THINK I knew from the beginning I

couldn’t do it, but Dick and the others
came upon me so suddenly that T felt my-
self go limp and lifeless. Maybe I looked
strange, for Dick didn’t say anything.
He took my hand and he looked fright-
ened. He flung himself on the grass be-
side me.

“You should have come with us, Chris,
The water was so warm it was like olive
oil.” :

I couldn’t speak.

“Have you been asleep? Or what have
you been doing?”

I made a big effort. The words had
to come through fences and over stiles
and under hedges to get themselves
assembled.

“Lying here,” I said. “Lying here and
thinking. Watching the sea. Playing
a game. Sometimes those Christmas
puddings get covered with sauce and
sometimes they don't.” !

He twisted a curl of mine round his
fingers.

“Chris—what’s the matter?”

“Nothing. I'm a bit tired. I'm tired’
of everything but the sea and the pud-
ding game and making rivers go down
the cliff, If you throw a stone you can’t
hear it splash. That, I think, is a great;
shame.”

He put his hand under my chin end
turned my face towards him. He made
me look .at him and I didn't want to
because 1 always saw how hard his
face was.

“Are you getting mumps too?”

“Betty isn't getting mumps. Can't you
see she’s lonely? Maybe I'm lonely too.”

“You are crazy, girl. I'll have to get
you out of this God-forsaken place.”

1 turned round just ih time to see
Father get a real beauty. He swirled in
a sea of foam.

“Whooshter,” I said. “That covered:
him right over. But it's very pale sauce.
Probably no brandy in it, and made with
skim miik.”

He pulled me to my feet. He called
to the others.

“Let’s get going. What say we call
it a day and get back to town?”

“But I'm not a bit sore under the:
ears, and I can open my mouth as wide
as anything,” I said, seeing he knew how
I loved the place and hated it accord-:
ingly. “Why should we go back to |
town? [ want to stay here.”

“Let's go and have lunch, anyway.
Mollie and Betty and the boys led the |
way, and Dick followed them. I came
slowly behind. My legs felt wobbly.
When we came to the dangerous part’
the others all crossed it and Dick stood |
halfway over and turned and called to
me. I saw him with the sky all around
him like a. bird. His shoulders were:
very broad and his back straight.

“Are you coming?” he asked, know-
ing I was frightened. “Or are you going
to stay there and think, and look at the
sea?” !

I put a foot on the rolling gravel,i
and some slipped beneath me. I felt|
sick in the tummy and I stepped back. |
My legs were trembling so I could
hardly stand. Dick waited for me, poised [
on the narrow ledge—a challenge to the'
earth and thé sky, and meant to be an |
object lesson to me. But he was some-
thing else, and I went cold and then
hot all over. Blackness ‘filled my ears
and my eyes. I knew I would only have
to take one step, give him the smallest
push, and I would have peace from him
always. That would be a better way
out—a much better way—than going
myself into the darkness. I could say
he had fallen over. They all knew
how reckless he was. No one would
know. If he screamed no one would
hear above the noise of the surf break-
ing. There would be just a trickle of
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Sy-metra is the registered
name of Bonds exclus-
ive method of fashion-
ing — recognisable
by converging fashion
marks and taper heel.
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1ie “TENATHERM”
ELECTRIC SOIL HEATER

For Continuoys*or Intermittent

Bottom Heat

difficult seeds or cuttings for which warmth Is
essential. Designed for the small gardener, the “TENATHERN” is economical to buy,

inexpensive to run.

Can safely be handled by anyone.
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