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([ Chapter 11

Hay-Lawrence frowned his monocle into his Ieft eye socket, stretching the
left corner of his refined cruel mouth. A point of green handkerchief pro-
truded from the checked breast pocket. The offensive plushy shoes—brown
suede?—were neatly crossed under the table. Blue cuff edges showed,
starched and sharp, at the sleeves, as he held out his brown lean hands.

“Which?" he said.

“Right,” said Demarest, touching the right with light forefinger, refined
and arch.

“Right is white,” said Hay-Lawrence, replacing the white pawn and
then the black. He turned the chessboard. Pawn to king four—Pawn to
king four—Knight to king's bishop three—Knight to queen’s bishop three.
Bishop to knight five—Pawn to queen’s rook three. Bishop to rook
four . . .

“Ruy Lopez,” murmured Hay-Lawrence haughtily.

“Ruy Lopez.”

The Major, sdlf-conscious, smiling, blushing, stepped over the sill with
the Welsh Rarebit, one hand under her arm, his tweed cap and book in
the other. The gray flat sea washed in with the opening door, was shut out
hissing.

“Theré s a corner,” he said, consciously a man of the world, conscious
because he was from Murryville, Ohio.

“Where? The Welsh Rarebit wiped her mouth. She peered cupidin-
oudly into the smoke.

“There” He lifted his book and cap. “Hello! The intelligentsia are
exercising their brains.”

“You flatter us,” said Demarest. “ Do you play?”

“Not often. | used to play a good deal in Constantinople—I knew an
old Turk general who played a most awfully good game. He'd have been
too good for me—if he hadn’t constantly made howlers” He twinkled,
apologetic and vain.











































































72
CONRAD AIKEN

She smiled: Demarest smiled and nodded: and the three women walked
swiftly away. Good God—Good God—said the blood beating in his brain.
He moved blindly toward the companionway. He must rejoin his friend=—
by al means. Yes. And he must take his friend down to the other deck—
he suddenly felt that he didn't want to face them again, particularly with
old Smith by his side; Smith and his comic-opera tweed hat. Nothing first
class about Smith! Ha ha. Nor about himsdlf either. He hadn’t had time,
worse luck, for the necessary light touch on that point. How awful. She
would look for him in the passenger list, and not find him, and laugh. How
much it would explain to her! “Mother—how very funny. Mr. Demarest
must be in the second cabin!” “Funny? |t doesn’t especially surprise me—
| dways felt there was something——" Et cetera. Then that pale girl, cyni-
cal==she would laugh, too. They would al laugh merrily together, with
heads thrown back. What the Spanish call carcajada—loud laughter,
boisterous and derisive. Sexua laughter, the ringing scorn of the female
for the defeated or cowardly male, the skulker . . . He rounded the corner,
but there was no Smith. Instead, at the far end, he saw the three women
coming toward him. Cynthia appeared to be talking, the others turning
their heads toward her. He must escape. Irresolute, he began pretending
(absurd) that he was looking for a lost friend. What—he isn't here? Then
I'd better turn. He turned, went briskly around the comer again, then
rattled down the companionway.

In the smoking room, as he paid for his glass of port, Smith reappeared.

“Well, who's your swell friend?” he said, composing himself in the
corner.

“Ah, that's the great chimera | was telling you about.”

“What! The one you were going to see? How come?”

“The chimera—more so than ever,” murmured Demarest. “Have a
game?”’

“Sure, | don't mind.”



