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‘I'm undressing farther along. I'm going to bathe with Mrs. Harry Kember.’
‘Very well.’ But Mrs. Fairfield's lips set. She disapproved of Mrs Harry Kember. Beryl

knew it.
Poor old mother, she smiled, as she skimmed over the stones. Poor old mother! Old!

Oh, what joy, what bliss it was to be young...
‘You look very pleased,’ said Mrs. Harry Kember. She sat hunched up on the stones,

her arms round her knees, smoking.
‘It's such a lovely day,’ said Beryl, smiling down at her.
‘Oh my dear!’ Mrs. Harry Kember's voice sounded as though she knew better than

that. But then her voice always sounded as though she knew something better about you
than you did yourself. She was a long, strange-looking woman with narrow hands and feet.
Her face, too, was long and narrow and exhausted-looking; even her fair curled fringe
looked burnt out and withered. She was the only woman at the Bay who smoked, and she
smoked incessantly, keeping the cigarette between her lips while she talked, and only
taking it out when the ash was so long you could not understand why it did not fall. When
she was not playing bridge—she played bridge every day of her life—she spent her time
lying in the full glare of the sun. She could stand any amount of it; she never had enough.
All the same, it did not seem to warm her. Parched, withered, cold, she lay stretched on the
stones like a piece of tossed-up driftwood. The women at the Bay thought she was very,
very fast. Her lack of vanity, her slang, the way she treated men as though she was one of
them, and the fact that she didn't care twopence about her house and called the servant
Gladys ‘Glad-eyes,’ was disgraceful. Standing on the veranda steps Mrs. Kember would
call in her indifferent, tired voice, ‘I say, Glad-eyes, you might heave me a
handkerchief if I've got one, will you?’ And Glad-eyes, a red bow in her hair instead of a
cap, and white shoes, came running with an impudent smile. It was an absolute scandal!
True, she had no children, and her husband...Here the voices were always raised; they
became fervent. How can he have married her? How can he, how can he? It must have
been money, of course, but even then!

Mrs. Kember's husband was at least ten years younger than she was, and so
incredibly handsome that he looked like a mask or a most perfect illustration in an
American novel rather than a man. Black hair, dark blue eyes, red lips, a slow sleepy smile,
a fine tennis player, a perfect dancer, and with it all a mystery. Harry Kember was like a
man walking in his sleep. Men couldn't stand him, they couldn't get a word out of the chap;
he ignored his wife just as she ignored him. How did he live? Of course there were stories,
but such stories! They simply couldn't be told.

The women he'd been seen with, the places he'd been seen in... but nothing was ever
certain, nothing definite. Some of the women at the Bay privately thought he'd commit a
murder one day. Yes, even while they talked to Mrs. Kember and took in the awful
concoction she was wearing, they saw her, stretched as she lay on the beach; but cold,
bloody, and still with a cigarette stuck in the corner of her mouth.

At the Bay
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Four men in their shirt-sleeves stood grouped together on the garden path. They
carried staves covered with rolls of canvas, and they had big tool-bags slung on their
backs. They looked impressive. Laura wished now that she had not got the bread-and-
butter, but there was nowhere to put it, and she couldn’t possibly throw it away. She
blushed and tried to look severe and even a little bit short-sighted as she came up to them.

‘Good morning,’ she said, copying her mother’s voice. But that sounded so fearfully
affected that she was ashamed, and stammered like a little girl, ‘Oh—er—have you
come—is it about the marquee?’

‘That’s right, miss,’ said the tallest of the men, a lanky, freckled
fellow, and he shifted his tool-bag, knocked back his straw hat and smiled down at her.
‘That’s about it.’

His smile was so easy, so friendly that Laura recovered. What nice eyes he had,
small, but such a dark blue! And now she looked at the others, they were smiling too.
‘Cheer up, we won’t bite,’ their smile seemed to say. How very nice workmen were! And
what a beautiful morning! She mustn’t mention the morning; she must be business-like.
The marquee.

‘Well, what about the lily-lawn? Would that do?’
And she pointed to the lily-lawn with the hand that didn’t hold the bread-and-butter.

They turned, they stared in the direction. A little fat chap thrust out his under-lip, and the tall
fellow frowned.

‘I don’t fancy it,’ said he. ‘Not conspicuous enough. You see, with a thing like a
marquee,’ and he turned to Laura in his easy way, ‘you want to put it somewhere where it’ll
give you a bang slap in the eye, if you follow me.’

Laura’s upbringing made her wonder for a moment whether it was quite respectful of a
workman to talk to her of bangs slap in the eye. But she did quite follow him.

‘A corner of the tennis-court,’ she suggested. ‘But the band’s going to be in one
corner.’

‘H’m, going to have a band, are you?’ said another of the workmen. He was pale. He
had a haggard look as his dark eyes scanned the tennis-court. What was he thinking?

‘Only a very small band,’ said Laura gently. Perhaps he wouldn’t mind so much if the
band was quite small. But the tall fellow interrupted.

‘Look here, miss, that’s the place. Against those trees. Over there. That’ll do fine.’
Against the karakas. Then the karaka-trees would be hidden. And they were so lovely,

with their broad, gleaming leaves, and their clusters of yellow fruit. They were like trees you
imagined growing on a desert island, proud, solitary, lifting their leaves and fruits to the sun
in a kind of silent splendour. Must they be hidden by a marquee?

They must. Already the men had shouldered their staves and were making for the
place. Only the tall fellow was left. He bent down, pinched a sprig of lavender, put his
thumb and forefinger to his nose and snuffed up the smell. When Laura saw that gesture
she forgot all about the karakas in her wonder at him caring for things like that—caring for
the smell of lavender. How many men that she knew would have done such a thing? Oh,
how extraordinarily nice workmen were, she thought.
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