
ai6 THE EMBLEMS OF FIDELITY

honeymoon to Ocean Grove. When Polly

first came North to live and the first summer
came round she decided to spend it at Ocean
Grove, with the idea, I think, that she would
get a grove and an ocean with one railway

ticket, without having to change; she could

settle in a grove with an ocean and in an

ocean with a grove. What her disappointment

was I do not know, but every summer she has

gone back to Ocean Grove—the Franklin

Flats by the sea. . . .

Yesterday I said good-bye to Ben. I had
spent part of every evening with him since

Polly's marriage—silent, empty evenings—

a

quiet, stunned man. Confidence in himself

blasted out of him, confidence in human
nature, in the world. With no imagination

in him to deal with the reasons of Polly's de-

sertion—^just a passive acceptance of it as a

wall accepts a hole in it made by a cannon ball.

Her name was never called. A stunned, si-

lent man. Clear, joyous steady light in his eyes

gone—an uncertain look in them. Strangest

of all, a reserve in his voice, hesitation. And
courtesy for bluff warm confidence—courtesy

as of one who stumblingly reflects that he

must begin to be carefui with everybody.


