The Storm
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Helen was g cold woman, There
was no other word to describe her — she
was as austere and aloof as a sheet of

gray cliff, Never did her face betray

her inner thoughts. Sorrow, happiness,

pain, fear seemed never to have pricked
her soul, There were no lines in her
face to betray suffering,  She was silent,
cold Helen, and none of her friends knew
more than a handfu] of stories about her
guarded existence,

Helen was not beautiful, for at fifty
only her sharp, gray eyes seemed to be
alive. She was very tall and straight,
and her figure was as thin and mannish
as it had been thirty years before,  Her
wiry auburn hair was cropped close to
her head, and it swept up from her wide
forehead in deep waves, The clear gray
eyes were set in well molded sockets, and
her high cheek hones swooped to
square jaw, Her waoutly was large and
loose, and her aristocratic noge was long
and thin, giving a pinched expression to
her features, The pince-nez which she
wore constantly only intensified that
carved countenance, Helen’s color was
brown, and from the tip of her doe skin
oxfords to the peak of her large-brimmed

Knox, she was clad in brown — always
brown,
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Helen had not needed men in her life.
She had her estate, left to he
father, she had her dogs and horses ang
cars — and she had her mother. The
tall, slim Helen always adored her mother,
probably because she was
opposite.
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When Helen stood in the doorw
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“The last time I unlocked thig door,
mother stood behind me, waiting to sce
in.  The last time, she smelt the musti-

ness of the closed houge with me, and
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walked about the rooms making little X’s
on the dust-coated furniture with her

finger. The last time, she helped me
lift the white, time-powdered sheets from
the chairs, and caught the pine-sweet
linens as I stood on a ladder, flinging
them into her opened arms. The last
time . .. ...... 2

The lost, lonely, empty weight of pain
again stirred at the depths of her heart,
and she sighed as she made a funny,
crooked X on the window pane in the
door. She picked up her luggage, piece
by piece, and set it inside the door, and
then she did a strange thing. Helen
closed the door quickly and locked it.
The snap of the lock ran through the
house, echoing the fear that suddenly
possessed her. In her terror, she had
locked out the lovely, calm day, so flooded
with sunshine and gay, mackeral clouds,
she had shut herself off from the happi-
ness of the birds and bright flowered hills,
the dark, cool woods, and the roar of the
surf beyond. She was isolated in a
world of dusty memories, and as she
sank into the big chair before the chilled
fireplace, a cloud of white dust puffed up
from the shapeless sheets that covered it.
Then she fell into exhausted sleep and
the bright world outside fell asleep with
her.

Helen spent long hours cleaning and

straightening the house. Her mother’s

room remained locked, for she hoped to

keep her memory imprisoned there. The
guest room and long, pine-knotted dining
room were shut off, and, when at last the
kitchen was shining and fragrant with
the clean smell of soap, and the den had
been swept until great clouds of choking
dust spilled from the rugs, Helen sat
down to rest on a hard, straight little
French  chair that had been her

mother’s. She propped her elbows on

the chair’'s arms and clasped her hands
under her chin. From the great bay
window she could see stretched before her
a complete three dimensional canvas.
For there lay the sea, with a sullen
smirk on its lips, as gray and curling as
the smoke of Time. And from it sprang
the bosoms of the land, slate and firm
in the drugged sun’s gaze. There was
no sound; no leaf quivered; the sands at
the sea’s throat were silent, motionless.
Helen picked up a thin, leather-
backed book from the coffee table and
began to read in the uncertain light:

Do we ever wunderstand those with
whom we have been cast? Can we disting-
uish a look in the depths of our mother’s
eyes? We have stirred in the darkness of
her womb. We have suckled the milk from
her breast and been created through her
passion, but can we fathom her laughter
and her tears, her savage moods of bitter-
ness? The flesh with which we suffer
and work, share longings, is as lost to
us, as strange as the wind to the earth’s
body. It is a foreign, whirling, escaping
element so intangible that mo fingers of
thought can grasp it and hold it. Words
are the mere tokens of deceit, for the
draughty mind seldom speaks what it
believes, nor can it be willed to do so.
We are twisted creatures, forever work-
ing to elude analysis, fearing capture,
never allowing for one pulse of Time the
complete giving over of our soul’s depths.
We are too intricate to formulate; our
fancies, too swift for wunderstanding.

What in the strange bodies that cloak
our misty dreams makes us what we are?
Is it the innate qualities of our ancestors?
The landing of a Dutchman in New
Haven, of a Frenchman on Florida’s
thumb, the whim of a bourgeois German,
the sin of an English cousin?  Is it the
sad, confused blood in our wveins, the
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