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TWO IN THE BUSH 

January 4. 1993 
Ol i ver M. Gale 

They were deeply in love. Friends would smile 
indulgently, or wistfully, when they saw them together. 
Married ten years, one would have tho~ght they were on 
their honeymoon. Holding hands, smillng across a par~y 
room embracing after a few hours' absence as though lt 
had been weeks, they were often oblivious t~ the world 
around them, each comprising the other's unlverse. 

At 34, Jerry cosgrove was trim, athletic, a good 
mixer, quick to laugh, with a friendly word for 
everyone. Nancy was quieter, with a subdued charm that 
made one want to know her better. Small, dark, with a 
c lassic unobtrusive beauty, it was easy to see why 
Jerry loved and cherished her. 

She had been a nurse when Jerry met her, and she 
must have been a good one. Tenderness, compassion, 
gentleness showed in her smile, her manner. She gave 
u p nursing when they married, and started doing 
s omething she had always done as a hobby -- sewing. 
She was an excellent seamstress, and soon she built up 
quite a circle of women, often friends, who would come 
back from a trip with Thai silk or Hong Kong fabrics 
a nd,want a dres~ or jacket or skirt made, and insist on 
pay1ng her for It. The two of them didn't really need 
t~e money -- Jerry was doing quite well. But it was 
n lce to have some funds that were truly her own her 
p~cket money~ that she could spend foolishly if'she 
wlshed to, wlth no pangs of conscience. 

But ~er chief mission in life was making Jerry 
h appy. Wlth each of them, the other came first -- and 
t he wo~ld, ~hen they were together, was a wonderful 
p lace 1n wh1ch to live. 

The shock therefore was almost unbearable when 
Nancy suddenly disappeared. 

She left one morning to spend the day with his 
s ister. There was a local train in those days that 
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beat its way from Philadelphia to Harrisburg, stopp i 
at just about every milk platform along the way. AI " 
lived on the edge of Paoli, and that is where Nancy 
would get off. A bus would bring her home in the 
evening. 

Alice called Jerry at his office at ten. Nancy 
had not arrived. Alice had been at the station at 
9:17, the train was right on schedule, but no Nancy. 
Jerry phoned his house from the office. No answer. 
They had no children, the house was empty. 

The police brushed him off when he tried to repo-
Nancy missing. They didn't take these things 
seriously, they said, for the first 24 or 48 hours. 
They didn't quite put it into words, but there were 
implications that they had seen it all. The so-call 
'nicest' people, they seemed to infer, had their litt 
secrets. Lovers' trysts, alcoholic bouts, sudden 
impulses to deviate from the planned pattern •.• you 
couldn't arouse the whole police force when some gal 
decided to spent the night with a pick-up and think o~ 
an excuse later. 

But hours, and no word. She had taken nothing 
with her but her purse, since she planned to be home 
that night. Not a phone call. A silence that built 
and built until it threatened to crush Jerry with its 
relentless pressure. 

Night came. still no word. It was unthinkable 
that he could just plain go to bed and sleep, as thou 
his world had not suddenly been threatened with 
obliteration. But he did. His sleep was restless a nd 
unsatisfying; when he wakened at four-thirty his mind 
snapped to attention, his nerves tightened; he thought 
one by one of all the possibilities, each one worse . 
than the last. He went to his office at the bank that 
morning, but he performed his duties automatically, i n 
a daze. 

The police finally became interested. They came 
to the house in the early evening of the second day, 
probed deeply into the character and habits of the 
missing woman, reviewed hour by hour her usual pattern 
of living, asked about her hobbies, her friends, her 
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int erests. They visited the railway station, in 
Ph i ladelphia and in Paoli, walked through the cars in 
use that day. Jerry had not yet achieved prominence in 
Ph i ladelphia, but he was a highly respected member of 
the community, his bank was an important one, and the 
po l ice investigation was thorough. . 

It revealed nothing. Apparently Nancy had indeed 
gone to the railroad station. The agent remembered 
s el ling a ticket to Paoli to a woman o f her 
d e scription. She had presumably boarded the train, 
though no one could say they actua l ly saw her. It 
s eemed true that "the earth hath bubbles, as the water 
h a s," as Banquo said, and she, like them, had simply 
v anished. 

How does one go on? How does one survive the most 
d e vastating, life-destroying blow, and somehow patch 
t ogether a life that has meaning? Life does go on. 
Fr iends are kind. And one gradually realizes that the 
wor ld is unconcernedly proceeding about its business. 
It seems unthinkable at first that those people over 
t here should be laughing, that the newspapers should 
c a rry items of news as though they mattered, that 
p e ople should be bustling good-naturedly through 
s upermarkets, that the opera and ballet and movies 
s h ould be going on as though nothing had happened. As 
t h e days pass one is forced into a perspective, a 
r e alization that the world has not ended, that one's 
own trouble, overwhelming as it may be, perhaps is not 
a s important as one believes. 

Jerry applied himself to his bank duties, soon 
be gan to respond to the many gentle invitations from 
h i s friends, f irst to come to a small dinner, "just a 
f e w of your very close friends," then to the large 
p a rties. His natural affection for people, and his 
a c customed grace, led him to make an effort to be 'good 
c ompany' and it became less and less of a consci ous 
e f fort. Never a day went by that he didn't think of 
Nancy -- at first with poignant pain, then with 
nosta lgic grief, always with a sweet remembrance of 
t h ings past. 



834 

But his sorrow became a more distant back-drop , 
like the memories of one's happy childhood and the 
parents that are gone. 

The years went by. Not a wor~ was he~rd abou~ 
Nancy. He stopped calling the pol~ce to f~nd out ~f 
they had uncovered any clue, because there was never 
anything. Every time the mail contai~ed a letter not 
recognizable from the envelope as com~ng from a . 
business or an acquaintance, he would eagerly tear 1t 
open, hoping it would contain some information a~out 
his wife. Someone had seen her, someone was com~ng 
forward who had been present when it all happened, 
whatever 'it all' might have been. But with the 
passage of five, then six, then seven years, Jerry 
reluctantly became resigned to the loss of any hope 
that Nancy might still be alive and someday coming ba 
to him. It would be one more of those 'mysterious 
disappearances' some popular TV shows seem to relish. 

And a new life did take shape. An attractive 
single man is always in demand, to counterbalance the 
preponderance of widow ladies at a party, or to make a 
fourth at a boating excursion , or to escort an out-of
town sister to dinner or a dance. Jerry enjoyed 
attractive women, but it rema i ned plural; no one stood 
out. 

His hip began to bother him. Examination showed a 
deterioration in the joint, and an operation was 
indicated. A good friend drove him to the hospital an 
stayed with him until the great machine sucked him in 
and passed him from test to test and interview to 
interview and deposited him alone in a sterile private 
room. 

It was a lonely feeling. He lay in his hospital' 
bed waiting for the next intrusion, and thought of the 
world outside avidly pursuing its mad rounds of 
business and pleasure. He felt abandoned, isolated .. . 
nobody cared. 

A nurse entered the room. A golden halo seemed to 
surround her head, so brightly glowing was her soft 
blonde hair, so clear her complexion, so gloriously 
blue her eyes. Her smart uniform enclosed a figure 
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such as dreams are made of -- softly contoured, the 
essence of appealing womanhood. Jerry thought, "Thank 
God I am not just coming out of anaesthesia after my 
operation. I would have thought I'd died and gone to 
Heaven." 

Felice was indeed an angel from Heaven. In a 
moment her bright cheerfulness had dispersed Jerry's 
gloom. She seemed to sense his loneliness, or perhaps 
she was attracted by this handsome, successful-looking 
man just a few years older than herself, with his clear 
brown eyes and ready smile. 

She proved a pillar of strength. She escorted him 
i n to therapy after the operation, walked with him 
through the hospital corridors as he gained strength, 
coached him in using the rope device that would enable 
him to pull his socks on without bending over, laughed 
along with him when he did something clumsy, praised 
him delightedly when he regained mastery of an old 
skill. He found himself looking forward to three 
o'clock each day, when she would come on duty. 

After he left the hospital, he called her when he 
was able to get around. Yes, she would love to have 
dinner with him on her day off. 

It was a beautiful spring evening, one of the 
first of the season when the promise of balmy days to 
come give life a renewed zest. He took her to The 
Garden, where one could dine out-doors, separated from 
the stars only by an umbrella, and from the bustle of 
the city by a fine old brownstone house. She ordered 
white wine while he had a gin and tonic, and they 
talked leisurely in the softness of the night. The 
relationship had subtly changed. He had been somewhat 
helpless in the hospital; she had come and gone, 
herself determining when they would be together. She 
was ministering to him, mothering him in effect. She 
was dominant, he the grateful recipient of her 
kindness. Now she was no longer a hovering mother
figure, but a vibrant young woman sitting across the 
table from him, drinking with him, sharing a romantic 
evening. He was happier than he had been at any time 
since Nancy left. 
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His thoughts swept back to Nancy for a moment. A 
pang of guilt quickly passed. She was gone, he had t o 
live his life. She would want him to be happy. Such 
thoughts came easily. It was no trouble at all to 
forget the past and throw himself with great relish 
into the glorious and exciting present. 

And so it happened. They were married in a year 
or so, and Felice, lovely, golden, warm, adoring 
Felice, moved into the house that for so many years ha 
been paradise on earth for Jerry and Nancy. A few 
snapshots had recently been removed from view, some 
memories kept coming up when least expected, but it was 
a home prized by both of them and quickly it became 
just theirs. 

Jerry was ecstatic. Who would ever have dreamt 
that his life could once again reach such bliss? The 
Good Lord indeed had smiled upon him. A second woman 
sharing his life, as lovely as the first, again oddly 
enough a nurse, loving, and skilled in caring. It 
wasn't long before he and Felice were recreating the 
roles of Jerry and Nancy. Once again, an ideal, most 
happily married couple. 

And what of Nancy? 

She bought her ticket, and soon mounted the train 
to Paoli. The car she entered was empty, except for a 
young poorly dressed man sitting toward the rear. That 
was not unusual. What with the buses, and the 
increasing popularity of automobiles, and the declining 
service offered by the railroads, traffic had fallen 
off, and cars quite often were almost empty. She took 
a seat, laid her purse beside her, and settled down for 
the rather dreary, uneventful ride of less than an 
hour. 

She was gazing out the window when for no reason 
at all she became aware that the young man was coming 
up the aisle right behind her. To her astonishment, he 
reached out as he went past, and just in time she 
grabbed her purse at the same time he did. He pulled, 
she pulled back. As she started to call for help, a 
large heavy fist smashed into the side of her head. 
She knew nothing more. 
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She came to several minutes later. It was 
strange. Her head was spinning slightly, but she was 
not in pain. She didn't know where she was. She 
puzzled over that, and gradually became aware of the 
fact that her confusion extended far beyond not knowing 
where she was. Where was she going? Where had she 
come from? What was she supposed to do next? Her 
brain was blank, troubled, swimming in perplexity. 
I'll sit here a minute, and rest, she thought. I must 
have fallen asleep, and my mind needs a moment or two. 

She sat. The train rolled on. She was a non
thinking part of it. I don't know, she thought. It's 
strange. I don't know -- there's so much I don't know. 
What am I doing? Where do I belong? The thought, Who 
am I? did not at that point come to her. 

The conductor opened the door half way and called 
through it, "Harrisburg, end of the line," and was 
gone. She slowly got up, looked about her and found 
nothing that was hers. She gingerly stepped down to 
the platform. Nothing made sense. She would have to 
ask someone. 

There was a desk with a label on it, 'Traveler's 
Aid'. But no one was sitting there. That's what I 
need, she thought, someone to talk to, someone who'll 
help me think. She went to the ticket counter, and 
asked about Traveler's Aid. "They don't come here much 
no more," the lady behind the grilled window said. "I 
got a number here they told me I was supposed to call. 
Do you want me to call 'em?" 

"Please," said Nancy_ She stood while the lady 
dialed a number. "They's somebody here sez she wants 
Travel Aid .... I don't know, just says she wants travel 
Aid. Maybe you better come; she looks a little mixed 
up. _. Okay." 

"You sit down over there," the ticket lady said. 
"She comin', be here say in ten minutes." 

It was about ten minutes when a white haired 
woman, a bit beyond middle age, ample of figure and 
f~ll.of fa?e, entered the station. She saw Nancy 
s lttlng prlmly on the bench, looking straight out in 
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front of her. She sat down beside her, leaned toward 
her and said, "ls there anything I can do for yoU?" 

"I don't know," said Nancy. "It's very strange. 
I'll be all right soon, but I am very confused. I 
don't ... I'm sorry. I guess I am disoriented for the 
moment. I don't know where I am, or why I am here, or 
where I belong, or .•• " Her voice trailed off, as she 
shook her head slowly. 

"What is your name, dear?" Nancy turned slowly t o 
face her. "I'm sorry. It's just for the minute or 
two. But ... I'm sorry. I don't know!" 

Celia Arms wasn't sure what should be done under 
the circumstances. But she sized up the situation ve ' 
quickly. Here was a woman of obvious refinement and 
adequate means who was suffering from some kind of 
amnesia. She has no where to go, probably has no mone · 
with her because she doesn't seem to have a purse, has 
no one to call because she has lost all memory of 
friends or family or even self. Celia's course was 
clear. 

"Don't you worry, dear. You come home with me, 
and we'll give you a good meal and a good rest and 
you'll be alright. There's nothing for you to be 
concerned about. We'll get you straightened out real 
quick." 

Celia was put on earth for just such situations. 
She lived with her good, solid, down-to-earth husband 
in a modest suburban home, had an adequate job in a 
lamp-manufacturing company, and devoted every spare 
hour to service. She gave her Saturdays to the SPCA, 
served two nights a week on the volunteer Visitor's 
Committee at the Mercy Hospital, put in several hours· a 
week behind the Traveler's Aid desk at the bus station 
where she was shifted after the post at the railroad 
depot was abandoned, handling problems from missed 
connections to frightened children traveling alone to 
drunks thrown off the train to people having epileptic 
seizures. Any lack of training or specific knowledge 
was more than made up for by heart. Nancy's case was 
more puzzling than most, but it was a human being who 
needed help, and that spelled Celia. 
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The next few days did not bri ng the solution that 
had been expected. Nancy fitted easily and well into 
the Arms household. She did the dishes, admired the 
dog (the Arms' children were all marr i ed and out of the 
nest), hel ped make the beds and soon even Phil Arms 
f elt she was on the whole a good addition to the 
household. She didn't eat much, was a quiet soul, and 
pretty much kept out of the way. As l ong as she proved 
useful in addition, that was enough for him. 

Celia was sewing a hem back i nto a skirt one 
a fternoon when Nancy said, "Here, let me do that." She 
t ook the needle and it was instantly clear that she was 
p rofessional. "My, you do sew beautifully! You must 
h ave ••• " She stopped. They didn't speak of the past, 
o r of Nancy's total lack of recal l . Nancy seemed 
s urprisingly placid, or resigned. She was embarrassed 
not to know who she was or where she belonged. She was 
c oncerned at becoming a problem to the Arms or to 
a nybody else. But it was surely just a temporary 
a berration, and soon she would say, "Oh, of course" and 
t he whole past would come flooding back. 

Without discussing it, they both seemed to assume 
t hat it was their secret. They picked a name for 
Nancy, even had fun doing it. "Let's have something 
e xot i c," Nancy said. "Maybe 'Celeste'." So Celeste it 
was, and when anything at all was said on the matter, 
Celeste was from upper New York State, come to live 
with her old friend, Celia. People didn't pry much in 
Harrisburg. "Good fences make good neighbors" was a 
c oncept they embraced. 

"I don't know," she said. "It felt good to be 
s titching. I'd like to do more, if you have other 
t hings to do." 

She let out a f ew dresses ~or Celia, dnd the idea 
was born. She would earn money by sewing, so she could 
p ay her way with the Arms, and maybe save enough to go 
t o a specialist. 

They had talked a little about a doctor. Finances 
were tight with the Arms. And there was no way Nancy 
c ould get Medicare when she couldn't even tell anyone 
who she was. The kind of problem she had, involving 
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that strange awesome complexity known as the brain 
would require an expensive specialist, and that was 0 -
of the question. Nancy understood all this and agreed 
with it. She'd just have to earn some money and save 
it for the doctor. And anyway, actually she probably 
wouldn't need it because she'd be well pretty soon. 
Just as suddenly and inexplicably as she became this 
way in the first place. 

So gradually a life was developed. Phil went off 
each day to his construction job, Celia went to her jo 
each day, and spent added hours in her various 
activities, and Nancy did the bulk of the housework. 
As the weeks went by, then the months, Nancy settled ' 
as sort of the maiden aunt, or companion. It was 
wonderful for Celia. Over the years she had adjusted 
herself to a life of solitude in the company of her 
husband. Phil was tired when he got home from work. 
He would take off his shoes and his shirt, get a can or 
two of beer out of the refrigerator, and settle in 
front of the television for the evening. He preferred 
sports, especially wrestling, but it didn't really 
matter. He liked to sit and sop up anything that came 
along. As long as it wasn't one of those discussion 
groups where they just sat and talked, or some fancy 
program on 'Issues'. He wasn't very good company. 

Celia had accepted this as the way marriages were. 
He was a good provider, didn't demand much of her, had 
helped bring up three perfectly satisfactory children , 
or at least hadn't hindered her from doing it. There 
wasn't much more you can ask, she thought, of a 
marriage. 

But Nancy gave her a new and richer life. She 
actually had someone to talk with. Nancy read avidly , 
eager to learn about this new world she had suddenly · 
been born into. There was so much she didn't know. 
Her past, and the things she had taken for granted in 
the past, were gone; but her mind was excellent, and 
she devoured newspapers, magazines and books. She 
would discuss with Celia the things she had read, and 
Celia welcomed the broadening of her own horizon. The 
secret they shared brought them closer. Once in a 
while they'd even leave Phil by the TV and go to a 
movie together, giggling and eating popcorn. It was a 
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d i fferent life for Nancy, but she had never known any 
ot her, at least that she could recall, and she settled 
i n to a bland state of contentment. 

she was busy, too. Word got around that this 
e xcellent seamstress had come to town, and she began 
making more and more money sewing, a little here, a 
l i ttle there and once in a while a big project. Soon 
s h e was offered a place in the alterations department 
o f a quality boutique, and this opened the door to 
s t ill more dressmaking chores done in her spare time 
f o r which she could charge a high price. She was able 
t o pay the Arms $10 a week and still save some money. 

The years went by. A little grey crept into 
Na ncy's hair, the lovely curve of her throat became 
l e ss firm and smooth, the eyes lost just a little of 
t heir sparkle -- as much because of the submerged but 
gnawing concern over her loss of identity as from the 
a dded years. But she remained a beautiful woman, more 
ma ture, a little less self-assured than the young 
ma rried lady of a previous existence, showing some of 
t he wear from a harder, less comfortable life. 

It was in the fifth year that Charles Grosvenor 
e ntered the picture. Mildred Grosvenor was one of 
Na ncy's best customers. She came f rom Philadelphia, 
where she had been born into the Philadelphia 
a r istocracy, and her husband was a man of considerable 
me ans. She loved clothes, and had impeccable taste. 
Sh e bought only the best, but then often wanted little 
a l terations made. Sometimes it was for a more precise 
f i t, sometimes it was simply because her creativity 
e xceeded that of the original designer, and Mildred saw 
a way of improving the garment. s~e was fond of Nancy, 
r e cognized in her not only a super~or craftsman but a 
pe rson of more status than the usual s eamstress, and ' 
a l ways insisted on paying her well. 

Then, a f ew days after her sixtieth b~rthday, 
Mi ldred missed a turn and crashed fatally ~nto a 
te lephone pole. When Charles recovered from the . s~ock, 
he faced the problem of what to do with her exqu~s1te 
wardrobe -- and he turned to Nancy for ~elp. Th7re 
were three married daughters, not too d~fferent ~n s i ze 
fr om their mother. A dozen or more dresses were 
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altered to fit them. Some dresses were a little too 
mature for the girls, and these Charles gave to 
Mildred's friends. In each case he suggested Nancy f 
the alterations, and she was overwhelmed with high 
quality work. 

Mildred's sewing machine was more advanced than 
the inexpensive one Nancy had been able to acquire, 
since the dresses were there to begin with, Nancy s 
quite a bit of time in the Grosvenor house during t he 
next two or three weeks. Charles often came home wh o 
she was still at the house working on the dresses. 
would sit and chat with her, quietly admiring the 
deftness of her fingers, the arch of her figure as s 
worked, the brightness of her responses and her cha 

Charles was a quieter man, tall, slender, forma 
in manner. Nancy never saw him without a coat and t " 
He lived alone now, his housekeeping needs filled b y 
elderly woman who came in mid-morning and stayed 
through the dinner hour. His habits were regular: a 
glass of sherry in the library at 6:30, in time for 
national news broadcast. Since there was no program 
seven that was of interest to him, he had dinner in 
dining room, a book, usually a biography, held open 
a heavy brass ruler at the table for the purpose. 

One evening Nancy was busy until close to six 
o'clock and Charles urged her to stay and have a glas s 
of sherry with him. She hesitated. She had been 
keeping to herself, part l y to avoid questions that 
would be embarrassing to her. But she liked this ma , 
with his respectful but friendly manner; she had 
enjoyed their conversations; and the thought of an 
adventure, which was the way this, her first 'date' 
appeared to her, was appealing. Also, although 
somewhere she had read about sherry, she was curious 
know what it tasted like. So she said, "Well, yes, s 
could stay "just a minute". 

It was pleasant. Charles did at one point express 
some interest in her past, but she simply said, "I'd 
rather not talk about that, if you'll forgive me" and 
that was that. 
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It became a custom, her staying for sherry. When 
she was no longer coming to the house to sew, he asked 
her to come for dinner with him, and she did -- the two 
of them sitting properly at the large dining room 
table, with the housekeeper serving them in what she 
hoped was a proper formal manner. It was clear that 
Charles was deeply engrossed with her, perhaps even in 
love, and it came not entirely unexpectedly when after 
a few such meetings, he took her hands in his, looked 
into her eyes, and spoke quietly but with obvious 
emotion. 

"Celeste, it must come as no surprise to you to 
know that I find you a most beautiful, charming and 
appealing woman. In the days we have been together, I 
have grown to love you. I am older than you, and I do 
not offer you the romance and excitement you deserve. 
But I would be most happy if you would accept me as a 
husband, one who would devote his life to making you 
happy, Please tell me you'll marry me." 

A torrent of thoughts and emotions overwhelmed 
her. How wonderful it would be to live in this fine 
house with a man of intellect and charm, one whom she 
respected so greatly. The picture of Phil in his 
stocking feet and undershirt slouched in front of the 
television flashed through her mind. But who was she? 
Was she already married? Might her past suddenly loom 
up to create unimaginable problems? Would it be fair 
to this find man? Are my feelings toward him enough, 
without my being truly in love with him? Oh, she 
thought, there is so much I have to think about •.. No, 
there isn't. It's impossible. 

"Charles," she said. til admire everything about 
yOU. I've loved the time we've had together, and I . 
ho e it will continue. Life with you I ~now,would be 
'oPfUl and wonderful. I think I would f1nd 1t easy t? 
J Y 1 But I cannot. Oh Charles, there 1S learn to ove you. h 'd d 't know "Tears came as s e sa1 , 
so much you on I'··n't" She covered her face 
"Oh Charles, I can't, ca . 
wi th her hands and wept. 

Charles moved beside her, slipped his handkerchief 
into her hand, and put his arm around her shoulders. 
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Her head fell on his chest, and he said nothing for a 
moment. Then 

"Celeste, I've realized there are things you 
haven't told me. Knowing you, I know there is nothing 
bad or shameful ... I love this fine lady I hold close 
to me. I should be proud and oh so happy to have you 
for my wife." 

"You are so ... so ... good," she sobbed. Then s he 
straightened up, dabbed at her eyes and gave back :the 
handkerchief. 

"Let me go now," she sa i d. "I have so much to 
think about. Let me see you again, soon. I shall 
always prize your asking me to marry you. I shall say 
'no' although it is far f rom easy. But I do want to 
think about things and ... and talk to you." 

"Come tomorrow. For dinner tomorrow." 

"No," she said, "a week from tomorrow. I need a 
week." 

But four days later in the late afternoon a 
headache struck. She reeled under the pain, fumbled 
her way to bed, and in an instant was unconscious. 
Celia was concerned, looked in from time to time. But 
it seemed to be a normal though deep, sleep. She 
wakened about five in the morning. 

Celia was asleep in the next room when Nancy came 
to her door, called "Celia, please come," and was gone . 
Celia found her in her own room, standing in the middle 
of the floor, her arms crossed across her chest, 
shivering. She threw herself into Celia's arms. 

"Hold me tight " she said. Her voice was high, 
strained. She said'nothing for a full minute, then, 
"Celia .. It's happened." 

Celia said nothing, waited. 

"Celia I know who I am. I'm married. I live in 
It's 
I do? , d h Celia I know my name. 

Philadelphia. An 0, Dh 'celia what shall 
Nancy. Nancy cosgrove. , , 

I 
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live at 310 Oak street. In a pretty house. But Celia, 
it was so long ago! I'm celeste now; I don't know 
Nancy any more! Celia, what shall I do?" 

They sat on the edge of the bed, Celia comforting 
her as she would a child. "We'll talk about it," she 
said. "We don't have to decide right now. We've 
wanted this all along, and now here it is. You have a 
home of your own, maybe a fine husband 

"Oh yes," Nancy said, "I loved my husband. Why 
did I say 'loved'? I don't know, celia, I don't know 
my husband any more. Maybe he'S dead, maybe he's 
married again; maybe he doesn't know me or won't want 
me. Celia, I want to stay here with you." 

"We'll talk about it," celia said. "We have all 
the time in the world. You're welcome here as long as 
you want, you know that. We'll just take our time and 
decide everything. Come, let's us have a cup of 
coffee." 

Even in an hour or two, Nancy had had surge up 
within her an overpowering love for Jerry. She saw him 
clearly, remembered his voice, the touch of his hand, 
and her love was right back where it was in those 
golden years before ..• before all this happened. 

"I'm going home, celia," she said. But then came 
the questions -- surely she cannot just suddenly appear 
at the door of the house. But does she phone him? NO, 
t hat would be too much of a shock. And he might not 
believe her. She'd write -- and she couldn't wait to 
get to a desk and do it. 

"My dearest, dearest Jerry," she wrote. "Yes, it 
r eally is me. I'm alive, and I'm well, and I can't 
wait to be back in your arms. The moment my mind came 
back to me my heart was filled with the lovely memory 
of you, my darling, my most precious, and I love you 
more than anything on earth or in Heaven, as I always 
d id and always shall. I am writing because I know how 
s urprised you'll be and this seems to be the best way 
t o tell you. But my dearest love, when you receive 
t his I'll be on my way, eager to kiss you and to hold 
y ou close to me again. My dearest love, how thrilled I 
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am. I shall see you in just a few hours. Till then , 
my love in all abundance, Nancy." 

She read it over before sealing the letter. Th 
stopped, laid it down, and went ovar to the window. 
She thought a long time, came back, and tore up the 
letter. She started again. 

"My very dear Jerry," she wrote this time. "I 
know what a surprise this wi ll be to you. I am alive 
and well. I can't write you all that's happened, bu 
lost my memory, I didn't know who I was. I've been 
living here with a dear, dear new friend and only t 
has my memory come back. I know it's been a long t ' 
You must have thought I was dead, and it may be very 
difficult if I come back. Please tell me. I love y 
very much as I always did. But in eight years you ha 
created a new life, and even I have started one. I' 
giving you my phone number and you can call me if yo 
wish, or write me. I'd like to come back to you if ~ 
want me to, but please, dear, be honest with me. It '~ 
be all right and I'll understand. I'll do nothing 
until I hear from you. Love, Nancy.1I 

This was the letter she mailed. 

Jerry came home late from the office that day, 
still was home before Felice. He picked up the mail 
and sorted through it. The usual solicitations for 
worthy causes, a travel brochure, a letter telling h ' 
on the cover that he'd won six million dollars (the 
'if' was somewhere inside), and three personal letters. 
The handwriting on one arrested him; it was 
surprisingly like that of his dear Nancy. He opened 
that one first . 

. He was standing when he read it, and he groped 
behlnd him for a chair. He read it again, looked at 
the address in the upper corner, looked at the postmar 
on the envelope, and read it again. His mind whirled . 
A dozen thoughts, questions, hopes, fears, tumbled 
through his brain and he couldn't sort them out. 

There was a sound at the door; Felice was home. 
He stuffed the letter in his pocket. We won't talk 
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a bout it now; I need time to think . My God, do I need 
t i me to think ! 

He didn't mention it that evening, or the next. 
Th e following day was Saturday, a day when he often 
s pent a couple of hours at the club 'with the boys'. 
He let Felice assume that was where he was going when 
he left the house, and instead found a bench in the 
pa rk where he sat. 

It's been eight years, he thought. To me, she was 
d e ad. I loved her, still do; I mourned her. But she 
wa s gone from my life. I have a new life. I have 
Fe lice, and Felice has as much right to me and a home 
a nd a normal life with me as Nancy does. She said she 
c ould go either way, stay away or come back 

He read the letter again. It was easy to see what 
i t really said. I love you, I want to come back, but 
I ' m frightened, I don't know what has happened to you 
i n the eight years. I'm prepared to be a good sport, 
but, oh, please, I'd like to come home. 

She was always that way, he remembered. Not what 
s he wanted but what would make me happiest. I was that 
wa y, too. Our love, how magical i t was! But eight 
years. She's changed. I've changed. 

And Felice. What could I possibly say to Felice? 
What a stunning shock, out of the blue! We've been 
ma rried a year, and ... Only a year. Nancy and I, 10 
y ears. Now another eight has passed. Technically, 
e i ghteen years ... 

What Nancy must have been through! Absolutely 
a l one in the world, not a friend, not even the memory 
o f a friend. 

But she's adjusted to it now . She says, she's 
s t arted a new life. Maybe 

And so it went on, for two hours. Finally Jerry 
r ose, walked slowly home. 

Felice was stirring a batter, ready to bake 
s omething. "Felice, could we talk?" "Just a minute 
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Jerry, I'll have this in the oven in five minutes. 
"No, please, let that go. I do want to talk to yo • 

They sat down in the room they called the den , 
cozy, book-lined, a bar in one corner, a fire-place 
another -- the room they 'lived' in. He handed her 
Nancy's letter, watched while she read it. 

She looked up, expressionless. Her face was 
She said nothing, waited for him to speak. 

"Felice," he said, "I have to take her back." 

Felice swallowed. Her face still without 
expression, no frown, no smile. She said, "Of co 

"You say 'of course'? You really mean that?" 

"Yes. You're married to her. I'm ••. I don' t 
know what I am." 

"Oh, Felice, that can be taken care of. We 
mustn't worry about that. People will understand, 
whatever we do. I've thought a great deal about it . 
don't know what the right thing to do is. I am so 
happy with you, I so treasure our life together; t he 
thought of not being with you is unbearable .•• " 

"But," Felice cut in. Her hands moved out, i n 
sign of resignation. "I feel the same way, I love 
you know how much I do. I love being your wife. I 
think you're a wonderful man -- good, generous, 
thoughtful, decent, considerate, and strong. And 
that's why you will give back to Nancy the life that 
was taken away from her." 

"Felice, let's stop talking now. Let's think s 
more. You're wonderful to take it this way_ You're 
taking it better than I can. Let's have a drink, t a 
about something else, then talk about it again this 
evening." 

It wasn't easy, but they did. And when they 
talked about it again, they came out the same way. 
Felice would leave, quickly, before Nancy arrived. S-
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would leave Philadelphia. No city was large enough for 
two women in such a relationship. 

"But where will you go, what will you do?" 

"I don't know but it's no problem. Trained nurses 
are always in demand, wherever I go. Perhaps it's 
better if you don't know where I am ... 

"No, Felice, we can't just break apart like that 

" 
"We have to, Jerry. I love you too much to see 

you again. I'm not going to be your mistress. I've 
been your wife, and I've loved it, and I'm proud of it. 
We're making too big a sacrifice to spoil it with 
something . .. ugly. When I go now, that is the end. 
I'll think of you often, and I'll love you always. But 
I' l l never see you again." 

He wrote Nancy that night, an effusive, loving 
letter, and told her he couldn't wait for her to corne 
home. He didn't trust his voice on the telephone. 

When Nancy arrived, Felice was gone, as were all 
signs of her having been there. 

Jerry answered the doorbell, and there she was. 
They looked at each other a moment, then threw their 
arms around each other without a word. 

"Jerry, I'm home! How wonderful that is!" She 
walked through the hall, into the living room, then 
into the den. Jerry stood and watched her. She carne 
back to him and said, "Oh Jerry, you look wonderful. 
Have you missed me? No, that's a stupid, trite 
question. It may be hard at first, hard to talk. 
have so much to say to each other, but we've been 

We' 
apart 
I am so long. I don't know. But oh, Jerry, how happy 

to be home." 

She was right, it was a bit hard to have a light
hearted give and take. So she did most of the talking. 
She told about her life with Celia, and laughed about 
Ph i l. She talked about how strange it was having no 
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memory whatever of one's life beyond a few years 
before. Then he stopped her. 

"Nancy, there's something you have to know. 
you were gone, and we could find no trace of you, and 
years and years went by, I thought you were dead. I 
married again." 

Nancy said quietly. "I wondered. I was waiting 
for you to tell me." Then, "Where is she?" 

"She's gone. We agreed, and she's gone for 
keeps." 

Nancy took a minute before saying anything. "Do 
you love her very much?" 

"Yes, Nancy, I loved her. I grieved terribly ov 
you, I thought I'd never get over it. But it was a 
long time, Nancy. I was very lonely. I missed the 
life we had together. I think maybe I was trying to 
find it with Felice." 

"Felice?" 

"Yes." 

A half-smile. "That's a nice name. I was 
Celeste. When I had to find a name for myself, I cho 
Celeste. I wanted a fancy name. I think I would have 
chosen Felice if I'd thought of it. What was she like 
Felice?" 

"Oh Nancy, you don't want to take about that.1t 

"Oh yes, I do. Tell me about Felice, and about 
the years I've been away. I want to know. I want t o· 
know everything." 

He did not tell her everything. But he told her 
about the conversation he had had with Felice when t he 
received Nancy's letter. He told her of Felice's 
immediate response: "Of course." 

"She must be a very generous woman, a very 
wonderful woman. I'm not sure I could have done that. 
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Jerry said nothing. 

"Where is she now?" 
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"I don't know. She wanted it that way .. She's 
Philadelphia. She says she'll be all r1ght a~d I 
she will be. She's a registered.nur~e, and w1ll 
another city where she can pract1ce. 

"Did you want it that way, too?" 

"Yes. It was the only way." 

"I wish I'd known Felice." 

It was not the same. They were tender with each 
other, and loving. But somehow Felice was still there. 
As the hours went by, and a day became two days then 
thr ee, it never became the same. In the early days of 
their marriage, they were wholly with each other, their 
thoughts were on one track, the key they were striking 
was always the same one. Now their conversation would 
be on one channel, their thoughts on another. The blow 
on the side of the head that broke Nancy's memory had 
somehow broken their unity: two lives existed where 
there had been one before. 

Another Saturday had come, and Jerry did go off to 
spend a little time with the boys. It was good to talk 
about football coaches and players' sal aries and the 
terrible officiating at last week's game. All so 
impersonal, so all-absorbing, so easy. It was 
afternoon when he got home. 

There was a note for him on the hall table, an 
envelope, with 'Jerry' written on it. It was from 
Nancy. 

"Dear Jerry," he read. "It isn't right. It isn't 
working. Somehow we came out with the wrong answer. I 
know you love me; you wouldn't have done such a fine 
thing and taken me back if you hadn't. But your love 
for Felice is a fresher love, and it wi ll always be 
be tween us. I love Felice. What a fine, unselfish 
person she is, to give you back to me. I know it was 
hard for her and that she loves you; I can sense that, 
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too. I've gone away, back into that distant limbo I 
just came from. It's better. I shall always l?ve ~o 
and grieve at what that awful moment on the traln dl~ 
to us. Think of the 1st few days aS,a dream, s~meth " 
that never happened. Go back to Fellce. And wlth a • 
my heart and in all sincerity, I wish both of you grea 
happiness. Nancy." 

He went in to the den and poured himself a drink. 
He went to the closet, felt around behind the abandon 
tennis racquets and discarded mackintoshes thrown at 
the rear, and found a box. From it he took two 
pictures. One was of Nancy, that he had put away whe 
he married Felice. The other was of Felice, he had 
hidden away when Nancy was returning. 

Slowly and deliberately, he studied the wall, 
moved a picture or two, and hung them both. Then dr i 
in hand he sat down facing them. 

He looked at Nancy - who had come back to him a n 
was now gone. How he had loved her -- what a rare 10 e 
their's had been. He had gotten her back ... and lost 
her. 

He looked at Felice, dear, beautiful Felice. wi 
the choice between the two of them he had chosen Nancy. 
And Felice was gone. 

Two fine, beautiful women, two wives, both of who 
loved him dearly, both of whom at times in his life ha " 
brought him happiness beyond the reach of most humans . 
What a fortunate man he had been! But now -- both of 
them gone ... utterly, irretrievably gone. 

When his drink was half finished, he stood. He 
solemnly raised his glass to Nancy, and drank. He 
turned slightly, raised his glass to Felice, and drank . 
Then with all the strength he could muster, he threw 
the glass into the fireplace, where it broke into a 
thousand tiny glistening pieces. 

He sat down again, and put his head in his hands. 
He wept. 


