
pg. 127 (chapter seven)

I walked back along the border of the lawn, traversed

the gravel softly and tiptoed up the veranda steps.  The

drawing room curtains were open and I saw that the room

was empty.  Crossing the porch where we had dined that

June night three months before I came to a small rectangle

of light which I guessed was the pantry window.  The blind

was drawn but I found a rift at the sill.

Daisy and Tom were sitting opposite each other at the

kitchen table with a plate of cold fried chicken between

them and two bottles of ale.  He was talking intently across

the table at her and in his earnestness his hand had fallen

upon and covered her own.  Once in a while she looked up

at him and nodded in agreement.

They weren’t happy, and neither of them had touched

the chicken or the ale—and yet they weren’t unhappy

either.  There was an unmistakable air of natural intimacy

about the picture and anybody would have said that they

were conspiring together.


