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 Dear Mr. Editor:


 It occurred to me that the enclosed letters might be of interest to your readers. They were found in sealed bottles washed ashore on the coast of Chile and are from a nephew of mine – a good-looking young devil of 23 with more than his fair share of luck.

Yours,

J. McPherson
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 Letter Number 1


 Will the finder of this bottle please forward the enclosed letter to:


 
Mr. Jim McPherson,


 Chief Engineer,


 c/o G. P. O. London.


 


 Dear Uncle Jim: I have no means of telling whether you get this letter. I’m simply trusting luck to the sea. In any case there is no chance of your answering because I don’t know where I am except that it’s on an island – accessible only from one tiny beach.


 As the Admiralty cannot know exactly what happened you’d better tell them that I believe we were torpedoed by a sub on the 15th December, and that I am the sole survivor. I was walking on deck when it happened – the ship just blew up and by a miracle I found myself in the drink still all in one piece. I managed to find some wreckage to cling to, and then it started to blow, and for two days and nights I was like a damned sub myself most of the time. But somehow I managed to keep topside until one night when I was just about ready to cash in, I landed with a bang and a bump on good old dry land. I crawled up above the tide level and passed out completely.


 I’ll have to tell you the story as it happened to me, otherwise you’ll think I’m the most awful liar, for this is the most fantastic spot you could ever dream of – a real Utopia protected from the march of civilization as we know it by great unscaleable rock cliffs. An absolute paradise inhabited by the most charming folk it has been my good fortune to meet.


 But to continue with my story:


 I was aroused from my collapse on the beach by someone shaking me and found myself surrounded by some natives armed with spears and the first thing I noticed about them was their fine physique and the character in their faces. They were more like bronzed Greek gods than natives. They pressed a wet sponge to my lips and kept refilling it until my throat stopped burning like a lime kiln and I could talk. I asked them if they spoke English, and after that my troubles ceased for they talk the same lingo perfectly without any accent. They produced a gourd of excellent wine and some tasty little things to eat and when I was more or less able to sit up and take notice, plunked me on a litter and began to carry me over the rocks toward the towering cliff face. My bearers moved smoothly and swiftly over the uneven going to the entrance of a small cave – here a halt was called while torches were lit and then in we went, deeper and deeper into the cliff. The cave seemed to get bigger and bigger and then we began climbing up one side. There was no regular path, just easy footholds here and there – then the roof seemed to come closer and we were in a natural tunnel, still climbing. We went on and on for heaven knows how long and then at last I saw the tint of daylight on the rocks ahead and rounding a corner we came at last out once more into the sunlight – and the most beautiful surroundings.


 It is quite impossible for me to do justice to it, the whole darned island is the same, just a mass of tropical green flowers everywhere all the year round, birds singing and a perfume which changes all the time, as each different flower seems to take its turn in pumping buckets of scent into the air.


 To crown it all there are no pests of any kind (human or otherwise), no snakes, no poisonous spiders or centipedes and no mosquitoes. No heap of stupid rules and regulations – no liquor laws, and no morality laws except the very simple practice of good manners, tolerance, and consideration for the other fellow’s point of view. As a result, vice and crime are unknown. Everyone has enough work to keep life from getting boring. No strikes, no lockouts, no landlords, each man owns as much land as he can use for whatever purpose he requires, he cannot own more of anything than he can use. There are no witch doctors, ancient or modern. They say quite simply that the truth is no one knows what happens when we die, and so anyone who says he does is obviously a liar. All that is required of you as a citizen is that you do your part in making life on this island as pleasant and happy as possible for everyone else so long as you live. What a place! But to continue:


 We pushed our way through the undergrowth and there in a clearing was the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen coming toward me, her hands outstretched in welcome. (Yes I know you think I’m a most awful liar, but I can’t help that, this is, as I’ve said, the most fantastic spot you’ve ever heard of, and it’s all the truth.) I decided I wasn’t dreaming but it was pretty staggering. Her hair was like a black satin cloak rippling to her waist in the soft breeze and her figure was absolutely stunning. I had plenty of opportunity to judge this and to notice that her skin was like silk, with a most beautiful even tan, for she wore nothing at all except an abbreviated sort of skirt of silk with a gay pattern in red flowers on it, and a pair of sandals with amazing heels (oh, I forgot the flower – she had a flower in her hair).


 Like my bearers there was nothing of the native about her except in the grace of her movements. She looked more like a bathing beauty at a fashionable beach resort. She was just basically lovely at any time, anywhere, not just to a tired, and miserable sailorman washed up on the beach of a South Pacific island.
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 In perfect English (and her voice was like a caress itself, another of the wonders of all these wonderful people) she asked me how I felt, helped me off my stretcher to which I had been glued in astonishment, and then my eyes really did pop out of my head, for behind her in the shade of the trees to which she was leading me were three gorgeous blondes standing shoulder to shoulder in line abreast in front of a little rickshaw to which I saw they were attached by harness like ordinary ponies. They had nothing on either except the harness and bridles and sandals, a tassel of colored beads fore and aft so to speak, and a large plume attached to the brow band of the bridle.


 Their hands were not much in evidence and as I mounted into this Island Rolls Royce I noticed that each girl’s arms were folded behind her back and secured in this position with straps, but there was nothing of the captive slave in their behavior, far from it, they smiled at me (as much as their bits would allow), their great soft dark eyes twinkling under impossibly long curved lashes, and as my hostess arranged a cushion for me stamped their little sandaled feet and shook their heads in impatience.


 Once settled comfortably, my companion gathered up the reins, clicked her tongue, cracked her whip, flicked the shoulders of her unusual steeds and off we went. I turned to wave thanks to the friends who had carried me up the cliff and then fixed my attention once more on the intriguing spectacle in front of me.


 The ponies needed no urging. They ran, in perfect step, with a smooth effortless grace that was a pleasure to watch, and did they go fast, with never a pause for breath. I have since found that any girl or boy here can do the 100 in 7.9 seconds, and keep up that speed for a mile.


 I was naturally full of questions but though feeling much better was still too worn out to talk. My companion sensed it, for after asking how long I’d been in the water, said, “You must be very tired. Just rest and we’ll have you home in no time”, and instead of talking she sang softly in time to the runners as they flashed down the well-worn winding track.


 This, with the wine I had drunk (I still clutched the gourd, trust me for that), the scent of the flowers, and the sun as it flickered through the leaves playing hide and seek on the satin skins of our ponies, and twinkling on the highly polished leather of the harness, made me drowsy. I was hypnotized by the rippling muscles of the gorgeous limbs in front of me, the little flying sandaled feet that hardly seemed to touch the ground, and the slender fingers now stretched, and now clenched to relieve the tension of the straps.


 The gay red plumes of their unique headdress bobbed and waved in the air, challenging the brilliant colors of the birds which flashed overhead and the vivid butterflies which fluttered around the place.


 One particularly large one of a most beautiful deep blood red and purple hovered around the heads of our ponies and then alighted on the shoulder of the one on the port-side. This caused considerable excitement in the team – they suddenly ran even faster.


 “That’s lucky,” said my companion, “for Gail, but not for me, for it means I’ll lose the finest team on the island. I know what you’re thinking,” she went on “you’re wondering about the ponies. Every newcomer does. Oh no, you’re not the first shipwrecked mariner to land up on the beach,” and her eyes twinkled.


 “You see, we’ve got no horses, never have had, and it’s been the custom for years for all the young girls from the age of 18 to 21 to take their place. I’ll tell you all about it later.”


 “How do they like it?” I asked.


  “They love it!” she replied.


  “It is each girl’s ambition to be in the fastest team. Why, that’s what all the excitement is about at the moment. You see, Gail is over age for a pony but she asked the people’s permission to stay on being in my team until after the annual races because of the other two and we’re certain to win. But that particular butterfly settling on her shoulder means that she’ll marry before the moon wanes, and then she’ll simply have to go.” By this time the ponies had got quite out of hand in their excitement and were jumping and throwing their heads in the air while the rickshaw swayed drunkenly.


 With whip and rein my companion collected the team until they were traveling smoothly again, but the butterfly still rested on Gail’s shoulder. In silence we watched it, and then out of the corner of my eye I saw another, even bigger, butterfly of the same kind. I couldn’t help grinning as the damn thing fluttered around my face and then rested on my shoulder. I looked over at the girl beside me and to my surprise saw consternation on her face, but suddenly another butterfly came out of nowhere and rested alongside the flower in her hair, and her expression changed to one of expectancy. Then her eyes sparkled and she laughed happily as those two butterflies started chasing each other between us, now they were both on her, now on me.


 The omen, after what she had just said, was too obvious.


 The team sensed something was going on and Gail turned her head. Immediately she drew the attention of the others to it and then they went plumb crazy. They threw their heads in the air. Their harness creaked as they strained against it, and if we’d gone fast before we literally flew now.


 We shot round corners on one wheel, and even the butterflies decided to stop playing tag and to hang on for dear life. Gail’s still clung to her shoulder, and I could feel mine somewhere up in my hair, while the other had sought refuge on one of the beautiful breasts of the girl at my side.
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 She had given the team their heads and resting back on her cushions was singing again, a happy lilting tune, red lips parted, dreamy eyes half closed. Still we flew along.


 The track widened and we occasionally passed a pretty little thatched hut tucked away amongst the trees and little orchards and patches of cultivated land.


 We passed other teams of ponies coming and going, sometimes a pair of girls in the shafts and sometimes three as in ours, and I noticed with delight that all were equally as pretty.


 My lovely companion came out of her reverie now and brought the team down to their long swinging stride again, but they were most unwilling to obey and it was only after severe use of whip and reins that she managed to control them. In fact it really wasn’t until the butterflies flew away that she gained their mastery. But we were still going extremely fast and it was wonderful to watch her handling as we weaved through the traffic, which was becoming more congested (and no darn traffic cops or red lights).


 At last we came to the main village, but that hardly describes it – a fairyland is a better word. Little huts almost hidden in an absolute profusion of flowers. Men and women waved in friendly greeting as, without checking pace, we flashed through a maze of wide paths until swinging across a little bridge over a little tinkling brook we drew up suddenly before a large shady veranda, and I clambered down.


 I don’t suppose it’s usual, in fact I’m certain no rider in a stagecoach, or buggy for that matter, ever did it before, but I couldn’t help going over to the ponies and saying “thank you”. At which their eyes sparkled and they nodded their appreciation as they stood there on tiptoe, which made their harness jingle and the plumes dance gaily anew atop of their heads. They couldn’t answer me because the wooden bits in their mouths, though thin and light so that they caused no discomfort, nevertheless made coherent speech impossible.


 The chief with his wife and the rest of their family, for it was Malua, his eldest daughter, who had driven me in, welcomed me and helped me inside. As a matter of fact I’d finished the gourd of wine and was a bit tight, but they took it to be plain fatigue. They were charming people and never have I met such gracious hospitality.


 Before I quite realized what had happened, I found myself bathed, and fed, resting on a couch in the shelter of a cool room – a delightful contrast to the harsh voice of the sea which I had heard at such close quarters for the last few days – and which now, as I relaxed completely, returned drumming in my ears. And I fell asleep to dream of mermaids harnessed to my raft drawing me across warm sunny seas in a glorious surf-riding game of follow-my-leader.
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 Letter Number 2


 When I began writing, it was with the happy idea of sending off one letter in a bottle, and then following it with the same letter in another, and so on-trusting to the law of averages that one of them would eventually get through to its destination. However, it was obvious, once I had started to write, that I could not possibly tell you everything in one letter.


 Then it occurred to me that if a suitable reward were offered for safe delivery and one bottle got washed up somewhere, whoever found it might think it worth while to look around for more. Obviously if I dumped them into the drink here at the same time of tide each day, they should all arrive more or less in the same spot somewhere-at least, I hope so.


 I am therefore writing a sort of diary and as each spasm is finished, I’m sealing it up and consigning it to the tender mercy of Old Neptune’s postal service. Now to get back to my story …


 I awoke with a bit of a jolt, but then I remembered where I was and lay back on the pillow to take stock of the situation. By the slant of the sunlight which filtered through the blinds, I figured it was late in the afternoon so I propped myself up and looked around with a general idea of getting up – but with no great determination – the bed was too darn comfortable for that. Then my eyes spotted a pitcher and a carved coconut cup on a table beside the bed – I investigated, expecting to find water – but to my delight, the thing was full of a sweet perfumed amber colored drink which a sample showed was contrary-wise pleasantly dry to the taste. A couple of good swigs and I felt fine and the idea of getting up seemed more reasonable – but still there was something soft and insistent about this bed and it puzzled me.


 I was as naked as the day I was born but I felt as if I were wearing silk pajamas, and I discovered to my surprise that the sheets were indeed silk. This naturally shook me a bit but as I later discovered almost all the cloth on this island, with the exception of the towels, is silk, thanks not to any silk worm or spinning wheel, but to an industrious little water bug. I’ll tell you about that in due course. At the moment, all I could think of was that I had quite definitely landed in the lap of luxury.


 My wandering gaze took in the fact that my shirt and trousers had been washed and ironed and with a towel were hanging over the back of a chair. So my curiosity as to the rest of my surroundings getting the better of the beckoning of the bed, I swung my legs over the side, put on my pants and picking up the towel wandered off in search of the shower – which I duly found. There was plenty of cold and hot water with ample room to splash around in so by the time I was through I felt one hundred per cent. On my way out of the bathroom, I ran slap-bang into Malua.


 “Good heavens,” she exclaimed, “what are you doing up like this. We thought you’d sleep the clock round.”


 “Well, I have done – just about,” I replied. “‘The moon was only just up when I hit the beach if I remember correctly, which means that I snored off first around 10 last night. What’s the time now?”


 “Oh, about half past six”


 “Well, there you are! Let’s see – with only the short break while I was being brought up here, that’s 18 or 19 hours – I haven’t had that much sleep for ages, all in one wallop.”


 “Then you feel all right?” she asked.


 “Fine, but trifle peckish – can I raid the larder?”


 Malua laughed and taking my arm led me forward. Now I don’t know, I’ve been arm in arm with a girl before but there was something about the way she did it that was different and which somehow made feel rather daft and light-headed. Everything about her seemed so soft and inviting, and the perfume she used made you dizzy. Somehow her shoulder seemed to brush mine, and somehow her hands sort of caressed my arm, and maybe I had a heavy roll in my walk because I swayed towards her and for an instant my cheek seemed to brush against her hair. This apparently surprised us both, because as I turned my head, to regain my balance of course, she raised hers and I found my lips pressed against her cheek – at which point she laughed and tugged on my arm – which naturally meant that she had to hold on tighter as she dragged me towards the living room. It was all very disconcerting.


 She pushed me into an easy chair and told me to relax while she got me a snack, explaining that supper would be on in about an hour, and then turned to go but stopped suddenly, spinning round on her toes. “Oh, I’m so sorry Jimmy, I forgot, do you smoke?”


 When I replied that I did, she went tripping away on her towering heels to a sort of sideboard affair to return with two boxes. The one containing those cigarillo things, and the other large matches.


 I helped myself and examined the matches with interest. They were unusual.


 “Where on earth did you get these,” I asked, “don’t tell me you make them here?”


 “But of course,” she replied. “Why not? It’s only a twig dipped into some chemical stuff that the professor and his assistants concoct. Sometimes they let me help. Look, it works fine” and picking one tip she struck it on a rough green colored stone which had been cleverly set in the lid, then resting one hand on the arm of my chair leaned forward to light my cigarette.


 As she did so, I glanced up and found her looking at me and there was something in her eyes that made me feel as if I were looking into the golden brown deep of a pool in a highland stream. You remember that one below Bucchanty Falls, on a sunny day? The way it used to bubble and sparkle? Well it was like that only this one was shaded with a dark mist of the most impossibly long curved eyelashes.


 The match burning down to her fingers put an end to this mutual looky-looky business.


 “How’d you like our tobacco?” she said blowing it out.


 I tried to draw slowly and deliberately on my cigarette but only succeeded in chewing off the end. With a mouthful of tobacco, I mumbled something like “marvelous” or “excellent”. It really was too. And there was an awkward pause in which neither of us seemed game to look squarely at the other. Then, apparently satisfied that I now had everything I needed for the time being, she straightened up, slowly, like a cat stretching, and once more headed off toward the kitchen, those amazing pencil-thin heels going clickety-click on the polished hardwood floor.


 I spotted another flagon and some cups within reach, so I poured myself a generous drink as a nerve tightener, and then sprawled back in the chair. After all I’d been through, the whole thing was incredible and I pinched myself just to make sure that I really wasn’t dreaming. It seemed impossible that anything or anywhere could be so utterly remote from the beastliness of everything that made up the world of today.


 The stuff I was drinking, and the gentle breeze which came drifting across the shaded veranda to explore the room, carrying with it the scents of all the flowers it had brushed against on the way, just because it was too darn lazy to drop them, made me feel half tight. Or maybe it was Malua.


 We’d only met for about half a minute so to speak, and yet that I was nuts about her and that she seemed, more or less, agreeably inclined toward me seemed rather evident. And there was that business of the butterflies. But then it occurred to me, as a bit of a damper, that anyone quite as lovely as she was couldn’t look anything else but adorable and must surely be tangled up with some bloke or other and it might be all my imagination. If it was so, it was so, and there was plenty of time to find out for certain. Meanwhile it would perhaps be a bit boorish to chance abusing what after all might be nothing more than really wonderful hospitality.


 I was thinking this way when she came back, and so instead of kissing her well and truly then and there, I decided to wait and see.


 I was pretty damned hungry, so I helped myself to come down to earth by concentrating on the wooden platter covered with all sorts of savory looking things which she placed close to my hand. But it was an unequal battle, because once she had made sure that everything was hunky-dory, she drew up another chair and curled up in it. Then she stretched out and crossed her slender ankles in front of her, in the process arranging them so that I had an excellent opportunity of appraising their beauty and the fascinating lines of those stilt heels.


 I’m afraid that I didn’t behave like a connoisseur of food and wine and tobacco at all, I just stared and began to eat in such a vague manner that I missed my mouth, at which Malua laughed merrily.


 “You know, Jimmy,” she said, “I think you’ve got something on our mind. Have you?”


 Her eyes were shining with mischief, but before I had a chance to tell her what it was, we were interrupted by the sound of running feet and a shriek of laughter.


 I glanced up to see two teenage boys thunder across the veranda.


 Almost as suddenly they stopped and there was a loud “Ssh! Hey we forgot that sailor! He’ll be sleeping!”


 Malua and I sat still. Apparently coming in from the sunlight they had not spotted us in the shade of the room inside.


 “Here come my brothers,” she whispered, “they’ll get a shock when they see you up and about. The last you were laid up for days, one was terribly hurt, poor boy,” and she shuddered, “but he’s all right now.”


 Then the two kids, dressed in nothing more than the usual sarong of the islands entered on tiptoe. For a moment they were so busy with this Ssh-ing business that they didn’t see me, but when they did they stopped with a jerk, mouths wide open.


 “Gosh, it’s Jim,” said one. “Aren’t you tired?” said the other.


 I got up grinning and as we shook hands, assured them that I was quite O.K.


 They were a couple of wholesome-looking infants – tall, well built and obviously fit as fiddles. “Now, you’ve got the advantage of me,” I said, “somehow you seem to know my name’s Jim.”


 “Oh that was Malua”, the one cut in, “she looked at your identification disc when she took your clothes away to wash them.”


 “And she took an awful time to get them too”, said the other looking blandly at the ceiling, “but girls are always like that. I bet I’d have done it in half the time.”


 “The names of these two reptiles”, Malua interrupted, “is Mutt, on the right, and as you might imagine Geoff, on the left. They’re twins, but they’re easy to distinguish because Mutt has a little scar on his cheek.” Then, turning to them, “Where’s daddy?”


 “Oh, he’s with mother, down having a look at the new bridge”, said Geoff, “He said you weren’t to wait for him for supper, but I don’t expect he thought Jim would be up. I’ll tell you what”, and he paused, then with the rush of a bright idea, “Mutt and I will get supper while you talk to Jim. How’s that?”


 “Sometimes I feel almost a brotherly love for you”, said Malua, settling back in her chair. “That’s a wonderful idea. Go to it, my warriors!”


 I sat down again too, and for a few moments there was silence except for a murmur of voices, laughter, and a clattering from the direction of the kitchen.


 The sun had just disappeared behind the blue hills and from where I sat I could see the ever-changing riot of color it discarded, like a parting gift to a happy little land at the end of another day.


 Every now and then as the shadows deepened a little twinkling light would spring out, then another and another, winking and peeping through the leaves like elves coming to life to change the gathering darkness into a fairyland.


 It was all so unreal, those friendly little lights, no blackout, no blitz, just happy people home at the end of the day. I began to feel rather uncomfortable. It seemed all wrong for me to be sitting here like this in such contentment and peace, and, anyway, could it last? Could even this little paradise escape the destruction and the beastliness of our so called civilization, with its endless procession of crackpots claiming to have the salvation of the world at their crushing finger tips and trampling everything and everyone underfoot in the wild triumphant march of their insane ideology? The thought made me shudder.


 I felt my hand trembling and glanced down to see the white of my knuckles showing from the force with which I was gripping my goblet. I had a mad desire to smash it to the floor.


 Malua seemed to sense my thoughts, for she came over and sat on the arm of my chair and gently stroked her fingers through my hair.


 “Don’t worry, Jimmy,” she murmured, “just rest.” And then somehow she was in my arms and everything was sort of chaotic.


 Certainly I’d had a pretty tough time I suppose, and maybe the ship blowing up under me might have had something to do with it. But if it was shock then there was as much in what had happened in the last few hours to make it worse. The change was too sudden and I really felt worn out flat, all I could do was to hold on to this wonderful girl as if my very life depended upon it. I felt a bit of an ass, but Malua went on murmuring sweet nothings in my ear, which was all I cared about, and then I felt her stiffen slightly.


 “Jimmy, ” she said, “have you got a girl you’re fond of back in England?” I shook my head.


 “Anywhere else in the world?” Again I shook my head. I felt her looking at me, studying my face. Then she gave a happy little sigh, kissed me full on the lips, a slow lingering kiss which knocked me for a row of hoops, and then pushed herself out of my arms.


 She didn’t seem to walk away from me, she just floated off into the shadows of one corner of the room, a shadow herself, to drift back again and sink to the floor at my feet. In her hands she held a guitar and as she began softly to pluck the strings almost imperceptibly the whole room seemed to fill with music.
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 I hardly noticed that the clamor from the kitchen had ceased and that Mutt and Geoff were standing in silence silhouetted in the doorway.


 Never before have I heard anything like it. The strings sang an accompaniment to that wonderful voice, and though the words were in the soft native dialect, there was no mistaking their meaning. I felt that I was held fast by an irresistible force, as if everything were being drawn out of me and that I was being carried away and away on a magic carpet through a starry sky, floating on and on – until at least as gently as it had begun the melody faded, and with it the stars and the magic carpet, and I realized that I was still sitting in my chair, the room once more full of the quiet of the evening. Or was it quiet? There still seemed to be music everywhere.


 The tension was broken by Geoff. Brothers fortunately are most unromantic,


 “Mutt,” he said, “did you ever hear her sing like that before?”


 Mutt grunted and shook his head.


 “Then I’ll take ten to one that old Mouldy’s a pony again before very long”, and they went back into the kitchen chuckling.


 “Who’s Mouldy?” I asked.


 “Me,” said Malua in a small voice, “brothers have a nice taste in names, don’t they?”


 I digested this for a moment, found I was too fuddled to add it up and then asked, “Well, what’s this about a pony – were you once a pony, too?”


 She nodded, “Of course.”


 “Then why should you become one again?”


 Malua put the guitar down by her side and looking down at the floor began tracing invisible patters on it with her slender tapering fingers.


 “It’s a wedding custom.” She spoke softly, her voice scarcely audible and yet so clear that I could hear every word. “A very old custom. You have your old customs in the outside world, too, don’t you, Jimmy?” she looked up and puckered her nose.


 I nodded.


 “And you like to keep them,” she went on, “because they bring good luck. We’re all a bit superstitious, aren’t we?”


 “We throw rice and old shoes,” I answered, “and carry the bride over the doorstep and that sort of thing. What happens with you people?”


 Malua half-rose and then sank back on her heels.


 “It starts at eight on the wedding morning”, she dropped her eyes and then kept glancing up at me through that mist of eyelashes. “The four most recent brides lead the ‘bride-to-be’ off into the woods, and no one else knows where.” She paused and began tracing patterns with her fingers again. “Then they tie her to a tree so that she cannot get away, one that is well hidden, and tie up her mouth so that she cannot make a sound, and then leave her.


 Her future husband has until noon to find her.


 If he cannot, then we take it as a sign that his love for her is not strong enough and the marriage is postponed – but if he succeeds he brings his bride back to her father’s house and everyone joins in the feasting. That goes on until sundown.”


 She stopped twiddling her fingers and looked up smiling.


 “Then the bridal carriage is brought out, it’s very light and built to be drawn by only one pony, and to this the bride is harnessed. Then”, with a wave of her arms, “her father hands the whip and reins to her husband and he drives her off to their own home, and that’s that, Jimmy.”


 “Hmm,” I grunted, grinning, “the bride seems to have a pretty tough day of it, and for the bridegroom the start-off must be rather like looking for a needle in a haystack. Does he ever miss out?”


 “That’s the odd thing about it,” she said, rising to her feet. “There must be a catch in it somewhere because I’ve never known a time when the bride was not found, even though it’s always at the last minute, but I don’t know for certain if there is a trick to it and that’s what makes it so unsettling.”


 “Just think of it,” and she turned and lent on the arms of my chair, “he can be ever so close to her and still be unable to see her and no matter how much she might want to help him, she can do nothing. She cannot call him, she cannot make a sound, and he might walk past again and again and never find her. I always think it must be terrible for her. I know that it happens like this because the girl’s arms are always red and bruised from her struggles against the ropes. Are you good at tracking, Jimmy?”


  I shook my head.


 “Lousy,” I groaned, “I reckon I’ll have to remain a bachelor whether I want to or not. I was never any good at the Boy Scout Indian chief act.”


 “Oh dear,” said Malua, “I’m, I mean the poor girl you want to marry, will go frantic,” and she covered her mouth, wide in dismay, with the fingers of both hands.


 The matter certainly seemed to present problems. All the ordinary men and boys on the island would of course be skilled hunters, and tracking would present little difficulty to them, but with me it would be a very different matter.


 “They’ll have to alter the local rules in my case,” I said, pouring myself another drink. “I know what, I’ll tie the bride up, close my eyes, count ten, and then find her, how’s that?”


 “Oh, that doesn’t come until much later, Jimmy.”


 “What doesn’t?” I queried.


 “The husband tying up his bride,” she answered smiling, her eyes wide as if I should have known all about it. “The last thing in the wedding night before they go to sleep, the husband ties her up, and to prove the wedding, she must try and get free before he wakes up in the morning. If she succeeds then she has the final decision in future arguments, but if she cannot get free, then the husband rules the roost.” And leaning over my chair once more until our two faces were only inches apart, she put a finger on the tip of my nose and wiggled it, “and for your information, Jimmy, I’m pretty clever at wriggling out of knots.”


 I grinned. “Then obviously you wouldn’t want to get tangled up with a sailor, would you?” I replied.


 Further discussion was unfortunately stopped by much clattering and noise, as the two boys reentered the room each carrying a huge tray laden with the most appetizing food.


 I shall never forget that evening.


 While the boys were setting the table, I slipped out and changed my clothes. Like the others I wore nothing but a sarong as we sat on little stools around a low table in the soft light of the lamps.


 The food was fit for Lucullus, and I washed it down with copious swigs of that same amber wine that I found by my bed, and then topped it off with excellent coffee.


 Mutt and Geoff were a cheerful pair. They kept up a merry prattle, and did all the chores, which earned the eternal gratitude of Malua.


 She and I said little, there was no need. Occasionally, I asked a question but more often than not, my mind wandered from the answer to the vision of the girl opposite me. Her lovely face was framed in the shimmering dark mist of her hair in which was an enormous scented hibiscus (incidentally, I’ve never heard of this species anywhere else before – it smells like Lily of the Valley.)


 From her ears hung long earrings, so long that they brushed her shoulder and flashed and sparkled at every movement, while round her neck she wore a string of exquisitely matched pearls.


 I was dining with a goddess on the food and wine of the gods. I was sitting on a cloud, way above Mount Olympus. I had another drink of wine and the cloud floated a bit higher.


 The spell was broken by the unromantic twins Mutt and Geoff, demanding that we take ourselves elsewhere so that they could fix the table for late comers. So Malua and I collected drinks and cigarettes and wandered back to our arm chairs.
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 Letter Number 3


 We were lazing back in our armchairs when the others returned and with them a cheerful gray haired bloke who was introduced to me as Dr. Macintosh.


 “So this is the invalid, is it,” he said chuckling. “Come into the light, laddie, and let me see how you look.”


 Malua followed as we moved into the glow of the lamps, which for greater brilliance, the boys grouped together, and I found her by my side as the old doctor turned, studying my face keenly. Behind him stood the others.


 Looking down, he took my wrist and felt my pulse. Then he took my temperature and so on.


 He seemed quite well satisfied with what he found and finally, after a few questions about any aches, pains and so on, of which I had none, the inspection was over and we all sat down. Mr. and Mrs. Saunders at the table where Mutt and Geoff looked after their wants, and Mac, Lua and myself back where the bottles were handy.


 Mac asked me unhurried questions about myself and in the conversation that followed, I discovered that he had been on the island for twenty years and that to him the war had brought one blessing – a small scow, shot to bits, half burnt out and abandoned by her crew, but still sufficiently buoyant to float into that one tiny beach – her hold undamaged and full of enough medical supplies for a complete hospital.


 “And now I’ve got all these saws and knives to cut people up with, no one gets sick, Jimmy.” He paused as Malua refined our beakers. “Why, good heavens, there’s not even a bad tooth on the whole island! Young William, who died the other day at the age of 95 was typical – broke his leg as a boy but never a day’s sickness. He still had every one of his tusks – all as sound as a bell right up to the end – Heuch aye! – I’m sorely out of practice as a sawbones.”


 Finally the others joined us and the conversation became general.


 For a while, it centered around the new bridge which Pop had been inspecting. Then under the influence of Mutt and Geoff it got around to hunting and sports generally and this subject started a discussion on the forthcoming pony races.


 “What’s this I hear about your team bolting and breaking all records today, Lua?” said Mr. Saunders, smiling. “I hear you just about pushed Mrs. Tomitte and her load of vegetables into the ditch.”


 “Oh, that was Gail’s fault,” Malua, answered. “She was caught by a Cupid – a beauty too – and then I got caught by another – and” she suddenly blushed crimson, “Jim got caught too.” At which point everyone roared with laughter and Mac and Pop winked at each other.


 “And so my team is all bust up,” Malua went on when the riot died down a bit. “It’s too bad – they’re the fastest I’ve ever seen.”


 “Not faster than the one you ran in yourself your last pony year surely?” asked Mrs. Saunders in surprise.


 Malua nodded. “I’m sure of it. Ask Jimmy – he had to hang on for dear life.”


 “Well,” I said, “I’m hardly in a position to judge because I’ve never really seen any teams racing. All I can say is that never in all my life have I believed it possible that human beings could travel at such a fantastic speed, and apparently with such little effort. As a matter of fact, the whole thing has me a bit staggered you know,” I went on. “What on earth is the reason for it and how did all this pony business start anyway? I think it’s a perfectly wonderful idea.”


 Again everyone laughed. “We all say that,” Mac chuckled. “Go on, Wendy – you explain it to him.”


 Mrs. Saunders took a sip of her wine. “It’s really quite simple, Jimmy,” she began. “You see there have never been any horses on this island, and so, years and years ago – maybe two or three hundred or so – when the older folks got tired, they liked to have the children pull them around in wheel chairs. And, as you’ll find out, though we may grow old in our bodies, we still stay young and happy in our minds. So the old folk started to boast, about how fast their pullers could go, and it wasn’t long before they were racing each other in their wheel chairs and betting like mad.


 Naturally the wheel chair changed in design – so that it could be light and handy – and instead of one, two or three girls would pull so that for each the load was even lighter.


 All the young boys of course were busy learning hunting and fishing and building and doing the heavy work and so the business of pulling the ‘gigs,’ as we call them, became the sole duty of the girls from 19 to 21.


 Everything went on happily until one day there was a tragedy. One old lady had had a bad day. She’d come in last in every race and she blamed it on her team of two girls, although they’d done their best – and on the way home, she kept prodding them and smacking them with a stick until the girls lost their tempers. They turned around and pushed the gig backwards into the bushes at the side of the track, tipping the old lady out – a favorite trick at that time. There was a wild shriek and she disappeared completely.


 Realizing that something unforeseen had happened, the girls went back to investigate and discovered to their horror that the bushes concealed a deep crevice in the towering cliff – and that the old lady had fallen to her death on the rocks far below.


 Of course, there was a considerable to-do about it and, though it was a pure accident and the girls were not really to blame, the Chieftain decreed that from that day on all the ponies must be harnessed with their hands tied or secured in some way so that they were completely helpless and could not play tricks and that, to control them, they must have a bridle and bit.


 For the other side it was decreed that no driver should carry anything other than a very light whip. And,” with a shrug of her lovely shoulders, “there you have the whole story, Jimmy.”


 “How did the girls of those days take to the new ruling?” I asked. “I mean the one about being strapped up in harness.”


 “They didn’t mind in the least,” Mrs. Saunders replied. “They were having as much fun with the racing as their aged drivers. And when the younger people, seeing no reason why only the old folks should have all this fun, began racing too, with all sorts of fancy and pretty strappings, it became so universally popular that finally all the carrying was done by the pony teams, as you could see this morning.”


 “That makes sense,” I said. “And apart from this ‘work’ you have races? You were talking about them just now. Do you only have one meeting a year?”


 “Oh, no!” Malua cut in. “There are always races going on, one team against another as a private wager, and also there are regular monthly meetings. But the one that is coming up, the one we were talking about, is THE show of the year.


 There are lovely competitions for the best turned out team, the best looking, the best in the parade at walking, running and prancing and so on. Oh, dear!” and she suddenly gasped. “You, of course, will have your team and you’ve almost no time to train them.”


 “Oh, so I get a team, too, do I?” said I, sitting up and taking notice.


 “Of course you do,” said Mac, chuckling away as merrily as ever. “How else would you get around?”


 “Hm” I grunted. “Walking would be a bit slow wouldn’t it?”


 “But where do I keep my ponies when I’m not charging about the countryside, in a stable?”


 “But, of course,” said Mrs. Saunders. “At least a sort of stable. The groom, a younger girl, not old enough to be a pony, brings your team around at 6 in the morning, feeds the ponies and grooms them. And then, when you have decided on what harness you need, puts it on them. They are then at your disposal all day until 6 in the evening, when the groom takes them back home again. Sometimes, like tonight with us for example, you may want to keep them later than 6, but it’s only done when there is some special reason.”


 It looked to me as if I was going to have a lot of fun, and without any unnecessary delay either. Pop and Mrs. Saunders agreed that I had better start looking around the next day – if Mac said I was fit enough – a matter on which I had no doubts myself.


 “I still don’t quite understand how you people have achieved this terrific speed,” I remarked, still inquisitive. “And without the use of the arms for balance.”


 “Oh, not using the arms makes no difference.” Malua said. “We always run that way. As soon as a baby is old enough to walk she asks to have her hands tied behind her back to practice running; that’s all we think of, to be in the fastest team and to win the right to wear the jeweled heels. Not being able to use your hands for anything is of course a bit of a nuisance at times, but that’s all. The harness isn’t the least uncomfortable, the ordinary one isn’t anyway.”


 “Have you some extraordinary harness?” I queried, and again everyone found my simple question extremely amusing.


 “Little girls are not always as good as they should be,” said Mrs. Saunders. “And sometimes they have tantrums which, of course, cannot be allowed. So we have a punishment harness, which is very uncomfortable, and a training harness, which is almost as bad if your carriage is not up to the requirements of your driver.” Then turning to Pop. “D’you remember that time before we were married and our evening was spoilt because Mrs. Ahuee kept me out late, and so I made a fuss, and nearly ran the gig into the ditch?”


 “Do I not?” said Pop. “And she kept you strapped up in harness for a week and a punishment rig every other day. But it cured you Wendy, my dear – or did it?” and both he and Mac grinned.


 “It was nothing to laugh about, Jimmy, I can assure you.” she said turning to me. “It was beastly uncomfortable. And Pop there trying to sneak ice cream into my stable at night didn’t make it any better, because kind Mrs. Ahuee had put a gag bit on me which only she could take off because – oh, my goodness! Talking of ice cream, and I’ve suddenly remembered that I’ve got a bucket freezing its head off in the larder! Now who wants some?”


 There was a general chorus of “me” and as she stood up and turned, I noticed for the first time that she was standing and walking with perfect ease and grace on towering heels, like Malua’s.


 I must have gaped like a fish, because old Mac chuckled. “Go on, Jimmy, you’d better ask another question. Those heels, tell him, Wendy.”


 “No, I’ll leave that to Malua,” she answered. “I’ve important ice cream business to attend to.”


 “I’ll help,” said Mutt.


 “Me, too,” echoed Geoff and they scampered off together. I looked at Malua and then down at her feet, which she obligingly proceeded to turn this way and that so that I could fully appraise their beauty, and the exquisite lines of those heels.


 “Again it’s an awfully simple explanation, Jimmy,” she began. “As little children, we not only run on our toes, but to strengthen our arches for speed we walk and stand on tip-toe all the time.


 When we are finished as ponies, there is no need to continue the exercise and so we simply add a heel to our sandals which fits the height as we stand – we don’t fit the heel – the heel fits us.”


 “As a matter of fact,” said Mac, refilling our beakers, “this custom of standing and walking on tip-toe is quite in keeping with nature, and as you’ve no doubt observed” – his eyes twinkled – “the feet of the girls here are exceptionally beautiful, not particularly tiny, which is considered such an attraction in the outside world, but very slender and, as I’ve said, maybe more beautiful. Their arms and bodies are just normally healthy and strong, but the strength of their legs is something quite astonishing.”


 He paused and took a long swig of wine and then went on. “It’s been one of the pleasantest professional studies I have ever undertaken – hrumph! I’ve been making a most intensive and close study of this subject for the past 20 years and I’ll stake my reputation – which was once and still is considerable – that there is not one single girl here who would not be acclaimed without dispute as having the most beautiful legs in the outside world – if she was ever fool enough to go there – and a figure to match for that matter.”


 Further discussion on this very interesting topic was cut short by the entrance of the ice cream, which Mrs. Saunders began dolloping out in huge heaps for Mutt and Geoff to pass around.


 “Is Cinders coming round for you later?” she said, turning to Mac. “Anyway I’ve plenty of ice cream for her.”


 “No,” said Mac, his mouth full of the wonderful stuff. “I told her I’d be back soon. Jimmy, in spite of being to all outward appearance a husky young devil, has had a pretty tough time. You can’t be blown up without any adverse effect on the system, and I want to get him to bed in reasonable time” – gulp – “got some pills I want you to take before you turn in, Jimmy” – gulp – “just to make sure you do get a good night’s rest.”


 As a matter of fact, I was beginning to feel a bit ragged. I finished my ice cream and lit another cigarette, letting the others do the talking.


 Finally Mac announced that he must go and that he wanted to see me off to bed before he did so. Malua rose, too, and said she must check that my room was O.K.


 I said good night and Mac and I walked slowly to the door, then Mac found he had no cigarettes so he turned back and I went on alone. I met Malua in the doorway of my room, silhouetted in the light of the single lantern by my bed. “Pleasant dreams, Jimmy,” she said, and we began to say goodnight in the logical manner. Unfortunately, we were disturbed by a heavy stumping, and old Mac yelling that his leg had gone to sleep again. Malua broke away with one last quick kiss and nearly collided with Mac as she turned the corner. Mac’s eyes twinkled as he handed me the two pills. “You’ve got a far away look in your eye, high blood pressure probably – hrumph – now get into bed and swallow these, and take it easy tomorrow. I’ll be around sometime to see how you are. You’ll need to be in good form to pick your pony team. Good night, Jimmy, I’m glad I’ve met you” and with a fatherly pat on my cheek, he was gone.


 So I got into bed, took the pills, blew out the light, and was soon on the surfboard again; but the mermaid now looked exactly like Malua – which I didn’t mind in the least.




 Letter Number 4


 I awoke as the morning sun was starting to peep through the trees, and I rubbed my eyes to make sure that this wasn’t all some wonderful dream.


 I could still seem to hear the pounding of the seas ringing in my ears. When was it that I’d hit that beach? The day before yesterday? Last week? What did I care; I could just stretch out here on the soft silk sheets and snore off again.


 Then all of a sudden I remembered that today I was to pick out a pony-team of delightful damsels all for myself. This jolted me wide awake and out of the bed with a leap and a bound, and I hurried off to the shower.


 As I was shuffling on my way I smelt coffee, and while I was cheerfully splashing about a gong sounded so I hopped out, dried myself and, arrayed in sarong and sandals, went in search of breakfast.


 It was a pleasant unhurried meal in the course of which it was decided that, as Wendy had a lot to do around the house, and Pop had his construction business to attend to, Malua should conduct me on the shopping expedition to select my team.


 “But, though she knows a fast one when she sees it, Jimmy,” Pop said, pushing his cup over to Mrs. Saunders for more coffee, “you decide for yourself. If you can’t spot a winning outfit for speed, you can at least get a good-looking one – and points for that add up.” Then, leaning back, called out loudly – “Teena!”


 There was a scampering outside on the veranda and a pretty, dark-haired girl of about 14 came into the room, tripping merrily along, high on tiptoe, her waist pinched into vanishing point by a little corset, or very wide belt, or whatever you like to call it. Anyway, all the grooms wear one.


 There was a cheerful “good morning” all round from everyone, and then Pop asked for his gig to be brought round in five minutes.


 “And mine, too, please, Teena,” said Malua. “And just tell Jane to remind them that if there’s any more of this bolting business today, there’s going to be trouble. They’ve got the No. 4 harness on, I hope,” and as Teena nodded, “Good. Just let them know that it’s not there for fun. After yesterday’s performance, we won’t be able to get a decent bet on anywhere.”


 As merrily as she had come, Teena departed to get the teams while we finished our coffee and got ready for the day’s work – if you could call mine work – and then, as I pushed my stool back to get up, I noticed Malua’s feet.


 They were literally a mass of jewels flashing and blazing with all the colors of the rainbow. I just gaped.


 Malua’s eyes twinkled. “Like them, Jimmy?” She asked, and obligingly raising one foot, pressed the tip of that slender, tapering heel against my knee as a pivot while she turned it this way and that for my inspection.


 For quite some time I did not notice the thin straps, which held the thing on her foot, so perfectly did they match the skin, and so terrific and diverting was the sparkle of the jewels. It just looked like a foot with jewel-studded toes, which had somehow grown six inches of flashing lightning for a heel.


 Finally, I got my breath back, took this lovely thing in my hands, bent over and, starting at the big one, kissed each toe – which seemed the logical thing to do. As soon as I had finished, Malua took the foot away but quickly replaced it with the other one.


 “You can’t have me limping, darling,” she murmured. “One foot all covered in kisses and the other one quite bare.” So, I gave this one a double dose, and pointed that out to Malua, which meant I had to even things up on the other foot again. We had quite a time.


 When I eventually got out on the veranda, Pop was just clambering into his gig, while Teena stood stiffly at attention, looking awfully important, holding the bridle rein of the near side “steed” – a gorgeous girl, with blue-black hair in two thick plaits hanging down to her knees.


 Her harness was black, shining like patent leather, but the brow band, instead of being plumed, was set off by a large front piece of shining black leather, the rim softened by a fringe of short, bright red feathers, and in the center a jewel-studded gold emblem – the sign of the chief.


 The off-sider was to all intents and purposes her twin, but the center one was different. Her hair – dressed in the same manner – was an absolute white, and her harness was white, the leather so highly polished that it reflected the sun like a mirror. Their bodies, a beautiful golden tan, shone as if lacquered, and they stood absolutely motionless, stiffly erect on tiptoe, eyes shining with delight but looking straight ahead.
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 “Now, there’s a well-disciplined team,” Malua said quietly in my ear. “Not like my rambunctious monkeys – even if mine can run rings around them any day.”


 “Doesn’t Pop worry about winning a race?” I asked, surprised.


 “Oh, yes, with his racing team,” Malua answered. “As the chief he’s allowed two. This is his working one. They’re not fast but there’s hardly another one on the whole island that can wear them down over distance. You ought to see them in their fancy rig, they’re really something to look at then.”


 Further comment was interrupted by a cheerful “G’bye,” and a click of the tongue from Pop, which sent the ponies springing off in perfect unison, to be running in a few seconds at what to me seemed an incredible speed as they disappeared into the riot of colors of the winding street, gay with its fruit and flower stalls and the awnings of the other little shops.


 Then Malua’s team was led forward by another pretty little groom and though I at once noticed that the harness was different from the one I had seen before, it didn’t seem to me to have any particularly unusual or forbidding features. Certainly a stiff wooden bar, instead of a light leather strap joining the bit rings of the ponies meant that if one turned her head all must turn; but that in itself seemed no great threat.


 The rig presumably meant something to the ponies, however, because though they smiled a greeting, they held their heads erect and steady, only glancing at me out of the corners of their eyes, alive with twinkling mischief. This look in their eyes did not escape Malua, for she paused as she was climbing into the gig and looking at the backs of the team said, “Just to show you I mean business, my beauties, I think I’ll take in those bearing reins a couple of holes. Here, Jimmy, you hold the reins while I fix things.” Then, stepping over the traces, she went from pony to pony tightening a strap which I now saw went from the bridle at the top of the head down to the back strap, dragging back the ponies’ heads in the process – not right back, but just enough to make the control felt.


 I lit a cigarette and watched the proceedings with interest. With this harness, each girl’s hands were secured to her sides by a wrist strap attached to the wide, leather waist belt and, just above each elbow, there was another leather strap, these two elbow straps being connected by a light, round-linked chain. In addition to this, a snap-hook dangled from the strap round the right elbow.


 As Malua went from pony to pony, tightening the bearing rein, she also shortened this elbow chain by the simple process of forcing the ponies’ elbows closer together and then taking up the stack in the chain by the snap hook, which now, of course, became part of the chain itself.


 When she had finished, each pony was standing very stiffly erect, head and shoulders well back, held in that position by the harness and quite unable to relax or ease the strain for an instant.


 Satisfied with her work, she climbed in beside me and took the reins. The groom stood clear and with a crack of the whip we were off, my companion holding the team in check with a tight rein.


 The loose links of the elbow chain, which dangled down now that it had been shortened, jingled away merrily to the rhythm of the flying feet and I decided there and then to put bells all over my outfit.


 The sun shone, the birds sang and everything everywhere was beautiful in the best of all beautiful worlds.


 It seemed that we were going extremely fast, but that it must have been slow for the ponies was evident by the high-stepping stride they adopted. How they managed to run at all, trussed up as they were, I couldn’t fathom and I mentioned it to Malua.


 “Oh I didn’t tighten the harness up as much as I might have done,” she said. “I’ve just taken up a couple of links to remind them what they’ve got on. If you want to make them feel it, and you can, you tighten all the straps and that chain to the limit. The bit they’ve got in their mouths today can also be pretty vicious.”


 This immediately became evident by muffled squawks and twitching shoulders as Malua tugged the team sharply to the right to overtake another gig.


 “I’ll drive them like this as far as Tatts,” continued Malua, “and then loosen the harness again. We’ve probably got a long haul ahead of us and I don’t want to tire them out.”


 “I don’t quite understand,” I said. “I thought the place was quite near.”


 “Tatts is, yes,” said Malua, pulling the team with difficulty to a walk to avoid a traffic congestion, “but we may not be able to find anything good at the Sale. If that happens there are a couple of girls I’ve had my eye on for some time who won’t be on the market, but we may be able to do a trade of some sort.” Then, to the ponies who were fretting and straining at their harness. “Steady there, steady.”


 “Their owners may be in town with them today, but I don’t want to take any chances in case we have to go out to their homes.”


 The obvious impatience of the team now occupied all Malua’s attention – but once clear of the traffic she gave them their heads again, as much as the bearing rein would allow, anyway, and once more we were off at high speed.


 “Do your ponies ever tire?” I queried. “Gosh, they move so easily and so darn gracefully that they just seem to be floating.” And then I had to duck quickly to avoid being hit in the face by another of those enormous “Cupid” butterflies, which blundered around and then hovered, its glorious wings fluttering, over our heads.


  “Oh, not again,” gasped Malua, her eyes shining. “Thank heavens I’ve got this harness on these monkeys. They’d bolt right up the middle of the main street if they could turn their heads and see what’s going on.” I was chuckling to myself, remembering what had happened before and wondering how Malua would cope with a similar situation today. I watched the lovely flying legs in front of us, but they never missed a beat in their steady flying rhythm. I looked at the plumed heads, the hair in a tight coil at the nape of the neck, but they never turned – they could not. The bit bars and bearing reins held them too firmly steady. There was no way for the ponies to sense the tension in the driver’s seat behind them. Neither of us spoke while old faithful continued to flap around. But at last he apparently decided that it would be more fun to go off and ravish some captive flower than to play tag with two humans, and obligingly fluttered off.


 I heard Malua give a big sigh of relief, and she relaxed her hold on the reins, which had been so tight that I thought it would pull the team’s heads off. From then on we drove easily without further incident for about a mile, until I saw by the number of teams and the crowd that we must be getting near our goal.


 “Here we are,” said Malua, guiding the team cleverly through the crush. “This is Tattersalls, the pony market! They tell me it’s called after some similar place in ‘The O.W.,’ is that right?”


 “Could be,” I answered, grinning at the thought of the difference there would be in the attendance if the same sort of fillies were put up at Tatts as we had here.


 We wheeled in through wide swing gates and Malua brought the team to a halt, whereupon a smartly attired little groom came forward and took the heads of the ponies, holding them while we got down.


 “All right, Jojo,” said Malua, “take them away and loosen that harness,” and then to the team, “and just let that sink into your pretty heads. Any fancy running today and it goes back on, hard!”


 The ponies, of course, could make no movement to show that they understood, but I was perfectly certain that I could see no sign of penitence in those twinkling up-turned eyes. In fact, I doubted if the severest and cruelest harness could quiet those imps for long. They were too thoroughly full of the joy of living.


 Jojo led the team away to the cool shade of some enormous poinciana trees under whose flaming canopy other ponies were already grouped, still in harness but free from their gigs. With the bits out of their mouths, they were chatting merrily to each other – a chattering and laughter which increased when they saw Malua’s team in their rigid harness.


 The grounds of Tattersalls were like a formal garden, the hard baked walks winding through beautifully kept lawns and flower beds in full bloom. The whole place seemed to be a mass of color in constant motion, with the gay sarongs, the wide-brimmed hats, the flowers in the hair of those who didn’t wear hats, and every now and again the flash of jeweled sandals denoting, as I told you before, that the fair wearer had once been in a winning team as a pony.


 Everyone was in a cheerful mood and we exchanged greetings with all and sundry as we walked over to the “Sales ring.” This was a small circular space, almost completely enclosed, by two long shaded huts. Around one side were the “stalls,” about which people were milling, and on the other side the “Sales Pavilion,” a fair-sized hut with tiers of seats for the buyers.


 “Come to think of it, Jimmy,” Malua said, her hand resting against my arm as she steered me toward the nearest end of the stalls, “You’re pretty lucky. This is the last market day before the races. As I said just now, I don’t suppose we’ll find anything good, but we’ll have a look around.”


 When I got nearer, I saw that in actual fact the stalls were not really a hut insofar as structure went. They were composed entirely of Bougainvillea, from a light vermilion color down to the deepest crimson. It must have taken years of careful training to grow, for the uprights holding up the “roof” were the solid stem from which the vine-like branches spread, so interwoven and covered with foliage and blossoms that they formed a perfect covering.


 Also, by some trick, the shelter seemed to trap the perfume of the frangipani trees which screened the far side, and whose fallen petals formed a mosaic with the smooth brick-red tiles, which comprised the floor.


 And then I saw the ponies! Oh, my revered Uncle – Oh, me, Oh, my! There were about 50 of them!


 I’ve already told you that any girl here would win a beauty contest in the Outside World, any time, hands down, so there’s no need to reiterate and go into details. All I will say is that I began to wonder why it was that I felt “that way” about Malua and how long the feeling would last.


 All of them were naturally in their birthday suits, except for a little tasselled “G” string arrangement, and there they stood in a row which followed the curve of the shed, on tiptoe, their wrists crossed and tied behind their backs with cord.


 They were tethered by a halter round their necks which was attached to a ring above their heads on a long pole that ran the full length of the place. By each ring was a slot for a card with the girl’s name on it.


 Some were, of course, taller than others; some had blue eyes, some had green, gray, brown and what-have-you. All had red, inviting lips, tinted with various shades of the same red dye which all the women here use for lipstick and also to enlarge the nipples of their breasts.


 Some had dark hair, some fair, in all shades and all lengths from the shoulders down; the really long tresses being held in check by a ribbon at the nape of the neck.


 Most of them were up for “trade” for some reason or another, but there were one or two “fillies” who had never been in a team before, and for whom this was “presentation day.”


 They all knew Malua was well satisfied with her team but I was a very, very newcomer, obviously in the market and so, though the ponies just smiled and returned Malua’s greeting as she appraised them with the eye of an expert, the looks they gave me were quite different – and quite disturbingly inviting.


 I’ve never been ogled by so many lovely, laughing eyes in my life. The little imps that lurked behind that dark mist of lashes, giving me the come-hither until my head was spinning and I could no more concentrate on the good or bad points of each “steed” than fly to the moon – at least until we came to Suhanee.


 She was about three-quarters of the way along the line, and there was quite a group of traders gathered around her. In fact, at first all we saw was the group and heard the hum of conversation.


 We eased our way in and then I saw a blaze of color and light which at last resolved itself into a head of hair – long, waving, curling hair that flashed a different color at every turn of the head. Now a blazing crimson, then maybe a sudden change to misty, greenish blue, then copper or gold, or green or yellow.
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 I stood staring in amazement, but I felt Malua’s hand and she whispered, “Another Radiance – and what a beauty.”


 “That,” I whispered back, “is for me – just what the doctor ordered, but I suppose I won’t be in the hunt, everyone will want her.”


 “Oh, no,” Malua answered, shaking her head. “Probably no one will want her at all, and she’s no good for you either. She’s never been in a team before, she’s never been tried out, and so no one knows whether she’s fast or not.”


 She paused, studying the girl intently, then continued. “The trouble with a Radiance, which is what we call ponies with hair like that, is that they’re either very good or no good at all. There’s no half way. There’s only one other of pony age on the island at the moment and she’s not only no good at all, but very, very bad. Almost any child can beat her over just a quarter mile.”


 “Well, O.K.” said I, “I’ll remember Pop’s advice and get this one for her looks. What’s the name on the tag there? Suhanee!”


 Malua frowned. “It won’t work out, Jimmy. For show, you have to have at least a two-pony team, just one isn’t allowed. If you had two Radiances, I’ll agree that it would be almost certainly a winner, but that only other Radiance just won’t parade. Several people have tried, but she always does something to spoil it.”


 “Then we’ll forget her and I’ll match this filly up with a couple of blondes. How’s that? She’d look good in the middle.”


 But still Malua shook her head. “Look. You see the way her arms are also tied at the elbow,” she said.


 “Yes,” I answered, “I’d noticed that.” Along the line there had been one or two others who, like Suhanee, had their elbows drawn right back and tied, obviously tightly, as well as their wrists. “What’s the idea? It certainly makes them hold themselves very erect, with their chests stuck out in a most attractive manner.”


 “Oh, it’s not for looks,” said Malua. “It means she’s a wriggler, that is, she’s pretty clever at getting her hands free. With her elbows tied back like that, she cannot move her wrists enough to wriggle them loose. She’s all fire, is that one, and you’d have one big job keeping a harness on her. She’d be just more trouble than a barrel of monkeys. Come on, let’s find something more reliable.”


 But I wasn’t convinced, and anyway I thought I’d like something on the wild side.


 I took another look at Suhanee. Her eyes caught mine, and there was a message in them, if ever I saw one, which said as clear as day: “I’m untried, but buy me and you’ll find I’m a flier.”


 I felt Malua tugging my arm, but I stayed rooted to the spot. It was only a hunch, but I felt like playing hunches today – so I put my finger alongside m’ nose and gave a wink, at which Suhanee tossed her head merrily. As far as I was concerned, the deal was complete.


 Turning to Malua, I said: “I’ve made up my mind, oh Wise One, I want Suhanee.”


 “But you can’t, Jimmy,” she answered. “Listen, you’ve got to have a team which is really fast, proved fast! You can’t tell whether Suhanee can run until you’ve seen her in a race.”


 “And that will be too late,” I cut in. “Look here, you’ve got a wizard team, so the only chance I’ve got to beat you is to try the unknown. I’m only playing a hunch, but I’ve been pretty lucky these last few days and I believe in following it up. Let’s get her. How do I go about it?”


 We argued away for a few minutes, but at last Malua said, “O. K., you’re the boss. The sale starts in about half an hour. We’ll look around for the rest of your team and then we’ll have a spot before the bidding starts. Blondes you wanted, didn’t you?”


 As we began to move down the line, I turned my head and noticed two or three other buyers studying Suhanee carefully, and then Suhanee looked at me, her eyes pleading, and her fingers twisting and turning in an obviously useless effort to get free. So I again held up a finger and nodded, at which her face became all smiles once more. I thought I saw her wink, and then it seemed to me that she deliberately slumped for an instant, and lowered her heels to the ground.


 Malua, who had caught sight of the movement, gasped. “Oh, Jimmy,” she said. “Oh, no! What a pity! That’s the worst sign.”


 “What’s the worst sign?” I asked, puzzled.


 “Lowering the heel,” she answered. “That only happens when there’s a weakness in the instep which can’t be controlled. Then it happens any time.”


 “Couldn’t she do it on purpose to rest her feet?” I queried.


 “Good heavens, no!” Malua exclaimed. “She knows that if she did, no one would want her. No one! So she just wouldn’t! She can never be a pony. Oh, what a pity, she’s so lovely.”


 I could hear the murmur in the group and saw them moving away, including one old codger who previously had been showing marked interest.


 I caught Suhanee’s eye again, and again she lowered her heels, raised them again without effort, and this time there was no mistaking it. She gave me a dirty big wink, which no one else saw – and then the idea came to me.


 Two Radiances would be a knock-out team for looks. Here was one – a monkey, if ever I saw one – deliberately (I was certain it was done deliberately) doing the one thing which would ruin her prospects of ever becoming a pony, and so put everyone else off, just to be in my team. And the other, one whom no one could train – no one could discipline. Well, maybe I could find the right technique. Even if I wasn’t successful, the experience would certainly be interesting. But somehow I felt I was going to be successful. I felt sure my luck would hold.


 “Come on,” I said to Malua, putting my arm on her waist. “I’m not going to bother about looking at the other ponies. Let’s go and have a drink.” Malua gaped at me in astonishment. “A good long drink,” I went on. “I’m going to buy Suhanee.”


 Malua’s mouth opened wider and wider in speechless amazement and then I thought her jaw would drop right off, for I said: “And after the sale you’re going to drive me out to get that other Radiance – the one that you say is no good either!”




 Letter Number 5


 As you can easily understand the explosion produced by this statement of mine rivaled Krakatoa.


 We moved to the bar, Malua expostulating, and arguing, and getting madder by the minute. As drink followed drink, her friends joined in, adding fuel to the fire, but the more they tried to persuade me to change my mind, the more obstinate I became. Fortunately, before Malua could blow her top completely and crown me with a gourd or something, a gong sounded to announce that the sale was about to begin. This quickly cleared the bar.


 Full of cheer I followed Malua, who stamped ahead in silence, sparks filling from her eyes, and her nostrils breathing fire. Without a word she plunked herself down on one of the tiered benches around the arena and gave her sarong a tug as if to keep it clear of vermin as I took my place beside her.


 The show began with a lovely girl, encased in gleaming black leather from neck to toe, marching to the center of the ring, her jeweled heels flashing in the sun. On each side of her, keeping step, were two others similarly attired in red leather, each carrying a jewel-studded horn, on which as soon as they halted they blew a fanfare. The girl in black then took a couple of steps forward, the leather, which fitted her like a second skin, showing every line of her body, and in a loud voice announced the terms of sale, rules, regulations, and so on. There was another fanfare on the horns and the Parade began.


 It really was a terrific show, and I was so spellbound that all I could do was just sit there and watch, as with halter held loosely in the left hand and quirt hanging by a loop from the right wrist, the little booted and belted grooms lead their lovely captives around, close to the spectators.


 The girls held themselves magnificently, walking along with just a flexing of the instep like a thoroughbred racehorse, slender hands automatically twisting and straining, to get free from the cords which bound them. Whenever a playful breeze blew a silken wisp of hair across a pair of laughing eyes, and then a delightful tossing of a pretty head would try to do what the hands could not. Hanging from the halter around the neck in front was the numbered card – not that any card was needed for Suhanee. She moved around with her hair flashing like a multicolored beacon, which no one could miss.


 For a while she drifted along with such graceful rhythm that she even stood out from the others for that alone, and I glanced out of the corner of my eye to see Malua studying her keenly. She came nearer, and then, when dead opposite me – slump! down went one heel – throwing her, head back, her lips parted and eyes twinkling as she did so.


 There was a prolonged gasp of amazement all around the ring while I just about split my sides, doing my best to cover up by much coughing and blowing my nose. Malua was so mad that she didn’t notice my mirth until Suhanee, on the second time around, did it again, and then gave me one hell of a come-hither smile out of the corner of her eyes. Malua, her fingers biting into my arm, started to tick me off again, caught that look, and stopped suddenly in the middle of her tirade.


 She studied my face keenly, then looked back at Suhanee, who was now floating along like a gazelle once more. Then she gave my arm a vicious tug. “What have you two been up to?” she whispered viciously.


 “Nothing,” I mumbled, “what on earth do you mean?”


 For answer Malua first kicked me on the shin with a side swipe of her heel, and then dug the tip of it into my other foot, as I jumped with an “ouch!” Nothing more was said for a few seconds but I could hear her blowing like a steam pipe. Then I got a pinch and another jab with that heel.


 “Fox,” she said between her teeth, “if it’s what I think it is, you just wait.” Then another pinch, so I quietly grabbed her hand, which immediately began to wriggle violently, and held it, putting my feet on the hand rail in front of me out of the way of those stabbing heels.


 The walking parade over, the ponies lined up on the far side and then were brought out one by one, attached to a long lead line. With the groom walking slowly in a circle in the center each girl would break into a run around the ring, first with the high-stepping gait, then with that smooth, effortless characteristic run which I had so often seen.


 When eventually it came to Suhanee’s turn, I wondered what she would do, but she pulled nothing dramatic. I suppose she realized that nothing she could do could mask the effortless power of her lovely legs.


 Some time ago in Africa, I was lucky to be out on the veldt and to see for myself “the flight of the impala.” The only thing I can say is that the impala had nothing on Suhanee’s high stepping. It was fantastic.


 Malua had remained silent for quite a while, her hand, no longer wriggling, still in mine; but as Suhanee passed, she again tried to tug it away, and failing to do so, quickly gave me a pinch with the other one.


 “Jimmy, you devil,” she said, “you’re nothing but a low-down horse trader. You’ve got a winner there, if I saw one – but the other one for your team – you’ll take a toss on her. Why not change your mind? Look, you see that dark-haired one, four back from Suhanee? She’s good and I’ve heard quite a bit about her.”


 The girl she indicated was certainly a stunner, with long black wavy lustrous hair almost sweeping the ground, but I remained obdurate, and the show over, the sale itself began.
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 For some ponies the bidding was spirited. One snow-white blonde, with a great fuzzy mop of hair like a golliwog, and the dark haired girl, whom Malua had mentioned, causing considerable attention. The latter, obviously a solid wriggler had fought the cords which laced her arms from wrist to shoulder with every turn and twist she could manage continuously, even while running, for strands of that black mist had constantly crossed her face. I thought the rebellion on her part would be a deterrent and said so, but Malua pointed out that it didn’t matter. A special harness was used for wrigglers from which it was impossible to escape, and that she was obviously unusually well coordinated and high-spirited, for in spite of the contortions of her body in even her most violent struggles, she had never lost the even rhythm of her run.


 No one, of course, except yours truly was interested in poor old “heel-flopping” Suhanee, which was just as well, for I hadn’t a cent of my own and had had to tap Pop Saunders’s purse strings to be able to bid at all, and so the less I had to pay back the better. There was a murmur of protest when I claimed Suhanee, the crowd thinking that I, a newcomer, was getting a raw deal, but I remarked loudly that, I knew what I was doing, and that as long as I was satisfied what did it matter.


 One old bloke, however, took me up on it, by leaning over and offering to lay me a hundred skins of wine to one (a skin is about five gallons) that she didn’t even finish a race, a bet which I promptly and gladly accepted.


 At last the sale was over and we again sauntered barwards where the grooms, their steeds once more tethered to the hitching rail in the stalls, went from new owner to new owner for orders and instructions.


 When Suhanee’s little groom approached me, I pushed my drink down my neck quickly and said I’d better see her myself, and started off at once for the stalls. There I told my lovely prize of the arrangements which had been made with Pop in regards to sharing the family stable until I got fixed up with a shack of my own.


 She was obviously as happy and excited about it as I was, and kept nodding, her eyes shining, and her body squirming, her fingers stretching and clenching as if, I guessed, she wanted to do the normal feminine act of expressing pleasure by throwing her arms around my neck. This made me notice that the cord drawing her elbows back seemed to be cutting into the soft flesh pretty viciously. She had made no complaint, but nevertheless I thought it could be pretty uncomfortable. Then it suddenly occurred to me that I could loosen it, or tighten it if I chose. She was all mine now – to be kept helpless or not as my fancy dictated – a perfectly delightful thought.


 I decided to ease it off, but putting my intention into practice was not too easy. The thin cord had been passed three or four times around both arms, cleverly and tightly tied and multiple-knotted in a most ingenious manner. It took time, but at last I got it loose and as I gently rubbed the red weals, which it had left on that satin skin, I heard a low “Ooh! Thank you” followed by a very audible sigh of relief; then slowly and gingerly she eased her arms, flexing them as much as her still captive wrists would allow.


 I watched her wriggling fingers closely for a few moments to make sure that her hands would remain tied, and it occurred to me that whoever had done the tying knew what they were doing. It was very neatly and efficiently done, never shifting or slackening a fraction. I was sure that she could never get her wrists free and I told her so, and then added grinning, “But a wriggler is a wriggler, so I’m told; and in future I intend to leave nothing to chance. I just happen to be in a kind mood at the moment, Miss Mischief, that’s all.”


 As I turned to ask the Tatt’s groom what happened now, I noticed a little golden-haired girl talking eagerly to Malua. Then they both looked up at me smiling.


 “Go on, you ask him,” Malua said, pushing her forward – then to me, “her name’s Joanne, Jimmy, and she wants to know if she can be Suhanee’s groom.”


 “Is that so?” I replied – trying to look very solemn. “Are you fully qualified for that important position?”


 “Oh, yes,” said the lovely imp eagerly. “Suhanee and I are friends, she hasn’t got heel trouble at all – and I know how fast she can run – it’s been a secret – a really and truly secret secret and only she and I know it – and I haven’t told anyone either – ’cept you.”


 “Well, well, well,” I answered in my most austere voice. “That is really sump’n! But can you manage a wriggler like Suhanee?” “Oh, yes!” said the blonde wonder, “I’m very strict! When we’re training, I beat her really hard if I don’t think she’s trying, and I can tie her up too – really tight! She never gets free when I tie her – not even if I only tie her hands! But I like doing a lot more than just tying her hands! I’ll make ever so sure she can never escape from you.”


 “Ah’m,” I grunted. “Is this a sample of your handiwork?” and I pointed to Suhanee’s wrists.


 Joanne nodded – all smiles.


 I looked up at Suhanee. She was standing there no longer wriggling, her lips half parted and a far away look in her eyes. “Well?” I asked her. “How d’you like the idea?”


 As if in a trance, she nodded.


 “Then I guess you’ll do,” I said to Joanne, holding out my hand, which she took gravely. “Keep her in tiptop form because we’ve got a hard job ahead of us” – and leaving my pony to the tender mercies of this little tyrant, I followed Malua out to the parking lot.


 On our way out I looked back once, and I’m damned if Joanne wasn’t tying Suhanee’s elbows again – dragging her arms back with all the strength of her little hands – a look of stern determination on her face.


 I wouldn’t have to worry about my ponies being kept on their toes and well disciplined – that was certain – but if this other one was as bad as Malua said, would Joanne and I between us be able to get her to run? It promised to be an interesting experiment.




 Letter Number 6


 We collected our team from the parking lot and I noticed that the restraints, though attached, had not been tightened.


 The little groom holding the ponies’ head looked up expectantly as we climbed aboard. “Shall I buckle up?” she asked.


 “No, that’s alright,” Malua answered, taking the reins – and then to the team “But if there’s any nonsense my beauties, on they go again! Hard!” – and with a click of the tongue and a flick of the whip we were off, the team weaving their way through the congested, homeward bound traffic, with almost no assistance from the driver.


 The run out to the home of the other “Radiance” was uneventful, so far as the ponies were concerned. They knew they had several miles of winding climbing track to cover, and once we had the road to ourselves they cruised along with that smooth, swinging, ground devouring stride.


 Relieved of the task of curbing them, Malua relaxed and seemed to recover some of her good spirits. Soon she began singing softly in time to the rhythmic jingle, jingle of the elbow chains, and the soft pad-pad-pad of those little flying feet, now flashing in the sunlight, now whispering through the deep green shade of the trees.


 The track wandered, as lazy as the day, winding along from one lovely spot to another as if in no particular hurry to get anywhere. But in front of me, always, were those graceful, rippling, golden brown bodies, the sun flickering on the polished leather and buckles which held them so simply but so effectively controlled. It was pretty hypnotic.


 Pad-pad-pad – we would flash past a gigantic Rhododendron towering above us in full bloom; jingle-jingle-jingle, and we’d be driving through the flaming center of a great clump of cannas from which dozens of huge butterflies would rise to flutter awkwardly around us.


 One would settle, wings aquiver, on a golden brown shoulder, and a blonde head would shake and the harness would creak as brown arms and wrists tried to tear themselves free, until a lazy flick of Malua’s whip dislodged the innocent tormentor.


 Every now and then we would find ourselves in a clearing with fields on each side, or maybe an orange grove, or an orchard. Here and there we would catch a glimpse of a little thatched house tucked away in the trees, and then back again we would be in the thick woods.


 I was jolted out of my reverie, and damn nearly out of the gig at the same time, by the team wheeling sharply off the track and up a garden path, with a screen of climbing roses on our right, and on our left a well-kept flower bordered lawn that sloped down to a pool. Ahead of us was the house, deck chairs beckoning in the shade of its wide veranda.


 Malua reined in the team and gave a loud “Hoi” – which was answered by a “Hi” from somewhere around the back of the house. Then she got out of the gig, and as I followed suit, she reached under the seat. There was a jingling sound and she drew out a collection of chains and straps.


 “Here Jimmy, help me put their hobbles on” she said, handing me a short length of chain, at each end of which was a strap each decorated with four little bells. Fascinated, I took the thing and examined it, then bent down to adjust it around the ankles of the near-side pony, who obligingly separated her feet slightly to make things easier. It was such an intriguing task that I only had one slender ankle buckled and was fixing the other by the time Malua had hobbled both the other two ponies. However, at last I had the job finished and straightened up to find that she had unhitched the team from the gig, letting the shafts drop to the ground. She then began unbuckling the bits, so now being quite an “all-around-willing-Willie”, I lent a hand. Unfortunately when I started to do so I wasn’t quite sure where to begin. This bit was quite a complicated arrangement of straps and so on.


 “You only need to unbuckle the bit strap at the back of the neck,” Malua said over her shoulder, “and then you can clear the whole thing over the top of the head. The bridle stays on.”


 I followed instructions and two straps then hung down from each side of the brow band, slipping through the rings as I eased the bit out of the pony’s mouth. Incidentally, she had to open her jaws to the limit for me to do this, for this bit was quite a formidable affair with a great chunk of knobby wood inside the mouth. The knobs, though smooth could still be extremely unpleasant to tender skin. To give added force, the ends of the bit bar were bent down at each end, making a four-inch lever, to the bottom of which the reins were attached. Any sudden tug and the pony knew all about it – it was no wonder that they had been so well behaved. However, I soon realized that they were as unsubdued and as full of mischief as ever.


 Their chins were all wet – any bit makes them dribble like blazes all the time – so I wasn’t surprised when the first one to become articulate said “Oh – get the tub please Malua – and I’d like a drink too if I may.” But her voice only followed her driver as she disappeared into the house, to reappear a few moments later with a shallow wooden tub full of water, which she placed on a shelf – all houses have one for this special purpose – just outside the steps leading onto the veranda.


 The ponies gathered round and with closed eyes began sloshing their faces about in it, one after the other, and then looked up expectantly for Malua, who had disappeared again.


 This time she returned with three shallow bowls, filled to the brim, which she also placed on the veranda rail and each pony immediately moved towards them, hobble chains jingling.


 I watched the girl nearest to me bend over and begin to take a few sips, and it seemed to me that though very pretty and attractive from the onlooker’s point of view, it must be extremely awkward for the drinker. As she couldn’t use her hands I thought I’d lend her mine, so, when she raised her head to take a breath, I took the bowl and held it up. She paused, looked at me for an instant, and, as I approached the bowl to her lips, began to drink looking up at me over the rim with twinkling eyes.


 The other two stopped lapping and regarded me with a pleading look that would have melted an iceberg. I heard Malua say “Jimmy, you devil, you’re spoiling them. You never help a pony to drink.”


 “But I do,” I called back over my shoulder, “these ponies anyway.” And the next thing I knew was that I was surrounded by those three lovely damsels, who, as they couldn’t put their arms around my neck for greater encouragement, did the next best thing, wriggled their soft little bodies against me, and wheedled for a sip with laughing eyes and pouted lips. What in hell chance had I got? I don’t know if you’ve ever given a drink of wine to a girl with her hands tied behind her back, but it’s quite an experience. However, this delightful pastime was interrupted by Malua tapping me on the shoulder.


 “Jimmy” she said “these little pigs will let you go on all day feeding them like that. Stop it. We’ve a most important deal on hand, and darn you, I have a sneaking suspicion that you are going to achieve the impossible.”


 “You never can tell,” I replied, still engrossed in my task. But the bowl I had been passing around was now empty, so I put it down, and, avoiding those eyes and the so softly whispered, “Just a little teeny bit more, please Jimmy darling,” I followed her ladyship onto the veranda, and into the living room, just as our hostess came in through another door carrying a great beaker which obviously contained more wine.


 “Good heavens,” she exclaimed seeing our empty hands, “where are your bowls? Haven’t you had a drink yet? Malua, what a way to welcome a guest to my house. But I can soon fix that.” She quickly produced three pots, filled them from the beaker, and then turning to me said, “And my name is Rosalind, but most people just call me Roz, and yours?” I told her. “Good,” she said, “I like it. And now let’s find out what particular reason brings Malua and you out to this joint.”


 We sat down and Malua explained the situation, at which Roz threw her hands in the air. “Do you mean to tell me,” and her glance went from one to the other of us, “that you want to use Judy, my quite utterly hopeless Judy, as a pony?”


 “That’s the general idea,” I grinned, “is she around?”


 Roz opened her mouth wide in amazement. “She’s around” she said, “around near the back of the house finishing the washing, at least she’s supposed to be, but a pony! Jimmy, you’re crazy, Malua shouldn’t do this to you. Here let me fill your bowl again and we’ll rassle this thing out. My daughter’s hopeless, quite quite hopeless!”


 “Can she run at all?” Malua asked.


 “Can she run!” Roz exclaimed, leaning forward in her chair. “She can run like the wind, the little devil. I swear she can run faster than any girl on the Island, but she won’t, at least not when you want her to.”


 “Then hold on a moment,” said Malua, tapping the ash off her cigarette, “This miserable man is a horse trader of the lowest type. He’s just got one Radiance for himself at the sale today who is terrific. Between the pair of them they fooled everyone including me. And now he’s after another, don’t trust him a yard, in fact I’ll take a bet with you right here and now that if he gets Judy too, his team will beat mine, impossible though it may sound to you, Roz!” and she took a long swig of her drink.


 “No foolin’!” said my hostess “Then take her Jimmy. You can have her for nothing, but don’t blame me if things become one heck of a problem.”


 “Fine,” l said, raising my beaker, “we’ll drink to that, and my success, and now how can I view this problem child?”


 My question was answered by some cheerful female voices outside, and a blaze of light on the veranda as the sun caught another of those fantastic heads of hair. Then gliding, with a motion that only Suhanee could have rivaled, into the room came one of the loveliest of all the lovely creatures on this island. Things were getting a trifle out of hand. It was one thing to see a lot of gorgeous damsels as a group, “the crowd effect” was so stunning that the impact of “one” was lost, but when you got down to individuals it was a different matter, and I was beginning to wonder where I was heading, and whether after all I was as fond of Malua as I had originally thought. Everyone I’d met so far was a born witch, each apparently determined to sink the unfortunate male, and it seemed to me that unless I played them at their own game, and a bit over, I’d be reduced to a pulp.


 Suhanee was a menace and now this one, as she came toward us with the same lithe grace, was just as bad, if not worse. I was very glad when her mother said, by way of introduction, “Judy, this crazy young man wants you to be a pony, and I’ve told him he can try and make one of you.”


 Judy smiled, impishly, and wiggled a bit.


 “You can stop with Aunt Cynthia down in the main village, and if you’re good, come home for the weekend.” And then turning to me, “And Jimmy, if she doesn’t come home for the weekend I’ll know why, and good luck to you!”


 “Now you two make yourselves comfortable while Judy and I get some things together, and she can go back with you right away. I suppose that’s what you want, though I’d love you to stop for dinner and have some tennis.”


 “I’d love to stop too,” Malua answered, “and so would the others I’m sure, but I want to get Jimmy organized. Though why I should try to organize such a disgusting old horse trader I don’t know. Just look at him, Roz! Did you ever see such a look of smug contentment on anyone’s face?”


 “Determination is the word,” I answered, sitting back, fingering my glass, and trying to look superior. “Determination and fortitude! ”


 “Determination my foot,” Malua retorted, getting up from her chair. “I’ll save time by getting my monkeys harnessed up. Come on, Jimmy, you can go on drinking and watch.”


 This seemed a good idea, so I gave Roz a wink, as she refilled my cup, and followed Malua onto the veranda and sat on the top step.


 Our ponies were grouped around a bed of magnificent roses – (Roz, I later discovered, was famous for them) – but when Malua called they came obediently, moving across the grass with little hobbled steps, ankle-bells jingling.


 Without further order they placed themselves between the shafts, or at least the center one went between the shafts, which Malua raised and strapped to each side of her waist belt, the others stood on either side.


 So quickly did Malua move, that it seemed only seconds before the outsiders were buckled too and the braces adjusted. Then each pony opened her mouth and the bits were put in and strapped in place, followed a few minor adjustments, and their mistress stood back to survey her handiwork. She seemed satisfied.


 But for some reason, maybe a look in the ponies eyes, maybe some female quirk or something, I don’t know, she suddenly moved round behind them and began pulling the first one’s elbows back, exerting a certain amount of effort in the process. Then she moved on to the next and I saw that the first one now had her elbows linked till they almost touched. The same thing was done to the other two. The effect was striking. I thought they had stood erect before, now they were terrific!


 My interest in this performance, and my in drink, which was excellent, was diverted by the return of Roz and Judy, the latter I noticed had changed from her sarong and now wore only the usual pony belt and tassel. In her hands she carried a medium sized basket, which she at once put into the gig and then returned and stood in front of me, looking mischievous and expectant.


 I’d forgotten all about Roz, until I heard her say “Here you are Jimmy. And tie her up good and tight. She’s a perfect little devil for getting out of things.”


 I turned and saw that my hostess was holding out some cords to me and that the end of one was spliced to a short strap.


 “What do we do?” I asked, laughing, and a bit puzzled. “Hogtie her and throw her in with the luggage?”


 “That would be a good idea,” Roz replied, “but actually all you have got to do is tie her hands, put a halter on her, and she’ll run behind.”


 So I took the cords, and as I moved towards her, Judy obediently turned her back and crossed her wrists behind her.


 It was an odd feeling tying those little hands, a new experience, but it seemed quite the natural thing to do and I tied them tightly.


 Suddenly it occurred to me that the other ropes hadn’t been given me just for fun, and that I had to take rather elaborate precautions. The way I had tied her wrists she could perhaps get them free by spreading her elbows, and pulling her hands away from each other. It would be difficult but still possible, so I passed the cord around her elbows and drew them back towards each other. This of course made the cords around her wrists tighter.


 She could wriggle out of knots could she? Then I had to prevent it, so I draped a cord over her shoulders, under her armpits and around her chest, tightened it, then laced the elbow lashing up to it, so that it couldn’t slip down her arms.


 I picked up the last cord, a long one with the strap at the end, and looked at Roz. “This the halter?” Roz nodded, so I buckled it around my pony’s neck and going over to the gig tied the end to a convenient ring at the back of the seat.


 “A very nice job, Jimmy,” Roz remarked, “very neat and I should think effective. Treat her like that all the time, and don’t let the little imp get you soft.” I looked at Judy.


 She stood there on tiptoe shoulders back, head held high, with an expression which seemed to say “well, now you’ve got me, and I don’t mind it in the least, so what are you going to do about it.”


 I thought I’d adjust the halter strap a bit tighter, so I went over to her, and as I bent forward and was working at the buckle, I felt her parted lips brushing against my forehead, slowly and deliberately. Without looking up, I leaned forward pressing slightly harder, the lips pressed back. This was indeed interesting.


 The End


 


 In later issues Willie promised further episodes but they never appeared. The story leaves plenty of room for interesting developments:


 Do the two ponies fight?


 What is the harness for a wriggler?


 How does Jim learn to drive a team and use a whip?


 How does Jim keep from raping his team, a act that would surly be given
grave punishment in the magic island society?


 How does the groom treat the ponies (lots of mean clues so far)?


 How does the betting go?


 What kind of dress harness does he find /develop to complement his team?


 How does a team of two compete with a team of three?


 The development of the relationship with Malua.


 The race.


 The wedding and conclusion.




 Continuation – Part 1


 A possible continuation of the classic story by John Willie.


 


 As written by Reverie and edited by SirJeff.


 


 



 Malua’s team was dashing down the road with their usual effortless lope. I looked over my shoulder and Judy, my second radiance, was keeping up with no effort at all. One of those large butterflies was nearby but had not settled on her. We passed through an area of vines that Malua explained were vanilla beans. The smell was wonderful.


 “Well Jim, now that you have a team, we need to talk about training,” offered Malua.


 “Yes, I am sure that my two will need some work; but they sure look fast,” I replied.


 “I was thinking about your training,” Malua said in a firm thoughtful voice. “You have never driven a team and surely don’t know how to use the whip with such fine beauties as these.”


 She was right, I had been so overwhelmed by the Island, the gorgeous females, and the thoughts of my own team, to say nothing of the fact that I now actually had a team that my own, that my role had been forgotten.


 “Yes, you are right, can you begin to teach me on the way home?” I asked.


 “Well I couldn’t start you with my monkeys and a No. 4 harness as it would be way too easy for you to injure them,” she replied. “What you must do Jim, is to stop watching the scenery and my team and focus you attention on my driving.”


 That was not going to be easy, but I tried for the next several miles. There were several things she was doing. The reins, only two, were in her left hand. These she held up at the middle of her body and she made only the slightest movements to guide the team. Her hand moved slightly right for a right turn and just slightly increased the tension on the left-outsider. This also allowed a little more slack in the right outsider’s rein so that it drooped and touched her shoulder. They responded instantly – how the center pony got the message was not clear, but they acted as one. I never saw her pull back, which would have levered those somewhat fearful bits, but she must have, as she had full control of our speed.


 She kept the whip out and in her right hand. She would flick it over the heads of the team and they would give a little more speed. I noticed that she was snapping more over the left outsider’s head than the others.


 “I see you are giving Gail a little more encouragement than the others. How do you decide?” Was my eventual question.


 “Simple,” Malua replied, “You have to watch the traces – when they go slack you know that the pony is not pulling. The other ponies know this as well as they feel the extra load, so a loafing pony, if uncorrected, can quickly spoil a whole team.”


 “Do you ever touch them with the whip?”


 “Yes, you have to when breaking in a team – after they get its taste they usually respond to just the sound.”


 “Where or how is that done?” I asked hoping for a demonstration.


 “I wouldn’t want to spoil my team just to show you. There are several ways for the outsiders, but the center can only be reached over a shoulder, by landing the switch on her chest. Of course if they’re really bad you tell the groom and she takes care of punishment in the stalls.”


 I thought about those remarks for some time. And we arrived back at Totts.


 Joanne brought out Suhanee and the riot began. She shrieked, kicked and tried to butt Judy. Joanne jerked her back by her bridle before she could do any harm but she continued to struggle and kick about.


 “Joanne get a muzzle and a yoke,” commanded Malua, eyeing Suhanee with a cold glare. “Will not have any of that and they will start learn to work as one right now!”


 The muzzle reduced her protest to groans, but the yoke was more interesting. It consisted of two wide belts connected by a substantial wooden bar. These were belted about Suhanee’s and Judy’s waists and snugged firmly. The section of the wood was segmented and a pin was used to fix the distance between the two. This was set at the maximum to prevent kicking. Suhanee’s bridle was attached to the back of the gig and we headed home with Joanne running beside.


 When we arrived home, Pop and Wendy were on the veranda and came down to look at our acquisitions.


 Joanne held their heads as the couple gave them a thorough inspection. This included running their hands down the legs of the Radiances, and forcing them to lift and flex each leg. Each had her hair stroked and brushed. Finally, Wendy examined Judy’s teeth just as she might a mare.


 “Gave you a bit of trouble did they,” Pop said observing the muzzle and yoke. “They look sound and its quite a sight to see a Radiance pair again after so many years. How did the auction go?”


 “It turns out that Jim here is an old horse trader – we got Suhanee for a song, She dropped a heel and it almost looked to me like she and Jimmy had made some sort of agreement. We got Judy out at her place, not at Totts. Roz says she’s real fast but has never had much interest in being a pony.” Malua related the day’s events before I could get a word in. “Looks as though Suhanee thought she was going to have Jimmy all to herself – she threw a fit when we got back to Tott’s with Judy in tow.”


 “Lets go in, have a drink and make some plans,” Wendy said as she led the way back to the house.


 I looked back to see my little groom leading two much larger ponies off to the stable – oh what heads of hair they had.


 After everyone had a drink, Malua told her folks about the rest of the auction – who bought which ponies and how much they paid – and who had a team that was likely to be a contender in the upcoming races. This led to long discussion of past races and teams and even a blood line discussion that would have been familiar at any horse-racing track. We finally got back to my team.


 “I realized on the way home that Jim doesn’t even know how to drive a team, much less all of the other skills that will be needed to get those two beauties ready for race day.” Malua offered, to start the conversation.


 “That’s right,” said Pop, “Not growing up on the Island puts you quite a ways back in handling stock. My racing team is in pretty good form so I have a little time to help. Do you have any ideas for turning them out my dear?” he asked turning to Wendy.


 “Well let me think now,” Wendy said and put her hand to her head. “The last radiance team was turned out by the Wextons – you know down by the mill. I may run out and ask it they still have the harness – it was such a great match as I remember.”


 “Was it the Wextons? – been so long, but your right it was quite a showpiece – copper or bronze of some form was it not?” mused Pop. “If you’re busy, send Mutt and Geoff out there and see if a loan can be made.”


 “Is that new groom Joanne?” asked Wendy. And when Malua nodded, she added “It’s been so long since I seen her I barely recognized her. Do you think she’s up to the task of settling down such a high strung pair?”


 “We’ll know in the morning,” said Malua. “They gave her plenty of reason for a firm hand tonight.”


 “Now about Jimmy’s driving,” Wendy said. “Pop could you get along with just a pair of a day or so, and let Victoria pull a light cart for Jim to learn on?”


 Pop had to think about this for a bit before he replied, “Don’t like to break up a team but they are so good it shouldn’t hurt for a day or two.”


 “Who’s Victoria?” I quizzed, finally able to get into the conversation where so much about my team was being decided.


 “Oh, that’s Pops center blond – you saw her this morning,” said Wendy as she refilled glasses.


 I remembered the tall, dignified pony at the center of Pop’s team and wondered what it would be like to hold her reins, or any reins for that matter. Holding a whip was much more intimidating. What would Pop do if I returned his lead pony with marks. I also continued to wonder how a poor sailor was supposed to remain in control when in the presence of exquisite female beauty, bound and helpless and often offering coy smiles and flirting eyes. All this of course while wearing next to nothing.


 Mutt and Geoff barged in with the usual rush and noise and we all went to dinner.


 After dinner Malua and I went out on the veranda for a smoke. It was quiet and peaceful, with just the night insects and a waning moon. I asked Malua to explain the training process for a new team.


 “We’ll start those two in a �stepper’ harness,” she said.


 “I guess you just strap them up like in a three legged race,” I ventured.


 “No, that would not allow them to be in step, which of course is vital to both form and speed,” she explained. “There is a special cart and ankle cuffs which link left to right legs of each pony. A series of pulleys back on the cart allow this to work. The right leg of one can be moving forward while the left leg of the other is on the ground. Fight the stepper and it tosses you on your face. We leave their hands free to catch the fall and have them practice on soft grass till in comes naturally. The length of the connecting lines can be adjusted from a great deal of play to start with. When they are done with the stepper, they will be able to walk, trot and run with almost no slack.”


 “Next we move them to the synchronizer” she continued. “It’s a most fearful looking rig and you will wonder if your team is really inside buried under all that gear. It has a twofold purpose; first to let the pony know that they have lost all control and independence of movement. The second is to force them to move as one.”


 “The ponies are laced into short but well boned corsets. Shoulder braces and a single-glove are used to brace back their shoulders and lash the arms firmly to the middle of the spine. Complex headgear, including long neck-corsets and bearing reins, fixes the head in relation to the body. Yoke bars join the corsets and necks.


 In front go the bells. It’s hard to explain, but a bell is balanced on a ledge that projects from the front to the corset. A rod is fixed to the corset top between the breasts. A series of light strings runs around and between the two. With synchronization, the bells stay put. With out it, the bell is launched off its perch and its weight is taken by a nipple string. This gives the pony a little jerk and the bell rings.


 We can usually take a team that wants to learn through these two steps in less than a week,” she concluded.


 It was an awful lot to think about and once more forced me to consider how little I really knew. That took me back to another fear.


 “I am afraid to touch the ponies like I saw your parents do today,” I admitted..


 Malua looked at me from under those long eyes lashes with a half smirk and finally said, “You have to treat them just as you would a horse. First use the bridle and reins, second adjust the pony so that she is able to perform. This will mean adjusting hair, making sure the harness is adjusted properly, and taking care of your ponies’ physical needs. Water is most important. Make sure they eat lightly at mid-day and then don’t run them too hard for an hour. Be sensitive to limps and check to see that neither has picked up a splinter or strained an ankle.”


 After a pause she went on, “You may also get a runaway. This usually happens when they step on a bee or wasp. They think that they have stumbled onto a nest and run out of fear, often without the rest of the team knowing why. It leads to a fearful mess. Don’t worry about that tomorrow, as we will be on a grass practice track that is well used. ”


 Malua gave me a friendly goodnight kiss and we headed for bed. I was awake for sometime thinking about all there was to do, and my fears of being able to learn everything. Yet the night brought some wonderful dreams.




 Continuation – Part 2


 I woke wondering how much sleep I really had gotten. I freshened up and went down stairs. Mrs. Saunders was the only one up. I sat at the kitchen table and watched as she put a batch of croissants into the oven. The coffee was done and she offered me a cup and sat down.


 “I have been trying to remember the harness the Wextons have.” She offered after good mornings and how did I sleep and the usual polite chatter.


 “I am pretty sure that it was made for three, that of course is the usual number for a racing team. Of course you can race with any number, as there is a handicap system. It has been a long time since a two won and I don’t ever remember a single,” she continued. “The numbers don’t matter in the parade events and often they are won by singles or pairs.”


 “I know that radiance ponies are rare, but if we were to need a third is there any way to dye hair or find a complementary color as a third?” I asked.


 Mrs. Saunders looked shocked, so I had to explain that in England women did occasionally die their hair.


 “There is a small village located at the far end of the Island,” she started into a story. “They have access to the sea and fish. They are very self contained and have little need for ponies and only rarely interact with the rest of the Island. I haven’t been there in some years. Nice folks, they just like to keep to themselves. About the only person who goes there on a regular basis is Dr. Macintosh. When I bump into him I will ask if he has seen a radiance.”


 At that moment the morning singing of the birds was interrupted by a brief shriek.


 I looked sharply at Mrs. Saunders to see if she thought something was wrong. My worried stare brought a response.


 “Just the grooms using a crop,” was her explanation.


 Pop and Malua came down at about the same time and said good morning. Malua offered hers with a kiss on the cheek. Pop went out the back door and had a chat with the grooms.


 Coming back to the table he explained, “It’ll take them some time to get all of the harnessing done so I thought that I had better get them off to and early start rather than waiting around till we are done with breakfast.”


 “Whatever you have in the oven sure smells great,” he told Wendy, as he poured a cup of coffee.


 By this time the croissants were giving the kitchen that delicious smell that only fresh yeast breads can.


 “They should be done by now,” said Wendy, as she took a sheet golden fluffy rolls from the oven and replaced them with a second sheet, ready to bake. 



 “Its every man for himself when there are hot rolls,” said Pop and, “Don’t wake the boys – no one wants to share.” But it was too late. Mutt and Geoff raced in and grabbed the first croissants with practiced timing. Butter and orange juice appeared and there was little talking as we savored the goodies.


 Remembering my manners after my second I said, “These are wonderful Mrs. Saunders. How early do you have to start them?”


 “It’s an old family secret,” she said, “I mix them up the night before, chill the dough and then let it rise slowly all night.”


 Breakfast and a second cup of coffee were soon over and we headed out the front door.


 Wendy shouted to all as we departed, “If you see the Doc ask him if there is a radiance out at the fishing village.”


 There were three teams waiting at the front door. Malua’s were back in the normal harness looking eager for another day. Next came the radiance pair in a “stepper harness”. Joanne held their heads as Pop looked them over carefully and made sure that the pace limiting straps were not yet connected. Suhanee and Judy both looked straight ahead, but I could see some quick glances as they kept track of me. Both were still wriggling even though their hands were virtually free – only cuffed at the wrist and joined by a twelve-inch chain.


 Suhanee’s bottom showed several red areas. It seemed that Joanne had been encouraging her to behave and not to act like a spoiled brat. They were not in the yoke they had returned home in the night before.


 Pop boarded the cart, snapped the whip within inches of the ponies’ ears and announced, “Smartly now! Pay attention to your step.” A quick shake of the reins and off they went.


 This left me along with Pop’s groom, who lead forward Victoria. She was hitched to a to a single seat sulky. With her white skin and blond hair, her harness of shiny white leather made her look elegant. She had a simple bit and her hands were cuffed behind her back. More intimidating was her posture and attitude. She was erect and focused. She reeked of confidence and composure. Her body seemed to give off an air of “I know exactly what I am doing and how to do it. You are an uneducated, unrefined, and ill-mannered country bumpkin that cannot possible know what to do with me.” The same kind of air you get when you call upon a house and the butler answers the door. Despite her beautiful form and figure, fully exposed as were all ponies, she gave off no attraction at all. Being near her was like being near a frost-covered window. She rated cold.


 Her groom introduced herself as Amada. “I will be walking along and giving you pointers until you get the hang of driving,” she said.


 All of this was making me feel like a small child facing a first bicycle ride.


 Amada showed me how to hold the reins; both in the same hand held loosely at the center off my lap. She did not suggest that I take the coach whip form its holder though I noticed that she carried a crop. She covered the basics for go (clicks in the cheek), stop (whoa), as well as moving the hands right and left for direction.


 She nodded, I clicked and we started forward down the lane. Victoria moved with a precise strut. Each leg was raised to an exact height and then forward with a smooth precision that would have been the envy of the sentries at the Buckingham Palace. She proceded forward in a straight line and we began to drift toward the right side of the path. I moved my hand with the reins to the left and we made too sharp a turn to the left. I moved right and left, and right. After several zigzags I yelled, “Whoa” — just before she hit a shrub.


 Amada took her reins and backed her to the middle of the track. We tried again and I did slightly better. By the time we reached the village road I was able to keep her on the track. We turned left and made the furlong to the nearest training track without running into any other traffic. There was one other team on the track as we turned in. Both ponies were laying face down in the grass. When they got back up, I realized that it was my team and that Pop was busy using the pacer. I was able to do a successful right turn and we headed around the outer dirt track. After several laps we were moving along nearly straight.


 Amada set out several markers. After several tries, I was able to go through the marked path. This complete, Amada instructed me on giving the pony commands to move forward at a trot. She also taught me how to slow the pony back to a walk. Everything seemed to be going well. I was beginning to relax and enjoy the ride. Victoria even at a trot had an elegant and measured stride. But I had relaxed too much and nearly had another crash with the rail.


 I had hardly had time to notice Pop and my team working on the infield, but when I did look they were down as often as up. Amada suggested we go back to the house for lunch and we followed the radiance team back up the lane. Amada took Victoria back to the stables for lunch, and I followed Pop onto the porch.


 Mrs. Saunders brought out a pitcher of lemonade and asked no one in particular about how the morning had gone.


 “That team could be alright,” was Pop’s reply, raising my hopes only to dash them with, “Jim here barely got started though.”


 He patted me on the knee and continued, “Driving at low speed on a closed track is pretty simple. This afternoon we’ll get you up to a gallop and see how you do. After you get the feel of that, we will try some maneuvers, and then let you practice on the roads with some traffic.”


 “Your team has progressed quickly, and I already have them down to two inches of slack on the pacer lines.” Pop reported. “If they give a good effort this afternoon we will be able to move forward to the synchronizer by tomorrow. Whatever Joanne did has had an effect. There has been no repeat of yesterday’s fuss.”


 “The boys brought back the harness from the Wextons,” Wendy reported. “It’s actually two complete sets, one for show and one for racing. Such workmanship is not often seen these days. I think that the race harness can be adjusted for two, but the show harness only will work for a three”


 About this time Malua arrived, her team breathing hard and sweating.


 “Back out on the road right now!” shouted the Saunders nearly together, “Walk them down till they cool off.”


 “You really know better than that Malua,” Wendy scolded.


 “I got some good news!” Malua shouted, wheeling the team back out the drive.


 Malua came back in ten minutes with her team well cooled down. She handed the reins over to her groom and came up to the porch with a bound. “Dr. Macintosh says there is another radiance out at the fishing village,” she gushed. Then she regarded the table where the harnesses on loan from the Wextons had been laid out and exclaimed, “These are fabulous. I don’t remember ever seeing them. How long has it been since they were used?”


 “It’s been more than 20 years,” replied Mrs. Sanders.


 “It would be a shame not to fill all three,” she continued. “Who should go and see if the girl from the fishing village is interested.”


 There was much discussion, with the conclusion that Wendy and I should go. We would take Pop’s show team and she would help me with driving lessons along the way. Pop was going to continue to work with my team and Malua had things to do with hers. Mutt and Geoff even volunteered to clean and polish both sets of harnesses.


 Instructions were given to the grooms and Wendy and I were presented with Pop’s dress team. Wendy placed a small package aboard and we got in. She took the reins through town, but handed them over once we were out of town. I was able to keep us on the track and guide the team through the turns with Wendy’s direction. She held the whip and did a good job of snapping it above the heads of our looping team. On one straight stretch she told me to bring them to a gallop and after several snaps above Victoria, she landed the whip over each of her shoulders, causing small jumps and much harder pulling.


 It was a long way out to the fishing village. We had several stops at small farms along the way for water and rest for the ponies. At the first stop after the whipping, I noticed that Victoria had a small red welt on the top swell of each breast. I thought it might have dented that icy reserve a little.


 The country changed from all farms, to scattered farms with more dairy, and finally to green and pleasant forest. The path shrank to a one-way trail with grass and moss covering the surface. The flowers and birds were everywhere.


 We finally broke back into a small village, less than ten houses. There were several people moving about and they all waved and said hello to Wendy. Many gave me a curious look. I noticed that most of the females did not walk on their toes, as did the rest of the islanders. I thought I caught sight of a radiance, and Wendy left to inquire. I was left to hobble the ponies and release them from the cart. I also had to ask for a water bowl, as the houses here did not have the shelf for the ponies. Everybody was friendly. The team was soon slurping water and being admired by several of the locals.


 After about a half-hour Wendy returned with a radiance that was even more stunning then the two I already had. She was three inches taller with a fuller figure. She wore a short warp skirt and nothing else. Wendy introduced me to Kathy. She had the long multicolored hair that simply glowed in the sun. She was also walking on her toes. Wendy explained the need for a third pony for about a month. Kathy replied that she had little interest in being a pony and liked her freedom. She did look over Pop’s team after Wendy introduced her and they spent several minutes talking.


 “I hear that the winners are given special high heels,” she stated, “Is this true?”


 “Yes it is,” said Wendy. “Would you like to see a pair?”


 “Oh yes,” Kathy gushed.


 Wendy took out the package and handed Kathy a pair of jeweled sandals with the silver spike heels.


 You could see Kathy’s eyes widen and knees grow weak. She looked at them from every angle and let the sunlight play on the jewels. She stroked the heels with a caress that was making me weak. After several minutes of pure adoration she asked Wendy if she might try them on.


 Wendy told her that a brief trial would be OK. The girl took a seat and Wendy handed me the heels for fitting. I lifted her long, trembling left foot and fitted the sandal. I tightened the ankle strap. She made me wait several minutes before fitting the other as she admired the sandal on her foot. Her other leg was also shaking from the thrill as I fitted the second sandal.


 When she rose it was like watching a magnificent bird take flight. She walked, strutted, marched, twirled and pranced about in the heels, watching the sparkle and shine of the jewels. It was clear to all watching that here was a woman who was born to wear the jeweled slippers. It was with great reluctance that she allowed me to remove them, me enjoying the smooth muscles of her calves as I did so.


 There was then an extended period of discussion on how long she might be gone, where she could stay while in training, and many other concerns. Finally all was agreed and I had my third radiance. We hitched up the team and she followed us out of the village, not wanting to submit to harness near her home. Once down the road, we stopped. Wendy told me it was my duty to transform her from free woman to pony. She gave me a bridle, some head straps and a set of modesty beads.


 Kathy presented her wrists. They were soon strapped behind her back. She presented her neck for the bridle collar. I reached under that waterfall of hair and closed the collar – it gave me a great sense of owning her. I snapped on a lead and attached it to the back of the gig. Removing her skirt was simple — a single button held it. I stood behind her and had a great view of her shapely bottom. The modesty beads were donned on a single strand around the hips. Et voila, she was properly dressed as a pony.


 Wendy had to remind me several times on the trip back to watch the team and not turn to watch Kathy’s body in full motion. We arrived late for dinner and a lone groom met us, taking the team around back before anyone got a look at Kathy.
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