


				THE WORLD'S GREATEST LOVER!





	Judith Pace had walked across the rectangle of pavement, coming and going, seeing it and not seeing it, almost every day now since she had moved back to Elizabeth City five years ago.  In the beginning, she had only smiled faintly and filed it away in her mind as subject matter for amusing conver-


sation on a later occasion.  She considered it a typical example of the at-


traction of wet cement for an idle mind or an adolescent male looking to more glorious days, which came to the same thing.  However, as time passed, she had begun to read the message daily, as she might wind the clock or take her vitamin tablet or even offer up a prayer.  It became a small, almost compulsary ritual she observed to secure the promise of her day, as she hurried from the entrance of her apartment building to her car in the parking lot late in the morning and then again on her return in the after-


noon.  She hadn't given it much thought one way or the other really, except that it was a time-worn and tiresome male conviction originally and artistically conceived.


	Nonetheless, it took on a special significance this day, it being not only her fourty-fifth birthday but also the day on which it had come home to her at a half-hearted luncheon in her honor that she was more of an obliga-


tion than a pleasure to the people she had always thought of as her oldest and dearest friends.  Halfway through her second old-fashioned, she had found herself an intruder in their midst, and in a rush of sorrow, she had come to understand that the bonds of childhood acquaintance and shared blood had not withstood the stress of time and distance her life spent in several capitals of the world had put upon them.  More than that, as her oldest and dearest friends listened with bright, distracted smiles to her chatter of Rome and London and Paris, she had understood, sitting big as life on Gloria McLain's flowered sofa, she was as near to out of sight and out of mind as she could get without actually vanishing.  She had cut short the story about crossing the channel for the first time in a terrible storm only to find Paris in the grip of a general strike and no way to get her bags to the hotel at two in the morning and, if it hadn't been for the British Ambassador who happened   .   .   .   "Bring me another double old-fashioned, please," she had instructed the maid.  There had been another old-fashioned, although not double.  Even the maid didn't care.


	And so, returning to sanctuary, she paused in her unsteady progress from the parking lot tp examine more closely the words pressed into the cement.  





