
How to gain reputation in Booty Bay

 “No,” maintained Joan stoutly.  “I hate clothes.”  As a matter of

fact she didn’t, even in those early days.  On the contrary, one of

her favourite amusements was “dressing up.”  This sudden

overmastering desire to arrive at the truth about herself had been

a new conceit.Again in the morning, it was boots and saddles,

cow-boys, and packhorses, and the climb to the top began.  One

packhorse carried twenty gallons of water, slung in five-gallon

bags on either side; for water is precious and rare in the crater

itself, in spite of the fact that several miles to the north and east

of the crater-rim more rain comes down than in any other place in

the world.  The way led upward across countless lava flows,

without regard for trails, and never have I seen horses with such

perfect footing as that of the thirteen that composed our outfit. 

They climbed or dropped down perpendicular places with the

sureness and coolness of mountain goats, and never a horse fell

or baulked.  “Perhaps,” she added, “the helpmate theory was

intended to apply only to our bodies.  There was nothing said

about our souls.  Perhaps God doesn’t have to work in pairs. 

Perhaps we were meant to stand alone.”  
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