“Bermuda Triangl e”

by

Di ana F. Johnson

The day coul dn't have been nore perfect. W toured
the island in a quaint horse-drawn carriage with fringe.
We took pictures of each other peeking through thick stands
of banboo, then shopped for crystal and warmlrish wool ens.
After swinming in the ocean and tennis, ny husband and
were | ooking forward to a rel axing supper in the conpany of
good friends.

The long table stretched out before us. Crystal
wat er goblets sparkled in the brilliance of our el egant
party. High-backed chairs were all around the "captain's"
table in the gournmet dining roomof Bernuda's very own
Sout hanpt on Princess Hotel. And we all had so nmuch to tal k
about .

The conversation ran the ganut. There were stories
of daring noped rides down wi nding flower-lined streets,
the exotic trunpet flowers, the English accents, the |arge

ships. | told how | had beconme so carried away during a



boat ride, that | had photographed a man's bare foot, which

he had propped up on the railing of our tour boat deck.

Qur congeni al group of computer people and their

spouses were confortably nestled in volum nous | eat her

chairs enjoying the junmbo fresh shrinp cocktail. (This

was i ndeed “Fantasy Island” in real ternms - Bernuda, |BM

Golden Circle-style, where the crew of your tour boat

suddenly drops the ropes and becomes a popul ar cal ypso

band, ready to play their latest hit record.)

My husband headed the table in the | argest nost

| uxurious chair of all. He, like the venerable host in a

Di ckens novel, presided.

At that nonent, a rather well dressed man approached

our table from sonewhere back in the darkened recesses of

the room Instantly all talking stopped; all eyes were
upon the "intruder." Wat? He wanted to buy ny husband's
chair. And now he was offering $100.00! | could see that

the others were siding with a trade

Surprised and upset at my own enptional response to
this request, | hissed frantically, "Never." This man was
spoiling ny menory of this unique evening. Not even for

$100. 00... the enbarrassnent of hawking off one's chair.



| sinply glared at the poor nan — he backed away reali zing
that his request was unreasonable. He retreated to his
ungai nly inadequate folding chair and his snaller party of
three synpathetic friends. Qur dinner conversation
resuned amidst rollicking | aughter.

"Why didn't you go through with it?" they all wanted
to know. My husband answered calmy with great dignity,
"You can't sell your chair in the finest restaurant in the
Sout hanpton Princess.” And | firmy defended hi msaying,

“In Bermuda, it's just not done."



