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Carol
And Therese

THE PRICE OF SALT. By Claire
Morgan. 2786 pp. New York: Cow-
ard-McCann. $3.

HE heroine of this tale of
Lesbian love is a lonely 19-

year-old, who has been brought
up, more or less as an orphan,
in a semi-religious ‘“home.” At
the novel's opening, Therese Be-
livet has been working for two
years in New York, trying to
save $1,500 for membership in
the stage designer’s union. Her
attempts at an affair with the
young man who wants to marry
her, have been a failure; and
she knows that she does not
really love him. When she meets
Carol Aird—a beautiful, wealthy,
sophisticated woman of 30, who
is in the process of divorcing
her husband—Therese falls to-
tally in love at first sight.

Radiantly happy in Carol's
company, Therese apparently
cannot conceive of there being
anything questionable about
this new relationship. When
‘the two women take a motor
trip to the West, it is Therese
who, with purblind innocence,
causes them to become lovers.
And she thereby precipitates
a crisig in which both have to
make decisions that will last-
ingly affect tbeir lives.

Obviously, in dealing with a
theme of this sort, the novelist
must handle his explosive ma-
terial with care. It should be
said at once that Miss Morgan
writeg throughout with sincer-
ity and good taste. But the
dramatic possibilities of her
theme are never forcefully de-
veloped. While Therese's raptur-
ous love sometimes gives a glow
to the story, the novel as a
whole—in spite of its high-
voltage subject—is of decidedly
low voltage: a somewhat dis-
jointed accumulation of inci-
dent, too much of which is pret-
ty unexciting as story-telling
and does little to deepen ingight
into the characters. Therese
herself remains a tenuous char-
acterization, and the other per-
sonages are not much more
than silhouettes. This reader’s
interest was always on the
verge of being awakened-—and
never quite was.

CHARLES J. ROLO.
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