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It was a picture-perfect Martha Stewart moment in June
1977.

As I pulled into the gravel driveway of Martha’s home in
Westport, Connecticut, for the first time, I caught sight of
two pretty young women standing and chatting on an
impeccably manicured lawn. At first glance, I thought they
must be sisters—young women clad in matching khaki
shorts and colorful bikini tops. They looked adorable as
they approached the car with their identical long, tanned
legs striding in unison. I didn’t realize that the taller of the
two was Martha Stewart, who at that time was beginning to
make a name for herself as a caterer and party planner,
until she got closer to the car and introduced herself, then
her thirteen-year-old daughter, Alexis. 

“Come on in. I’m just taking something out of the oven,”
she said with a megawatt grin, ushering us into the kitchen,
“and you’ve got to taste it.”
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I was tagging along that day with my then almost-girlfriend
and later wife, Leslie Leibman, an artist-designer who was work-
ing with Martha as a stylist for the many parties and events she
handled and for the photo layouts Martha produced for House
Beautiful magazine. Martha was known for spotting and putting
talented people around her; she had recognized Leslie’s knack
for interior set design and flower arranging.

I was meeting Martha at a new phase in her life. The thirty-
five-year-old former model-turned-stockbroker had left Manhat-
tan a few years earlier with her husband of sixteen years, Andy,
and Alexis to enjoy the small-town values and pastoral greenery
that Westport had to offer. 

I met Andy a few weeks later; it was another rustic Martha
Stewart moment. I was sitting in Martha’s kitchen having a
morning coffee. Andy walked in wearing a buffalo plaid shirt
and rimless glasses. In each hand he carried a large cage that
held several of Martha’s prize hens. 

“Martha, where do you want these?” he asked his wife with a
hopeful smile.

“Over there,” she said without glancing up. 
I could see right away that these two had different personali-

ties and temperaments but seemed to work well as a couple. She
was in charge and had a million things to do, and he was there
to support her.

Since I lived just a few blocks away and because Leslie was fast
becoming close friends with Martha, I became a frequent visitor
to the Stewart household over the next few years. Martha and I
were simpatico from the start in a very important way: we both
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love the simple things in life, which we truly believe can be big
and exciting. 

Despite all rustic appearances, I was soon to learn that the
Stewarts were not your typical conventional suburban family—
they were much more than that.

My first tipoff was the swimming pool in the backyard. To the
shock of some of her conservative neighbors, Martha had
painted her entire pool black. The idea came to her in a flash,
she explained to me; she had a vision of her pool as one of those
shimmering, depthless rectangles you see in the front of a
museum. She had bought buckets of black paint and brushes
and transformed the pool by herself. Knowing Martha, she most
likely did it to keep the water warmer. There would be no pool
heater for this not-so-recently ordained Connecticut Yankee. 

“Come over and swim anytime you want,” she said when she
saw me admiring her black lagoon. I took her up on the invita-
tion, and during my mornings off working as a clothing designer
on Seventh Avenue, I’d hop on my bike and ride over to
Martha’s to take a cool dip. 

When I arrived, I usually found Martha working in the gar-
den. She would be sitting on the ground, legs folded to one side,
her hands gloved, weeding around one of the various perennials
that surrounded the early-nineteenth-century farmhouse on
Turkey Hill Road that she had lovingly renovated and restored. 

Martha’s hands were never idle, I discovered; there was just
too much to be done. As soon as she noticed that your hands
were conspicuously at your sides with nothing to do, she found
something to keep you busy.

After my dip in the pool, I’d hear her voice filter through 
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the zigzagging rows of perennials, “Lloyd, do you think you
could . . . ?” I would happily pick up a trowel to help her dig and
plant whatever she had in mind.

It’s hard to describe how it happened, but Martha had a way
of making you want to help and be involved. It was as if what-
ever she was doing—even if it was pulling weeds from the mud
on hands and knees—was the most interesting thing to do at the
moment.

I must admit that I liked to help her because I knew there was
often a tasty reward in it for me at the end of my labors. As I pulled
out weed after weed, Martha would disappear into the house; fif-
teen minutes later she’d poke her head out of the kitchen window
and call, “Lloyd, come on in and have some lunch!”

Hanging out with Martha usually meant working or eating,
usually both. Inside her kitchen, which was adorned with hang-
ing copper pots and beautifully colored chicken eggs laid by her
dozens of hens, we’d indulge in our mutual passion: food. Leslie
was often there with me, and we would sample whatever Martha
had in the fridge or cooking on the stove, analyzing the ingredi-
ents, aromas, textures, and tastes. We’d stand around the
counter devouring chive biscuits with herb butter, smoked
chicken, minimuffins, and orange wedding cake.

One afternoon, as I rounded the corner in front of her house
on my bike, Martha saw me from the window and ran out to the
yard, waving, with her oven mitts still on her hands. “I just
pulled a quiche from the oven!” she said. 

For probably the fifth time that week, I stood in her kitchen
and hovered over her stove, sniffing appreciatively.

“Stand back, it’s hot,” she warned, and then told me the day’s
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special. “It has spinach and onions and some nice Gruyère
cheese.” 

I noticed another work in progress on the counter. “What’s
this one going to have in it?” I asked.

“You help me decide. Have a taste.” She handed me a fork
and asked what was missing.

Together, we tasted and added a little of this and a sprinkle of
that. That’s what cooking with her was like back then—relaxed
and experimental. 

Because Martha raised chickens and other fowl, eggs were
fresh and plentiful in her home; I ate a lot of quiche. I can’t
remember how many birds she owned at the time, maybe two
dozen or more, but every day she’d go to the henhouse and
gather eggs in a wire basket. Sometimes Leslie would get them,
sometimes Alexis would. Often I was the one with the basket,
alone in the warmth of the coop, surrounded by clucking sounds
as the hens moved to get out of the way of my interfering hands.
When someone new moved in on her street, Martha often
showed up at their doorstep with a basket of her eggs or vegeta-
bles from her garden as a welcome-to-the-neighborhood gift.

If I dropped by at Martha’s at the start of a busy workday, after
she became a caterer, it was like standing in the eye of a hurri-
cane. There would be a dozen people in the kitchen taking over
every inch of counter space, bumping into one another, flour
airborne everywhere. Martha would be wearing her uniform of
choice—a soft denim work shirt, white chinos, and a pair of
white Keds. She’d bark out orders left and right as she stirred
something on the stove or seized something from the oven.
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Andy would drift in and out of the room running errands, and a
yawning Lexi would come down in her pajamas, grab a bowl of
cereal, and try to no avail to get her mother’s attention; in
moments like this, attention was impossible.

The catering team was always working against the clock and
under Martha’s perfectionist vision. This needs more salt and did
you remember to take the biscuits out of the oven and someone get
some cilantro from the garden right away before the oil and vine-
gar separates. You could cut the tension in the kitchen with a
Wusthof paring knife. It was a controlled sort of chaos, though,
where there was always work to be done: food to be cooked, rib-
bons tied, photographs shot, gardens tended, pies baked, trees
pruned, flowers arranged, photographs reshot, wood measured,
then cut and nailed, and chickens fed.

Once in a while Martha and her catering team broke for a bit
of silliness. I remember walking into the kitchen one day when
one of the women turned on a Rod Stewart cassette tape; there
was Martha in the middle of the kitchen, swaying to the music
and belting out the lyrics with as much huskiness as she could
muster as the rest of the women danced around: If you think I’m
seeeeexxxxy and you like my booooooddddy, come on sugarrrr let
me knooooowwwww!

But that was very rare. Most of the time, Martha would be so
engrossed in her quadruple-tasking that almost every afternoon
she would suddenly look up at the clock and gasp, “Oh my God,
we have to pick up Lexi from school!”

Since Martha was usually arms deep in either food or dirt,
she’d toss the car keys to whomever had a free hand—the stylist,
the photographer, the woman rinsing the veggies, me—and
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we’d hightail it out of there and go get Lexi. It became part of
the frantic, comic routine in that kitchen. Lexi, by the way, usu-
ally wasn’t disappointed when it wasn’t Mom who showed up in
front of her school in her Chevy Suburban.

“Oh, it’s you. Good,” she’d say, getting into my red pickup
and shutting the door. “Good. I mean, like, can you imagine
what it’s like when your mother picks you up at school covered
in flour from head to toe? And wearing clogs!”

From early morning to late in the evening against the back-
drop of the frenzied kitchen, family dramas played out in daily
vignettes. Martha played the part of the matriarch against the
adolescent attitude of teenage Lexi, and both were balanced by
Andy’s relaxed presence. The rest of us were happily bit players
in the drama.

A big help to her mother, Lexi loved washing the car, working
in the garden, and raking the henhouse. She excelled at repeti-
tious tasks in the kitchen—hand her a paring knife and behold
her talent. But I remember one morning when Lexi walked into
the kitchen, half asleep and on her way to find some breakfast in
the midst of the usual hubbub.

“Lexi, go out and clean up the henhouse,” Martha ordered
briskly, barely looking up.

“I’m not going into that cage. You go do it, Mother!”
“Now, Lexi, ” Andy said soothingly, “don’t talk to your mother

that way—”
“Lexi, my hands are full,” Martha continued. “If that hen-

house remains in the state it’s in, those hens won’t be happy and
won’t lay as many eggs.”

With a pout and a roll of her eyes, Lexi was out the door, 
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muttering, “I’ll do it. It’s not that I don’t like to do it, you know,
but when you tell me to do it, it takes away all the fun.”

Because I was not in the family and not working under
Martha’s rule, I had a unique vantage point: I was close enough
to watch the circus and be utterly amazed at the juggler but one
step removed from being the one balancing on the tightrope.

At the end of the day after the work was done, the chaos died
down. If I dropped by the house in the evening when Martha
and Leslie were finishing up the last of many food-related photo
shoots of the day, we’d sit at the kitchen table—Martha, Leslie,
Andy, Lexi, and I—making small talk and having a glass of wine
or iced tea. We’d jabber about anything that wasn’t too serious—
flowers, current events, antiques—all the while eating, drinking,
and laughing. Martha would put out a dish of assorted cheeses,
some leftovers from the shoot, and a “true” garden salad, as she
called it. To make this salad she’d go out back and pull some
herbs and vegetables fresh from her garden, rinse them off, chop
them, and toss them together with the best extra-virgin olive oil
and some fresh lemon juice.

These were the early days of Martha Stewart. Yes, she was
driven and focused and busy even then, but she still found time
to relax with friends. Not that she sat still for long, mind you.
She’d take a sip of iced tea and a minute into the conversation
would jump up and rearrange the flowers on the table or reor-
ganize the cupboard.

On New Year’s Eve 1979, Martha, Andy, Leslie, and I rang in
the new decade in the kitchen at Turkey Hill. Martha put out a
simple but mouthwatering spread of the best caviar, chopped
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onions, and crumbled fresh hard-boiled eggs on toast, and we
washed it down with cold vodka poured from a glass bottle
encased in a block of ice. Leslie has a great sense of humor and
kept us all laughing throughout the evening, and we all made
tipsy New Year’s resolutions. 

Martha wasn’t much of a drinker and rarely kept up with the
rest of us. I think she didn’t like to lose control in any way. She
has trouble sleeping through the night for the same reason. But
I’m pretty sure we all went to sleep that last night of the seven-
ties a little woozy and feeling good.

The postdisco eighties brought in a decade of extravagant,
sometimes decadent parties, and Martha became the go-to
woman, organizing glittering events for her clients at the
Cooper-Hewitt and Whitney museums. Leslie usually styled for
Martha at these parties, so we were often invited to attend. My
favorite part was never the parties; it was the afterparties.

No matter the occasion or time, if we were in Manhattan we
always stopped over at the original Papaya King on the Upper
East Side for hot dogs and their coconut champagne concoction
(Martha’s favorite—a combination of coconut and orange juice)
or the papaya drink. It was “the food of the gods,” they advertised
in hot pink and canary yellow neon signs outside the eatery. It
didn’t matter if Martha had just presented the finest foods and
wines available to humanity a few hours earlier and it didn’t
matter if she had eaten a full portion of that elegant food; the
truth is, Martha would choose a plain hot dog with mustard and
sauerkraut over the finest filet mignon any day.

Our stops at the King on the way home became like a religious
ritual for us. We’d race up Third Avenue, trying to synchronize
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the car with all green lights so we wouldn’t catch any reds. We’d
double park on Third Avenue and let the other cars honk while two
of us memorized the orders and fetched the goods. Then the whole
gang of us would sit, jammed into the car, and scarf it all down,
basking in the neon lights and keeping an eye out for cops who
would tell us to move on. We’d all be slaphappy and tired and goofy,
and it was great. (By the way, anybody who really knows Martha
knows she still makes the Papaya King stop whenever she can.)

Another of our favorite pastimes was to rummage through
antiques stores and flea markets. Beverly Bronfeld’s store was on
Boston Post Road, a street between Turkey Hill and my house
on Maple. It was just way too convenient for us not to stop in
whenever we wanted, so we did. 

Martha and Leslie liked collecting antique linens; I collected
McCoy pottery and vintage jigsaw puzzles. Beverly would call
us on her old-fashioned dial phone to tell us about something
new that came in that she thought we’d like, and we’d be there
in a flash. 

Soon, Martha and I got to know each other’s tastes so well that
if we were in the store alone and saw something the other would
want, we’d just buy it. She once found a pile of Melmac dishes
and bought them for me as sort of a joke. I loved those dishes
because my mother had a set when I was a kid and Martha used
to tease me about that. One day, she found them in Beverly’s
store and gave them to me, informing me that every mother of
that era had a set of Melmac dishes because they were the only
ones you could drop and not break. “Perfect for the modern-day
housewife!” she said, handing them over with a grin.

Our flea market and estate sale sojourns started just after sun-
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rise in—where else?—Martha’s kitchen. Between bites of hot
scones and muffins, we sat at her pine table and inspected the
classified section of the Westport News, reading aloud the day’s
possibilities. A lot of people don’t know this, but Martha is a bit of
a ham. She’d take the morning paper in her hand, clear her throat
loudly, and take on a distinguished John Gielgud–meets–Anthony
Hopkins voice to recite the sales of the day: “Ahem . . . estate sale
. . . thankyouverymuch . . . we have the granddddddest, most
authentiiiiic family heeeeeeeeiiirlooooms . . .”

With a map spread out on the table, we plotted our route of
attack. Choosing one destination over another could have far-
reaching consequences, and deciphering the ad copy was more
an art than a science. We mostly relied on gut feelings to lead us
to our riches. Estate sales always caught our attention. Martha
loved going to a house and rummaging through everything,
looking for hidden treasures.

One of our favorite places was a Quonset hut known as the
Do-Drop-In. This was really a prefab structure, the kind used to
house military personnel or as hangars at small airports, with a
semicircular roof curving down to form walls. 

Dave Cohen, the owner, was a stocky fellow with an anchor
tattoo on his bicep. He had truckloads of junk stacked up in
dusty, unorganized piles. Martha and I were like raccoons scav-
enging through trash cans. Martha wasn’t afraid of getting good
and dirty as she searched for stuff; to her, it wasn’t any different
from getting muddy in her garden or in the henhouse. One
could always wash and get cleaned up, and after being at Dave’s,
we had to do just that. 

Dave’s hut was so big and the piles so high, we’d lose sight of
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each other in the mazes of junk. If there was a group of us
going—often Leslie or Martha’s sister Laura would join us—we
were like playful commandos covering each other against out-
siders who came looking for the plunder. If Martha found some-
thing that someone in the search party would like, she’d hide it
under her coat and carry it until she found us. If we gave it the
thumbs down, she would always return it. Inside those piles of
junk we always found something worth keeping that had been
hiding in someone’s attic or garage or bedroom for years.

“Lloyd, where are you? Leslie, get over here,” Martha would
half-whisper, half-yell through the piles. We’d come running or
she’d come running and we’d hide behind a mountain of junk
and whisper about what we’d just found—assessing it privately
so Dave wouldn’t see how excited we were.

“Look at this tablecloth,” Martha would say. “It’s got that
fifties printed cherry pattern on it, and all six napkins!”

If Dave caught on that we were interested in something, he’d
hike up the price. So we were always very nonchalant when we
brought our collection to him to price. Martha loved a good bar-
gain and always tried to talk Dave down a few bucks. We’d qui-
etly pay him, and he would wrap everything in newspapers and
put it in a used, wrinkled paper bag, or even better, a plastic bag
from the grocery store, and send us on our way. But not before
giving us hell for something. He loved giving Martha hell. Who
wouldn’t? She was always giving so much hell to other people
that it was funny to watch her get it for a change. Dave wasn’t
afraid of her, and giving anyone a hard time was really his way
of letting you know he liked you. If you caught hell from Dave,
you knew you were on his good side.
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. . .

Our kitchen tête-à-têtes and afternoon antiquing went on for a
few years until the mid-eighties. Leslie left working with Martha
to team up with a commercial director who was responsible for
some of the largest advertising campaigns in America. I had gone
back to my first love, music, and signed a recording contract. 

After a few years of making music videos, I landed with a thud
on the side of the road in Westport, Connecticut. As Martha
moved from her home enterprise into television and lecturing,
I moved into the fruit and vegetable business and opened a farm
stand in the neighborhood. 

I set up my fresh produce stand on Kings Highway on a slice
of local historical farmland next to a stream and a waterfall; I
was in business overnight. Within a month, the stand became a
hangout for local celebrities: Paul Newman knew I was the man
to come to if he wanted juicy honeydew melon; his wife, Joanne
Woodward, enjoyed hanging over the picket fence to chat and
pass the time; and the actress Sandy Dennis regaled me with sto-
ries about her many cats. 

But it was Martha who was made for this farm stand. Every-
thing about it appealed to her—the fresh, beautiful produce, 
the beauty of the perfect fruit that was my standard, and 
the romantic quality of the old-fashioned setup. At least once a
week Martha would call or send one of her assistants to come 
to the stand to find the perfect baskets of peaches, tomatoes,
strawberries, and more. One day I picked up the phone and
heard a frantic voice: “Martha needs cherries for the president!”

Apparently Martha was involved with a luncheon for President
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Bill Clinton and was searching for “the most perfect cherries
that ever existed” to pile high on the green Jade-Ite cake stands
as centerpieces for the tables.

I’m not going to lie: It was a little early in the season for cher-
ries, but I considered it my patriotic duty to oblige the president
and, of course, Martha. I called up a good friend of mine, who
tracked down the first load of cherries on a truck heading east.
The centerpieces, I heard later, were a hit.

During these years, I occasionally ran into Martha down at city
hall. The town of Westport put her on the bad girl list and me on
the bad boy list because we were constantly breaking one of the
many city ordinances with our businesses. A few meddling
neighbors ratted on us. 

Martha’s neighbors didn’t like that she was running her cater-
ing business out of her basement; trucks and cars came and
went at all hours and made a lot of noise. The people who were
complaining did not seem to care that Martha was a pioneering
entrepreneur years ahead of her time. Running a business from
home is now a necessity as well as a choice for many women.
Many of the women who worked for Martha were divorced and
had kids to support, and they were grateful that they could work
a job with flexible hours that allowed them to cook and bake in
their own homes.

My crimes involved things like building without a permit and
nailing wooden signs for fresh corn or local tomatoes on the
sides of trees. 

Martha and I were both stubborn and we drove everyone
crazy because we wouldn’t stop. I think we both might hold the
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town record for being hauled in for slim charges. We did what
we could to fight the rules we thought were just plain silly. We
would run into each other at city hall for the morning zoning
meetings and wait on the wooden bench in the hallway sipping
hot coffee until our names were called.

“Good morning, Lloyd,” she would say.
“Mornin’, Martha.”
“So what have you done wrong this time?”
“Someone complained about a sign I nailed to a tree. You?”
“Oh, too many trucks on the property . . .”
Many people in town liked the idea of my farm stand, so I got

good press. I was “heralding back a bygone era of simpler
times,” said one letter printed in the local paper. Martha, on the
other hand, got bad press at the time. Even though she cham-
pioned the good things in life, she was branded a “bitch” who
“wanted it her way” and paid no regard to what others wanted.
Martha’s neighbors were wary of anything that didn’t fit the sta-
tus quo and had nothing better to do than to pick on her for
working out of her house. I think sexism had something to do
with it, too.

Not only was zoning after her, but the health department was
constantly sniffing around her home to catch her for violating
health codes. I’m sure, though, that they never found one germ
within a hundred yards of Martha’s kitchen because when she
wasn’t cooking, she was cleaning. I once watched her scrub a
kitchen sink with such force for fifteen minutes that, she said,
her arm ached.

Martha never gave up. The more the city came down on her,
the more she dug in her heels. And I love her for it.
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. . .

As with all friendships, ours had an ebb and flow, and our chang-
ing lives took us in different directions. By the early nineties,
Martha and Andy had gone their separate ways, and Martha’s tel-
evision show and magazine, both named Martha Stewart Living,
had taken off. She was busier than ever and so was I. Leslie and I
got married and were proud parents of a beautiful baby boy, Sam,
so we were sleep-deprived and kept close to home. In the fall of
1994, we welcomed our daughter, Phoebe, into the world. 

One day I got an unexpected phone call. It had been a year
since I had seen Martha.

“Lloyd, how would you like to be on my television show?” It
was Martha’s wonderful and distinctive voice.

Martha was putting together a Thanksgiving special for her
show and thought it would be fun to visit the farm stand and talk
shop on camera, giving me a little publicity while catching up a
bit with each other. 

I thought it was a great idea. A week later Martha pulled up in
her Chevy Suburban with a camera crew in tow, and it was
lights, camera, action under my tin roof. The cameras followed
Martha and me as we picked up the yams and the fennel and
discussed their merits as Thanksgiving vegetables and herbs.
Martha raved about my produce and asked questions she 
knew her audience would learn from, such as “What’s the differ-
ence between a yam and a sweet potato?” Then we discussed 
melons—honeydew, casaba, crenshaw. We had a great time
chatting away in the sunshine by the waterfall, and it was so
good to see her. 
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When we were finished, it was like old times. Martha invited
the whole family over for Thanksgiving dinner at Turkey Hill.
Unfortunately, we couldn’t make it since we already had plans
with Leslie’s family and all the relatives.

By 1996, the year Bill Clinton was running for his second
term, Martha’s career was really cranking and she was to host a
fundraising breakfast for the Clintons at Turkey Hill. This cre-
ated quite a buzz in Westport. The Westport News sent their
Street Beat cub reporters to walk around downtown and poll peo-
ple on what they thought about what Martha was doing. One of
them nabbed me as I was walking out of the post office; I was
happy to tell her my thoughts about Hillary Clinton and Martha:
“Both women are incredible ladies. They’re both controversial,
polarizing, but there is no denying they both do great things.”

A week later, I got a little note in the mail from Martha on her
usual 3-by-4-inch cream-colored index card in her very neat
handwriting:

Lloyd, 

I haven’t seen you in such a long time. How are Leslie
and the kids? Why don’t you drop by the studio sometime
with the kids and say hello?

Fondly, 
Martha

She made no mention of the quote in the newspaper, but I’m
certain she had seen or heard about it. After more than fifteen
years of knowing Martha Stewart, I knew that she had a difficult

29

M A R T H A  A N D  M E

c01.qxd  12/5/05  2:44 PM  Page 29



time saying thank you or I’m sorry to people even if it was what
she was feeling. Instead, she would send a note or drop off a gift.
I knew the note was her way of saying thanks for supporting her
and let’s reconnect. 

Not long after, Martha invited my children, Sam and Phoebe,
to be guests on her Christmas special. The kids were thrilled. They
also appeared in a Thanksgiving segment in which they sat around
a table with Martha and made little turkeys out of pinecones and
placemats out of construction paper. They were completely
enthralled by Martha. The experience even inspired young Sam
to start making his own home movies with our video camera.

In 1997, I closed my farm stand after twelve years because I felt
it was time to go back to my musical career. Martha and I were
both going through life transitions, but we kept in touch with an
occasional handwritten note. 

In 2000, Martha gave notice that she would no longer be liv-
ing at Turkey Hill Road in Westport. In an article in the New
York Times Magazine, Martha sadly wrote about how the quaint,
friendly, small town she had loved had grown into another 
Starbucks-lined, retail-dominated town where people erected
stone walls and electronic gates around their homes. She
lamented a time when the grocery-store clerks would happily
carry your bags to your car for a fifty-cent tip and scolded the
closed-mindedness of the neighbors and city officials who had
made life difficult for a woman trying to strike out on her own in
the business world. 

It saddened me to read that since her divorce she had lost
many friends who had taken sides and there were few people left

B E I N G M A R T H A
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to just go and have a dinner and movie with. She wrote: “I’ve
thought long and hard about the many changes in my life that
have now forced me to seek home and comfort elsewhere. And
I’ve concluded that they’re not so odd, not so radical, not so per-
sonal—but certainly they are powerful enough to make me feel
that I must leave, that I must go.”

But Martha wasn’t giving up, she was just moving forward.
Our paths—hers and mine—would soon cross again.
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