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PREFACE 

It is difficult, for these original stories, to 

declare the extent to which any assistance may have 

been rendered, because they are not, at least directly, 

the result of study or research. And yet it would not 

be true to say that there was no assistance given, but 

rather that it was of a nature impossible to pinpoint. 

The stories are original; their characters, their situa­

tions, were suggested by countless people, in countless 

ways, so that I cannot acknowledge them. 
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ON A ONE-~Y STREET 

It was one of those afternoons - strangely, mistily, persona!, -

when the air, thick with grey, sooty mist, seems weeping at the sorrows 

of the earth. All the buildings lean and sigh about the city streets, 

and mournfulness, like a genie, roams forlornly. 

No one should be alone on such an afternoon. They were not alone, 

those two women, over neur the confectionery counter, huddled at their 

cozy table in the cheerful little tea-shop, taking, delicately, morsels 

of toast and tea~ Their tea had grown cold standing, you could tell it 

as they sipped, - dutifully, with little grimaces. No, they were not 

alone, -- bundles of shopping piled baside them -- but even sa, they 

sighed ••••• Did they dread the hour of parting? ••• did they, too, put 

off as long as possible their passing back into the street? 

Amy Bromley, too, had her bundles on the seat baside her... She, 

too, - as well-dressed, well-bred as they - tried her tea-cup once more 

at her lips, and shuddering set it back again. She watched, half guiltily. 

the soiled black waitress, like a penquin with her long white collar, 

hover by the counter, ready to swoop dawn on her crumbs when she had 

gone. 

Already the supper smells had begun to fill the room. The tea-shop 

was, but for the four of them, deserted, yet you felt in it impatience, 

preparation. They had had their hour, the women.... So, at last, still 

reluctantly, Amy Bromley took up her fur piece, - it had slipped very 

nearly to the floor - and, wrapping it tightly at her neck as she went, 

passed out the door, into the soiled and misty streets. 
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She went, first, irresolutely to the corner •••• stood, irresolutely, 

looking up and down ••• trying to decide if she wanted a bus, a taxi •••• 

indeed, what it was she wanted, she was quite undecided, as she stood 

and watched, - more merely curious at the sight than personally concerned -

the parade of olumsy buses, at some distance still from her post, come 

slowly, lumbering, toward her. A workman, brushing by, oalled out loudly, 

kindly enough, "Over there, lady, over therel He won't stop for you hereJ 11 

Amy simply stared after the workman, blankly, a little indignantly, 

- had she not passed her life, nearly all of it, in the oityl - and did 

not move from her post. In the mist and the descending fog, as she 

looked, irresolutely up the darkening street, it seemed to her it was 

directions for some nether world she really needed •••• this one, so 

rapidly, seemed to disappear •••• 

So she merely watched the first parade of buses pass. Why do 

buses always congregate in a parade, and then, never another comes 

along for ages? ••• Are they gregarious? ••• Is there something that they 

dread, in a city's late afternoon, so that like ships at sea they seek 

togo in convoy through it? ••• Something of that, she though idly, stand­

ing at her corner post. But when they had gone by, well-lighted, bustl­

ing, she had the feeling that, from sheer perversity, she had let some­

thing rather like the last ferry across the Styx go by without her ••• 

especially since, looking back along the muddy street from whence they 

had come, she saw nowhere any following •••• Because of that manl ---

she was indignant still, remembering ••• t o call out to Amy Bromley, -

who had spent her life in the cityl - You have to get on the bus at 

the bus-stop ••• or something like thatJ 
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So she flagged her taxi. 

"22 Pomeroy," she said, climbing in,·rather wearily letting go 

her bundles. 

"Is that Pomeroy and Vinef" the driver wanted to know, looking 

through the rear view mirror to catch her nod. 

"Yes." Nodding, she said it, also. 

"Bad afternoon," the driver said, going just then dashing by a 

stalled van, jolting to a stop at a red light. He used his horn before 

the light had changed. 

Amy Bromley peered out through the grimy glass, into the grimy 

streets, and kept silent. She felt now suddenly like bursting into 

tears •••• How ugly it all wasZ how grim the faces of the passers-byJ 

"Christmasl" the driver said, snorting, like an animal in pain. 

He did not care that she never spoke. He oarried on a monologue, as 

happily, apparently, as he did anything. "Look at 'em, rushing out 

like sheep to make the merc~nts richl Christmas -- when the Russians 

got an atom bomb ready for 'em, -- Christmasl" he snarled, philosophically. 

Amy's parcels slid about the leather seat, as they jolted at the 

stop-signa, sped to make a green light , got caught a block or two behind 

a junk wagon - here, her driver's frustration steamed up the whole cab -

and Amy simply sat, crouched in the corner, sore at heart, pervaded by 

the dreadful gloom that had all afternoon been haunting her, almost un­

bearably. She watched the impending nightfall go bowling, drunkenly, up 

the narrow little side-streeta •••• Truly she oould see the darkness in 

great, misty black balls go rolling in ••• 

"Who cares - - tell me, who cares -- " The oabby harped on it. He 



wanted to make something of it, perhaps to argue, philosophically. 

Amy hardly listened to him. 

"Here1 •••• 11 she called, suddenly grown earnest. She slipped 

forward on the leather seat to scrub her glove at the grirny glass, 

qui te intensely, trying to make out just where she was. 11 Isn 1 t i t 

here ••• ? Don 1 t you turn ••• ?11 

11 Tsa-one-way street, lady, 11 he told her rudely, in a kind of sing­

wong, impatient at being interrupteQ. The philistines! Something like 

that he thought of her --not of her, really, just of life ••• 

"Oh is it ••• ?11 She looked cbout, doubtfully, for the sign. 11 How 

long has that been so?11 she asked, truly curious. 

He stared at her, through the mirror, anè. shrugged. Damesl , he 

thought, disgustedly. She only confirmed what he knew anyway •••• 

They don 1 t care about philosophy ••• just about the fare •••• 

11Since the city ordinance went in, 11 he said, as wisely as if he 

answered her. He had no idea that he had not. 

Yes, she saw it now ••• the cars parked, on bath sides, all head­

ing in one direction. They alone were moving on the street. Strangely, 

this little thing lifted her somewhat out of ber gloom. She was quite 

excited -- as if it were a splendid thing to discover that, since she 

was las t out this way, they had done such a thi ng as change the whole 

course of a street! Yes, she saw it now! and reme:rr.bered bits of it ••• 

she r emember ed t hat house ! Surely she did •••• She craned her head, for 

a backward look, ••• she thollg~t she did.. That tre :o; ••• that low, iron 

grating, ••• and yes, the stres t-lamp on the cor~1er. She looked back 

lovingly on that, making sure of i t before she l est it •••• so heli:.ful 
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v1as it to s:·ot any lan.:Jmark, ••• éiS if it moored her, though only for 

a moment, to this time, this place, ••• so easy was it otherwise to 

merely drift. 

11 22 ••• 22 11 she murmured to herself. 

She scanned all the doorways, anxiously. The numbers were too 

small, she passed them by too quickly. S~e looked in her purse for 

the change, drew out instead distractedly her handkerchief, wiped her 

sooty face, deftly touched straight her good brown hat, poked back 

wi sps of hair, all the time, straining forward on the seat, jounced 

and jolted, by the cobblestones, though she was hardly aware of it. 

11 Lady, i t 1 s gonna be in the next black, --- i t 1 s gonna be, " 

her surly cabby, shaking his head vehemently, rather pati ently, for 

him, explained. 

11 Is it':'11 Sudcenly she relaxed, she hardly knew why. "~vell, you 

may be right, 11 she said, quite cheerfully. ~~ow she did take out a bill, 

fished also for sorne change among a handful of it. In the glass, as she 

bent her neck, she caught a glimpse of her profile. She looked well, -

straight, dignified, -even perhaps a little expensive ••• Everything 

she had was good, ••• her gloves, her shoes, her bag, especially the 

fur, falling carelessly, arti'ully, about her shoulders. 

"This?" 

She craned out, waiting, not yet quite believing. The cabby had 

pulled up to the side. 

"This - is - it, lady, 11 he said emphatically. He reached over the 

seàt a little roughly to release her door, and named his rare. 

Solern..r'lly, she handed him the money she had r eady and, gathering up 
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her parcels in her arms, put ber slender, silk legs out gingerly, fish­

ing for t he curb. She got out of the cab a little awkwardly, not having 

her arros free to baJ.ance her. Shortly, somewhat boldly as was his way, 

the cab-driver slammed the door and hurtled off, leaving the dark street 

still. 

11 Is this it ••• ?11 She started vaguely f or the steps. 

No, he had brought her up to 2o. What a. disagreeaole persan he had 

been! She shifted her b~~dles, stoutly, shunting him out of her mind. 

Then, on the steps of 22, eagerly, if a little nervously, Amy 

Bromley awaited the response to her rap wi th the brass door-knocker. 

For some moments, no one came. She took the time to look about 

her, though there was little she could see , - only the mist, hazing 

the street-lights -- the street became somehow cozy in the dark --­

the cozy little pillared porcl"~s of the ot her houses, directly round 

tha t was all. 

11 0h~" She laughed, a lit tle startled. She had not seen the woman 

come to the door. 

11Good evening:" she cried ear nestly. 11 1 come by appointment ••• 

I think I am not late?11 

"No. Come in, please." The woman stepped back, gr avely, making 

room. 

In t he dimly- l ight ed l i t tle ves t i bule , int o which s he came , Amy 

noticed half jealously how gravel y lovely the woman was. Her hair was 

black, her s ki n so pale, and large , pale eyes . fie r face, her dres ::; , 

looked f ore i gn, i ntensl y pl ain, q1 i t e exotic . Amy could not help i t, 

t h8 t j eal ousy ••• could not hel p it, that her eyes, as if amazed , kept 
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turning to that face, measuring, comparing it to her own. Though, a short 

while since, in the taxi, she had seen hersell' finely made, elegantly 

dresseJ, in this woman's glass, she saw herself as gross, overblown. 

Then she could scarcely listen, through these personal distractions, as 

the woman spoke. 

"He will be with you soon," the woman had been saying. "He is 

tied up, just for the moment." 

She guided the visiter to wait into a smal~, quiet bare room. The 

thing in it that took Amy's eye was the books, shelves and shelves of 

them. They covered nearly all the walls, cra~~ed untidily, dustily, 

with leather volumes, tœ sort thzt she would use, if at all, to pre­

serve a four-leaf claver ••• so Amy thoaght, ruefull y, playing on her 

frivolity to conceal, mostly from herself, her jump~ness. A smell of 

pipe smoke furt her invested thE room with manly atmosphere. 

11:üce, 11 Amy murn:n.red, greatly taken. "Oh, nice!" 

The woman, just by the door, stopL.Jed politely, inquiringly. Ber 

slightly dilated nostrils, part of her inquiry, added a watchful look 

to her grave face. She had not beard. 

"Your room is cbarming," Amy, courteously, interpreted her exclama­

tion so. 

11 Thank you." 

Gravely, f ormally, the two women exchanged a pas de deux of smiles, 

and parted. 

It was her habi t, - not that she intended to - but very readily Amy 

assimilated t he ways of those about her, and she was in such things a 

very keen observer, so that now, going to the book-shelves, though avidly, 



8 

still she stopped to move with stately grace. Before s he had seen the 

woman, her step had been quite different. 

S!le thought, now, of the man with whom ber business was. "I wonder 

if his taste in literature is like his taste in waiting-rooms and 

women ••• ?11 The latter she added ruefully, smiling a little at herself . 

Disappointed, was she? ••• jealous! like a silly school-girll What had 

she thought of? 

She was not like that, really, not really frivolous, nor careless 

••• but she was so nervous, now, her thoughts flitting round ber 

kaleidoscopically, foolishly. Yet, even so, they hid from her very 

ill her truly desoiate feeling, ber always rising feeling, that the 

sea of strangeness lapped very near, very near •••• the ctark, t erri ble 

sea monsters palpable in it 

She sampled curw·c1sly, and to dis tract herseli', sorne ti tles of his 

books. 

11Ch, de ar 1" So she swnmed them up, rapidly, though, her fine hands 

a.t her back, gloves drooping, she browsed more among them, self­

consciously a schol ar, spelling out the diff icul t titles. 

"Shall I l end you sorne?" a voice behind asked hwnorously. 

11Ch1 don•t, for goodness sake!" she cried, tlU'ning delightedly, 

rather gr aciously, to confront the man himself. 

"I don 1 t much blame you." He smiled so kindly, seemed so ap_rrov­

ing, while he iaughed at her, that she laughed, glorio'lSly, too. 

It was the oddest thing •••• For a moment, as they laughed, golden 

gates seemed opening up before them, f looding everything with light. 

Somet imes t Pings happen so, in a blaze of light, so that i n your memory 
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of them, afterward, you see no shadows. 

What ~ she see at her first glimpse of t:œ man '? He was a 

shaggy fellow, his hair chal~r, matted, his clothes also seemed 

matted and dusty. He looked as if you could shake him out, in a 

brisk wind, and much improve him. He stooped extravagantly, -- only 

so huge a man could waste his height so carelessly. He h&d a mariner's 

face, as if he had long had to squint, muscularly, cleanly, before the 

elements. H!.s burned, grey eyes, as she first met them, disturbed her 

greatly. 

For sorne reason, Amy strar..gely lon.;::ed for the woman to return, 

longed for her sheltering presence. 

"You can't mean," he said, at last, - !':·is incredulity irûinitely 

flattering to her, "You are looking for the kind of job I have to offer:? 11 

"I thought I was," she said simply. 

His eyes, - warmly, intimately laughing at her, generous, impersonal, 

- took stock first of her expensive things, her sleek, well-gro~med, 

well-bred form, --- he paid attention to her form, but no more, and no 

more embarrassi ngly, than to her fine, quite handsome face. 

"Why, do you need the money?" he asked kindly, curiously. 

"No, not really," she confesEed. She was warm and gracious in 

her manner. 110nly the occupation ••• " 

"I understand. But this one's not f or you, 11 he said, so kindly, 

his voice so low and beautiful, that she was sta.rtled into thinking, 

Of all the men I ever met, him alone I could have adoredJ 

"Not that I woulàn 't like to have you, 

I advertised, sorne good-natured, husky girl 

But I had in mind, when 

perhaps a little stupid 
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the work is, re ally, very dull - 11 

"Oh • • • " She sighed, drawing i t out, un til i t seemed the tongue 

of disappointment spoke. 

He watched her quizzically. Such a warmth was on his face, - surely, 

she thought, he smiled? But no, she saw that he did not -- his face all 

kindness, sympathy. 

11It must be lonely for you?" He seemed to put it as a question, 

after which, as she gave no answer, he went on sympathetically, inter­

estedly, 11 I 've often thought about what things nice women have to do, 

to pass the ir time. I never envied women," he said, qui te seriously. 

So they stood, serious together, thinking vaguely, companionably, 

their own thoughts, until he said, abruptly changing, 11 Come on, get 

your coat." 

She was so disappointed -- but, of course, she knew she had to go, 

though i t was the last thing in the world she wanted. Sh3 spoke a little 

coldly, dis tantly, because of i t, 11 I have everyth.ing -- " 

He, too, seemed distant. 11 How will you go? -- all right, I'll 

walk you to tœ bus-stop." 

"You need.n't, really," she said coldly, much hurt. 

"Hy pleasure." 

Firmly, authoritatively, he took his coat, fixed her fur for her, 

about ber shoulders, -- (it seemed to her, mechanically, not really think­

ing of her) -- T!~n he took her parcels, guided her along the little, 

mustard passageway, out the door, down the steps Helè he took her 

elbow ••• She was sorry, when at the sidewalk he let her go. They 

tramped, mostly silently, to the corner. As they crossed the street, 
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he took her arm again. This time, somehow, he did not drop it, So, 

as they wa1ked, his hand just bare1y touched her arm. Yet it seemed 

almost to burn her. Carefu1ly, she disdained his eyes, feeling them 

probing her face. For an instant - she could not help it - she felt so 

tender -- (all her body became terribly tender, so tPÂt she could bare­

ly stand) -- that she gave, yielding, a confused and wistf~l smile to 

hi m. 

11Amy --Aimee -- that 1s what your name really is - did you know?" 

11Yes, 11 she said~ 

11You are well-named." 

110h --- " 

They walked on, silently again, but the quality of the silence had 

changed, become intimate, tender, like a blessing on them. 

"This is your stop, 11 he said. 

110h, is it?" 

He smiled, very warmly, into her eyes. That smile of his, 

trembling, she thought. Surely it was half caress? 

"vie 111 run into one another, perhaps,again -- somewhere -- " 

"Yes , perhaps," she sa id polite1y, doubting. 

11 He re comes your bus 111 He f lagged i t f or her, loading her bundles 

back into her arms, drawing up her fur for her about her shoulders, -

it had sli pped into the crook of her arms . Here, his hand strayed 

lightly on her shoulder, as they said good-bye, --- perhaps it was a 

light caress, perhaps, merely, accident ••• 

111 hate to see you go." 

While the bus was grinding to a stop, he called above the noise , 
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1~vill you be all right? I hate to send you off alone like this -- such 

a lovely woman --- all these rowdy men abroad tonight Il 

She smiled and reassured him, hastily, now a little cl~~ily, dis­

tracted by the bus, the noise, the prying eyes... Then she was busied, 

clambering u~, managing her parcels, her change. 

On the corner, back a little from the light, the man waited until 

the bus bore her off. As they passed one another, seeing ber framed in 

the grimy glass, pure and strange against the garish background of the 

bus, tenderly he half saluted her, delicately she bowed ber head to ·him. 

Then they disappeared from one anotber 1 s sight, gulped by the black, · 

foggy streets. Just so, ships at sea pass in the night, momentarily 

light one another 1s darkness, and then are gone •••• So Amy Eromley was 

alone again, travelling on ••• 
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The Friend 

''\-lasn •t that - ? -- I 'rn sure it was!" ï.•.;rs. :Neadows thought, as­

tonished. She stopped quickly and turned around. "Lena! 11 she called. 

Three girls spread loitering in front of her, and she had to move in 

tiny impatient steps for a moment. The woman she had recognized had 

gone on along the street. "Quickly!" she thought. In a moment she 

would lose her! She managed to push past the girls, glaring at them 

impersonally for a second. 

Her face had been set with the look of the tourist who is deter­

mined to finà everything interesting, but all the s~, the sun is dread­

fully hot, the cafes cluttered and dirty, and the unpleasant hum of in­

comprehensible voices seems quite sinister. She had been clutching her 

purse very securely, glancing about constantly, trying to hide her 

suspicions. But now at once her face had become more like itself, as 

it appeared over her own tea-table. The chance meeting had transported 

her magically back across the Channel, and she sighed in relief. She 

forgot everything but her desire to catch at this familiar straw. If 

she had lost herl she thought, nearly desperate, hating all these ob­

stacles -- sœ pushed and smved. Sut nol there she wasJ Hrs. Meadows 

almost collapsed in pleased relief. 

11 Lenal 11 she said. 

The woman was standing irresolutely in front of a bazaar, letting 

sorne orange fabric slip through her fingers from a bolt of cloth she held 

crooked in her arm. She had not heard. Mrs. Headows thought, as she 

stood there, Lena seemed tired, so alone. And ber coat was a little 

careless, sloping loosely from ber shoulders. 

"Lena:," .Nrs. :rt.eadows said again. 
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When she first turned, the woman 's face was quite blank. .And then 

i t was an agonizing minute bef ore her expression changed. "Ch~" she said 

then, holding out her hand. 111 - I had no idea -- 11 she faltered. Her 

first co lor drained rapidly from her face, le aving her looking almost 

ill. She stared at 1'1rs. 1>1eadows for a second, and then she dropped her 

eyes to the cobbled street. A piece of white tissue floated by, and she 

took a momentary interest in that. Then, she spoke again. "I did not 

know yo:J. were coming here." 

"No, indeed," Y.rs. Headows said, her voice rising in cordiali ty. 

She looked, shuàdering, along the street, and she turned back gladly 

to the English face, the .3nglish voice. "And ! certainly had no idea 

you were herel When did you arrive? Are you staying long? Just 

travelling, resting? There is so much to see! I am having a delight-

ful time takir~ in tl~ sightsl I am glad to have run into you, very glad! 

I only wish I had know!l --" Now th& t she had started, her words came 

gushing out un con trollably. Her sense tha t tœ si tua ti on was perhaps 

a little awkward increased as she talked, and she tried to cover i t. 

"Oh! I am so glad! 11 she said, her voice becoming a little shrill. "I 

have been so shut in on myself with no one to talk to! Don't you find 

i t so ?" Then, she realized what she had said, and she hurried on, a 

little embarrassed, trying to bury that slip under a torrent more. 

Finally she said, taking up the material Lena bad been looking at, "This 

is very niœ! Do you plan to have a dress made of it?t' 

Lena looked at her for a minute. "No," she said then bleakly. 

'"llhy would I wish a dress ?" 

"Of course!" !>'irs. I•Ieadows agreed, a little too quickly, too 
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emphatically. "Of course, how sleazy it is, when one corœs to look at 

itl They praise these foreign goods, but I have never found them worth 

while1" 

Lena went on flatly, as if sm talked to Œrself. "An orange dress? 

No, I wouldn 1 t want an orange dress." But then she looked up, smiling 

bleakly. "It's so hot1 11 

hrs. Neadows beard ber with relief. "Isn't itl Unbearable!" Look­

ing around, she saw that the cafes were not now so bad as they bad seemed. 

11 1et 1s have an ice1" 

"I 1d like to," Lena said. "Yes, I believe I would like to. 11 

From her first glimpse of this English face, t1li's. f·1eadows had quite 

returned to herself. Now she guided ber friend past several tables, exam­

ining each judicimly. On most of them she found bottles, saucers, crwr.bs 

light patches on the oilcloth where liquid had been standing. Those she 

passed, grimacing to show Lena what she thought of them. From time to 

tirne she stole a glimpse back at her. Poor thing1 she thought kindly. 

She seerned so tirnid, qui te unable to fend for herself. At last i.·::rs. 

Y:ea.dows found a table to her liking. "I think this will be all right, 11 

she annoWlced, and Lena slipped at once onto the seat. She sat looking 

at the cloth while Brs. headows rernoved her coat, sumrnoned a small boy 

with a cloth, and directed the preparation of the table for them. The 

woman seemed to be afraid th~t people were looking at her, and when 

Yli's. ~~adows sat down, she raised her eyes nervously to her face and held 

them there as if that was the only safe shelter for them. 

"They say it is not safe to drink the water," i"irs. headows said 

richly. "Do you think --" she hesitated, trying to look quite wicked. 
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11Do you think we should be too improper if we ordered wine ? 11 

Lena shook her head quickly. She seemed, now, so grateful for 

r~s. I~adows' ability to make decisions that she could question nothing. 

Mrs. r'ieadows ordered for them. Then she said, sighing as she re­

laxed, 11You have no idea how glad I am to see you, my dear! 11 It seemed 

now to her that they had been the closest friends. "If I had only lmown .. 

you would be here! 11 she said in playful resentment. 11We could have made 

plans to do things together!" As she sat there chatting, she tried to 

remember when she bad first met lena. Oh, yes! she smiled at the 

recollection. That gymkhana ••• standing over the Fishpond, looking 

down on tho se flimsily wrapped pink and blue packages. ?-iary Nance had 

brought them together. She had an uncomfortahle skill at that, intro­

ducing complete strangers, and then leaving them alone after a minute, 

trying to think of something to say. Then, remembering the scene qui te 

clearly, l1irs. :tvieadows sighed gratefully for her good luck. Right at the 

start she had chosen to comment on Lena 's lovely blouse. Qui te by 

accident, like that, she had discovered Lena's deep interest! She sighed 

again over it. Dress-making, fabrics -- l'à's. Headows had been re-decorat­

i ng her hal l then, needed suggestions f or t he uphol stery. Lena had been 

very helpful, she had grown enthusiastic talking. }'.Irs. l•Ieadows had 

thought s he was so sensi tive , s o i mrressionable, ~ ust standing there, 

quiver i ng, i n sorne way eve n then a little apart f rom the activi t y of t he 

gymkhana. But they had gott en along very well -- though she remembered 

being r ather r e l ieved when sorrieone had joined them. She had been troubled 

about what she would do when f abr ics had run out. 

"Lena , dear," i·;rs . he aà ows s aid delightedl y . " ëfave you been ye t t o 
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the cloisters? They say the whole trip is lost unless one goes1 They 

are qui te originalJ You haven 't been? Th(m, let us go1 Right now, 

why not? You have no plans? No, no, of course, you are just wandering, 

r es ting, Y ou have be en too much alone 1" Î'Jrs. r-:eadows smiled quite 

poi ntedly. She felt really very close to Lena now. She remembered, they 

had talked at the gymkhana about going together to shop for rugs. Lena 

had had such good ideas1 hrs. Headows had said her pro1'essional touch 

would be very nice in the hall. At first it had been a polite suggesti on, 

something to say for t he occasion, and Hrs. Headows was r eally a littl e 

surprised that it had been somehow turned into a serious appointment. 

But whe n they ha d actually met she had been delighted. They had shopped 

all morni ng, Lena appraisi ng goods, priees. Lena's taste was really 

exceptional. ~~s. ~~adows had found that out once when she went there 

f or te a. It seemed so sad. Couldn 't anythi ng be do ne ? she wondered. 

She beckoned to the boy wi th her rathPr di ctatorial gesture . Turning 

confidentially to her f r i end, she s ai d , 11 let ' s have another glass! I 

feel rouch cooler, rouch more relaxed1 It's your company, that's what it 

is! You had no right not to tell me you wer e coming1 11 She s aid i t play­

ful ly, shaki ng her head, and then she l aid her purse on her lap, looking 

the boy in the eye forbiddi ngly. "These foreigners!" she said, leaning 

sideways i n her chai r to avoid his arm as he set the glas ses dow-n. "One 

never knowsl" 

Lena herself had said very littl e. From time to time she siniled, 

and as she finished t he wi ne, she looked around the cafe, i nto the littl e 

groups of people at neighbor i ng t ables . On the sidewalk, past the awning , 

t he sun beat dryl y on the uneven s t ones . There was a calm, almost a sense 
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of inertia in the air, as though in the rnid-afternoon everything stood 

still for a little while. Lena srniled, vaguely, a smile more natural 

than she had managed before. She too seemed to be letting her troubles 

wai t a little, while she sat wi th Nrs. :r-~eadows. For the first time since 

they had met, she said, quite natura lly, "I am glad you found me." 

"You see, what did I te.::_l you7" Hrs. f11eadows said, pat"Ling her hand 

on the checked cloth. "You are too much alone!" 

Lena smiled her vague srnile and said nothing. 

It was so too bad! Ers. ~eadows thought, glancing almost slyly at 

Lena's face across the table. Ber friend was looking at the wine as she 

sipped it, and her face was quite blank, quite tired. There was no way 

of guessing what went on in her rnind, r1rs. J:'leadows decided. She wished 

there was! She thought then of Lena in her living-roorn, Lena pouring 

tea. .Ers. Neadows felt thi:Jt she had never really known her until she 

had seen her there. She had been so a~eet, sitting wi th the tea-pot in 

her hand, calling out to Derek where he crawled along the carpet direct­

ing his trains. She had seemed so simple and quiet, so contented, and 

as the train went under the messy bridge she had set the tea-pot down 

again, with her sweet srnile, t elling her friend that David had made the 

bridge for Derek's birthday. 

"No, seriously, dear ," Ers. !•ieadows said, making a point of it, 

shaking her head playfully, pretending it was only some very light thing 

she had to say. "I know i t 1 s none of rrry business -- oh, I may be an old 

bull in a china shop!" she laughed, her woolly curls grey, matronly about 

her face, her glanee for a moment piercing, stil l kind, with an anxious 

helpf ul look drawn on ber forehead. "Haven 't you wandered long enough? 
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Won 't you think of going home?" 

Lena put dawn her glass with a little start. 11 Please~" she murmured. 

She looked frightened. She passed her hand in front of her eyes, and 

then she shut them tightly i'or a second. 'ti·hen she spoke again she was 

trembling, looking in ber pocket for something. 11Please l" she begged 

again. Then, with a sudden bleak smile, she said clearly, "Shall we 

go? I should like to see the cloisters, I thinkl Oh, yes, 1 should 

like to see them very muchl" She had taken out her coin purse, but she 

seemed to have forgotten what she had wanted to do wi th it. 

Kindly, YTs. r~adows pressed her to put her money away, called the 

boy over, and then they started along the side>-Jalk. The street seemed 

less mena.oing now than f·Ts. Neadows had found it earlier. "lsn't it 

always the way," she said, sighlng, llltJhen one is in a hurry one just 

can't get past --do you know I almost missed you? P~d now I suppose 

they all have gone to have a siesta." 1Jhen they came to the steps there 

was barely room for the two of them to walk abreast, r~s. ~~adows cling­

ing heavily to the railing at the sièe. She climbed mo!'e and more slow­

ly, panting, her face turning red. 11 wnew! 11 she said, stopping half way 

up. She took Lena•s arm. "I am not so young as you, rrry dear!" lena 

seemed hardly to have noticed the climb. 'l'hey stood looking down, while 

i•œs. Headows · caught her breath. In front of them only the ocean i tself 

extended. It looked from here as if the town had dropped over the sharp 

cliff, falling into the forms of the sentine! rocks, quite impersonal 

but somehow cornforting. The silver, rnisty sun mzde white slivers over 

the face of the water, but except for them the surface was bare, quite 

motionless. 
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Staring at it absently, Lena said, a touch of bitt.erness in her 

voice, 11 l t 1 s like a rnirror. But I am glad I need not see myself." She 

was quiet for several minutes. "Do you know, I almost believe I should 

have faith enough to walk on it -- " 

i•::rs. Headows said, srniling, stealing a look at her coyly, ".And would 

you walk back to England, then ?11 

Lena turned away quietly. She gave no answer, bending her head to 

watch the steps as she climbed on farther. 

At the top they found they had to pay to enter the cloister itself. 

Mrs. v;eadows thought that quite improper, she felt sure that in England 

i t would not be so. :a ut wheo lena took out ber coin pur se, brs. i<ieadows 

lookeà into it and saw how empty it was. "Ny dearJ" she said sharply. 

111 have very little money, 11 lena said, flushing, avoiding f.'irs. 

Meadows eyes. 11 1 expected a check -- but l have been moving about so 

rouch --11 

Mrs. ~~adows immediately lifted a finger to stop her friend 1s apology, 

nodding agreeably. She counted out sorne bills. "Here,"she said kindly. 

"Of coo..rrse 1 Whatever you need , my dear. Oh, qui te all right, you can 

pay me whe n we get back to England -- " She glanced at her friend, and 

then she added, "Though I 1m not sure I 1m quite kind to finance these 

travels ---11 

Lena flushed more deeply. 

Quickly, i•œs. 1~eadows added, laughing, "l'rn just teasing J" Then 

she pointed to a srna.J..l fountain trickling in the center of the court, 

and she said, sighing, "How I should like a dri nk} But I suppose i t 1 s 

holy water1 11 
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The cool grey stones of the cloisters arched delicately above their 

heads. There was no vegetation. In the sun the stones gleamed dryly. 

Yet it seemed infinitely old, infinitely peaceful. hrs. !~eadows took 

out her guide-book and consulted it about the date. Lena stood, looking 

at the square before her, the fountain dripping, the pigeons waddling. 

"It 1 s almost as if one could hear music wi thout the re being any, 

isn 1 t i t ?" she said, turning to Mrs. Meadows, wi th her vague smile flick­

ering uncertainly on her lips. 

11Well! In a moment I expect they 111 ring tho se bells, 11 Nrs. Headows 

said,pointing to the tm•er. "Aren •t they always having sorne message to 

send out?" 

1ena stared at the tower, as if she were waiting. There was a sweet­

ness, a quiet, about the place, Ers. Feadows thought, that was reflected 

on lena 1S face. 

Then, pretending to be chatting ordinarily, ~rrs. Y~adows began, 

11 1 saw David not too long ago, -- I ran into him in town, I was shopping, 

I had my arros full ---11 

Lena said nothing for a minute. Oh dear, Y~s. ~~adows thought, I 

shan 1 t be able to approach her, she won 1 t let me. She was really start­

led to hear Lena say, her voice surprisingly cold, "Yes? And who was 

he with?" 

Yli's. Meadows thought for a second, looking puzzled. "~ ihy, I don 1t 

remember. There was such a crowd -- and he seemed in a hurry, and 

certainly I was --" 'fhen she said, darting a glanee at l.ena 1s face, 

"I suppose I reminded him of you -- he was a little awkward, I thought~,.n 

11Please!" lena cried sharply. She turned hurriedly, starting into 
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the cloister. 

i1..rs. I•'ieadows, watching her friend, saw her lift her handkerchief 

and blot her eyes. sœ felt, without quite wishing to, that she had 

Lena in her power here. But the grey sun, the airy light filtering 

through the arches, gave her a feeling of confidence. She joined her 

friend. They sat together on a stone bench in the cloister. "f-ly dear," 

she sa id gently, taking her hand, 11<·hn 1 t you confide in me, can 1 t you 

let me help you? What is it," she said, coa.xing. 11 1'ion 1t you go home, 

won 1 t you try to iron out your difficul ties wi th David 'i" 

"Oh!" lena cried out. She sprang up. 11You don't unà.erstand, you 

don't understand at all!" She stood for a second, her i'ace working. 

Then she let the bills Nrs. Headows had handed her drop on the stones. 

As she hurried away, leaving Ï'lrs. I~"Jeadows all al one, something else 

fell among them. At her feet, as 'flrs. Neadows looked down, completely 

astonished, she saw it was Lena's sodden handkerchi ef. 

"i3ut -- lena! --11 she called. 
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The Concert 

Heinrich Horner got up from the piano bench and went to the window. 

It was already open, so that he had only to lean on the sill, and then 

his head and shoulders were in the sunlight. In the room it was cool. 

He had forgotten how hot the day was. 

The house in which he stood faced a city street, but here in the 

back there was a court made by the hotl.ses standing around i t. Under 

the window Marie haà set her geranium pot, to air it in the hot sun. 

The smell of its leaves reached his nase, and he rockeu himself back 

and forth, smili ng, cocking his head at i t, as though it wer e a r ed­

lipped girl. 

On the doorstep harie herself sat, quiet, in the sunlight. 

But out of the house that faced t his one, like it, worn bricks and 

low, uneven windows at random in the walls, two boys came hurtling. One 

of them stopped the other, snatching at his arms. His chin worked over 

something he had jus t swallowed, and his face was etched sharp by a. paste 

of dust and juice .spilling through his teeth. Bath of them looked as 

if they were made out of lines. 

"Com•on, 1'11 fi ;:;ht ya ," the shorter one said in a minute, stretch­

ing on his t oes like a dancer, wi th a light f i er ce jab, as he darted 

away. 

The old man called out to them f r om his position in t he window, 

"You will t urn into a sol di er one day!" 

The boys stopped ta stare at him then, jagged legs apart. Their 

answer was only in the look of their arr~, their grins. ~ut then wi th 

a s hrug be tween them they passed him out of their sight. In a minute 

t hen came b&ck from the street rigid laughter, and the sounds of f i sts 



24 

hissing through clothes. 

The old man laughed to himself. "Ah, yes, yes, soldiers, soldiers 

one day, solè.iers! 11 ;;:;ven as he stood the re, he picked up his fe et wi th 

light grace, in an imitation of a goose-step. "Soldiers, yes - 11 He 

humwed a little to himself, a Viennese march, and it reminded him of his 

work. He would have go ne back to i t, but he caught sight of holly Fink 1 s 

daughter coming from the corner door. 

"i,h, good morning, lie behen! 11 he called, bobbing his heaà gallant­

ly, and then suspending the motion so that he could mark her coming from 

under his sharp eyebrows. Re had small-pitted eyes, flat, old, but the 

expression was in the brows and the motion of flesh around them. 

When she heard him, she put a little conscious side-sway into her 

walk, and met him with a gig·::le. 

''You are not going to school!" he sa id, as if i t were the most 

incredible of things. "You are not going to school this morning!" 

She giggled, looking at him with bold eyes through a blush that 

dressed her face. She was like a round loaf of bread, like something 

made small and delicate, but bloated with yeast. But still, with the 

giggle shaking her bright cheeks, she pleased the alet man. "To scbool:" 

he repeated, turning his head sadly. 

She had an orange skirt, and a tight black belt helped her stomach 

and her bre~sts to billow out. 

"Ah, liebchen, to school on such a morningl You should go to 

buy dresses on such a morning, or walk in the park with a young manl 11 

~e took her hand, stroking it, part of his incredulity, hinting his re­

gret that he was not a youn.g man, and yet suggesting all the world of 
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things he did not regret. 

He kissed her hand, and not hers only, but a myriad of hands, and 

as he waited, remembering the touch of a thousand soft fingers, she 

swelled with her increasing giggle, until she broke away, and ran with 

a half-skip, turning back to him to let her giggle loose. He ·watched 

her plump knees as her skirt shifted in her run. 

He was filled with the pleasantness of the morning. All around 

him the smell of life came to him, like vegetables .ripening in bins, 

in the court the fresh dung of dogs, flies buzzing over banana peels 

on the hot stones, the sounès of life, all coming together, to him, 

and all lifted and lighted in the hot morning sun. He wai ted for a 

minute, thinhng of his music, lifting his hands as if to an 

orchestra, making his gestures to call out the final harmony. He 

listened eagerly, expectant, raising himself, with his arms rigid, .. 
like antennas waiting to receive, to transmit sound, all excited, happy, 

confident. Then he caught l'iarie in his glanee, t1arie sitting on the 

steps, and he remembered that there was no orchestra. He went back to 

the piano, where he sat doodling, making one-f inger melodies, but he 

heard their empty, tinny chink against the sounds that passed his head. 

11ltlé! rie! 11 he called out crossly. "Marie, come here! 11 

He heard the shrill noise of 1··i.olly Fink scolding the fish in the 

market, and he picked out crossly an A high on the keyboa.rd, and banged 

it. Then he took a E and alternated the two, and began to chuckle, and 

then, high and low at once, tœ noise of the boys fighting over on the 

street, and a sound like the thin sweet wail of a violin, ·.for lost hands 

and the smell of geranium leaves • • • • Then, as he heard .harie come in, 
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he played one stil~ chord. 

"There P he was in a better humor now. But he watched her, know­

ing though it tro~bled him to understand, that first she would seek the 

Cross on the bare wall, and then she would turn to him. A puzzled hurt 

look made his face like that of a little boy whose mother speaks sharply. 

But he played a few iow chords, a prayer he had made for her. 

The room, cool and bare, reminded him of the smell of lemons. First, 

as he had known she would, she turned her face in an obeisance, to her 

ivory Cross where it hung, and then for a moment she lookeà out the win­

dow. ~~hen she turned to him, both the peace and the yearning were gone 

from her face. 

"Y es, Papa 'i' 11 

He had forgotten why he called her. He shrugged, trying to remeffiber. 

She walked quietly about the room, stopping from time to time to 

straighten a paper on the table, a rose in the tumbler. The small 

cracked panes of the house were curtained with hot grey light, so that 

no one could see inside, though the windows were bare. ~ut inside, the 

sun picked out the cleanness oi' harie 's room. She stooà by the window, 

ready to help him. 

He could not think of what he had wanted with her. They were both 

relieved to hear a rap at the door, a rap that sounded with imperative 

courtesy. 

"Dr. Strauss is here!" Marie said. \.-ihen she used his name her face 

softened. 

The man whom Narie let in wore a well-tail ored sui t, well-pressed. 

Hi s mustache was almost nattishly clipped, but his face was stern. 
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"Good morning, good morning! 11 Heinrich Horner hurried up to seize 

the Doctor's hands, bowing over and over from the waist. ".hh good 

morning, Christian!" But then mischief filled his face, and he cocked 

his head. 11Now you are here, it is not so good!" 

The Doctor laughed. 11 I bad hoped first we might visit! i;iarie, 

have you coffee for me ?11 

She hurried to fetch it. She had had it ready for a long time. 

Though he speke of a visit, he did not like to be kept waiting. The old 

man stood watching her, and he could not resist smiling to see that now 

it was to the Doctor she l ooked, first, rather than to the Cross. Her 

face, he saw, believed in them both. She reminded him, as she hurried 

about her work, of an anxious hand. 

The Doctor looked as though he had for a long tirne known more than 

ether people and was tired of knowing. When Harie came with the coffee, 

he imprisoned he è band as he took the eup, looking into her face. She 

did not blush, having nothing to bide. "So, Farie," he said quietly. 

"Have you changed your mind yet?11 

She looked up at him innocently, her lips a little parted, her eyes 

shining. Eut then she stapped a little back, turned her eyes downward 

and said simply, unhapFily, "1 cannet go. Papa cannot do without me." 

"So, it is true," re said, letting her hand go. "Yet I have a 

place f or you. It is the Convent of the Immaculate Heart of hary. It 

is on a hill behind a white wall -- I rnyself have been t.here -- you 

would find the stones cool to your feet." For sorne reason, he found 

this ironicaD.y amusing. 

The old man had l ain down on the couch, and now he was waiting, 

paying no attention to harie . 



28 

"Think of it, I•:arie! 11 the Doctor urged. He watched her facG curi­

ously, interested that it showed so much of the suffering denial inside 

her. He had never seen a face so sad. 

When he went over to the couch, he took her with him. Heinrich sat 

up, to hold her by him, one hand gripping hers, and the other about her, 

so that he was absently fondling her waist, her slender thigh. ge was 

proud of his daughter. He was proud of the delicate fineness of her. 

"No, no, Christian, I cannat let her go." 

The Doctor handled the old man as easily, as impersonally as thoi.lgh 

he were a sack of gra.in. "~·.iell, !Ieinrich, times h.dve changed. 11 His 

tone was equal, without pity or enmity. Ee came because they were 

Austrian, because when they were boys they had met sornetimes on the 

street in Vienna. He felt nothing .for the old man. 11lou must get 

well, 11 he said pleasantly. 111 will have you come to play for me one 

Sunday. It will be like old times, eh?" 

"Like old times, 11 Heinrich agreed, trying ta seize the chance, now, 

with this man leaning over him. He took his hand, finding urgent force 

as he shook it. He felt as if he hdd been drowning for a. long time, and 

just come to realize it. nLike old times, like old times, 11 he chuckled, 

the sound shaking his chest until he forgot the urgency in his merri­

ment. "Li.ke old times, eh, yes, yes, like old tirnes! 11 

The Doctor left the needle in the old man•s arm for a second, 

srr~ling with his mouth only, to himself, listening not to the words his 

patient spoke, since he understood them by the tone. Fierce energy im­

pelled the old man•s voice, speaking German no'!or. 'fhe Doctor waited for 

the tone to mellow and soften with the drug. ?.e murmured an occasional 
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answer, in their native tangue, accepting the man's hunger, as he ignored 

i t. ~e took in l'la rie, too. 

~~~~ell, ~-: .. arie, you do not w-ant to end this '? 11 he teased, watching the 

distortion of feeling in l'er .:·ace. "You do not want me to recommend hira 

to the he spi tal ':'" 

"ilh, no --" she said, infinitely sad, her tender face turned, pity­

ing, on her father, 11i\o, please." but she couldn 't really control her 

voice, and in spite o1· her it tried to reach him with another meaning. 

He pretended not to hear that. "No, of course not," he said 

politely. He was tired. He laid d.own tm arm that he had been holding, 

soothing tœ slight resistance. "Ah, your coffee, 11 he said, taking the 

eup. As he drank, he smileè. to Earie. "You wil l have no more trouble. 

?or a few weeks you will have peace. Then it will st'=irt again." 

"l knou. n 

"~>Tell, I will corne ag ain when you need me. Gall me when you wish." 

She thanked him contritely, a.nd as she opened the door, sœ hid pain 

in her glanee, but still she knew that he hnd placed money on the table 

beside the couch. She pretended not to have seen. 

When he went out the door, he noticed her geranium plant. Her faith, 

too, reminded him of something grown in a pot, a hot-house plant, too 

delicate for winter. 

Heinrich lay dully on the couch, half asleep. His face was like 

an apple that has begun both to dry and rot. "Did you hear," he murmured 

through the fog to i:iarie, crossly, like a feverish child kept in bed 

a.fter school is out. "Did you hear, he szid I should play for him on 

Sunday. f·,ind youl get my things ready, get my f rock coat." He murmured 

on, becoming incoherent, until suddenly he struggled to raise hi mself, 
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fighting his age and illness and the lazy drug. He askea ber clearly, 

"What day is i t ·:n 

11It is Thursday, Papa." 

11 Thursday. 11 The ward lost i ts point, and he gave in to sleep. 

He slept for a long time, until night, ~lhen he woke, he could sense 

l·~arie standing by the windo\-J. The moon in the dark gave her cold peace. 

It looked like a slice of pumpkin hung against dark blue paper, and it 

seemed to be moving, unwinding on a slow string. 

The fog of half-sleep W8S on him, and as he lay struggling to pierce 

through it, he listened to the sounds of the night, things going by, all 

life, all sound going by. He heard foot-falls on the dark street, dis­

tant, present, fading, the canny hoots of boys, and somewhere from unàer 

the eaves of the corner ho use, came the gig~;le of Lally rt'ink 1 s daughter, 

as she cuddled ber boyfriend in the dark. And always under his ear was 

the sweet whisper of remembered violins. Sorre times it would seem that 

his fingers could control the souncis, his gestures bring them forti1. 

But, then, sometimes, they rerr~nded him of orchestral instruments, 

i~ol&ted from sense, perverse sounds, each perpetually tuning up, never 

ready to play. Old sounds came tumbling back into his head. He felt 

music stirring in him, like a relentless parasite in its host, and he 

wanted to touch and grip and tear, and mould t hem all into one. He lay 

inside a fog of swirling sound, the pitiless clarity that music was to 

him. Crafttly he tapped at the table in an ef f ort to restore the pre­

carious balance of illusion. 

11 ~·iarie!" 

She hurried anxiously to the couch, stooped to pick up the blanket 
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and placed i t gently over him. "Papa! Did you have bad dreams ·~u 

"bad dreams, yes, yes, always bad dreams, after Strauss comes. I 

don't want to see hïm again!" He turned crossly on the couch. "It's 

too hot! I hear hissing in my dreams, hissing, hissing, hissing! 'l'hey 

can't hear my music! tSo, I don't want Strauss again!" 

She passed h2r hand anxiously over her severe hair, paia in her 

flat grey eyes. "C, Papa! 11 

In a minute, the streetlight showed her to him. She knelt bei:'ore 

the ivory Cross, holding in her hands. a string of beads. As he watched 

her, the beads turning in her hands, began turning in his head, and soon 

he saw her through a dark frame, the beads spinning about her, un til the 

room itself seemed to be spinning, and he in it. On~ she was safe and 

still. 

"Marie!" he called crossly. 
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The Eedicine Chest 

From the divan, they could see whe n the medicine chest was bei ng 

used, through the slats in the swinging door. It was, however, an in­

complete view, an impression put together from knowing what Nurse 

Carmody was like, and the blob of white they could actually see. from 

the chair with the wicker bottom they could see her feet, clipping by 

along the hall. There was something comforting about her feet, in the 

sturdy, sensible white shoes, always spotless. On ~ednesdays, the morn­

iro.g "Ylhen the man came to wax the floors, for a few hours the green lino­

leum woulé be like a mirror, reflecting her shoes, so th<Jt she seemed 

to oe walking in small white pools. For this reason, they liked best 

to sit in the wicker chair, although itwas really less comfortable. 

Sometim2.s ; r. Phill ips was a little dour. Now he had been arguing 

all morning about the wicker-bottomed chair with Lr. ?iske, and he was 

di sgruntled that it was his turn to lie on the divan. 

When the nurse ca me in, she could see this, but she i gnored it as 

she went to the window to ad~ust the venetian blind. 11 Is this better? 

Too much sun for you?" she asked. She had a stalwart face, with little 

yellow hairs growing across her upper lip. ~Ier eye brows, the hair on 

her head, and on her muscular arms, all matched. 

The sunlight coming across the street through the trees in the 

school-yard seemed pleasant to her. Now most of t he leaves had dropped 

from the t rees, and those t hat were l eft were twisted and brown. She 

could hear the bell ring somewhere inside the school, as she stood for 

a moment, looking out. She had a great deal to do, so much that she had 

no idea of ever being abl e to do it all, and so s he did no t feel much 

pres sure to t ry. 
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11 l~urse 1" ;•.r. Philips cal led out querulously. 

"Yes ?" She said vigorously, just as if she were greatly interested. 

11 Is it true, 11 he asked, his tone severe, if it had not been. so high, 

quavering up his wind-pipe wi th his chest ailment. "Is i t true, Nurse 

Carmody?" 

n:,:ow, don't you worry about it, :i'JI'• Philips," she said briskly. 

She had explained it over and over, but still they asked about it. She 

knew that they would, until something else happened. The sun on her face 

made œr slecpy, so she left tœ window to get on with her work, efr'icient, 

more from habit, than conviction. 11 Since you sat in the chair yesterday, 

hr. Philips, why don 1t we let ~·.r. Fiske have it today'i" She meant i t 

to distract his attention. 

1vhen she saw tœ disappointment settle on his face, increasing, like 

a layer of dust stirred up, the full extent at first not apparent, until 

it begins to light back into place, she said cheerfully, 11 I 1ll tell you 

what, I 1ll move the divan over here by the window, and then you can lie 

back and watch the children play. 11 

11 Can you see them?" t·ir. li'iske asked wistful:Ly, propping himself 

up on his elbow in bed. He had laid aside his pipe, and was cleaning 

out his mouth Hith his tangue. She pushed the spitoon across his bed­

table to him, smiling for his thanks. Then he spit very carefully, and 

cleared his throat. 

"::1ell, not right now," she adrnitteà. "Lut you can see the windows 

let me see ..• 11 She went back and peered out carefully. 11Yes, I 

think you can see the teacher moving around in one of those classrooms. 



34 

And anyhow, you can see the pum:pkins pasted on the glass." 

As she stripped the sheet off him and folded his bathrobe over his 

legs, she noticed the plant on his stand. 11Your .flowers will be in 

bloom soon1 They're coming along nicely ••• you have so many plants, 

so many vi si tors 111 She straightened wi th her fingers one of the stems 

that had started to droop. 

11Yes," he said. 11Yes, folks are good to me." fJh3n he thought about 

it there was sorne sad wistfulness in his face. "Yes, I used to have a 

good many plants and a good many friends. I used to ke8p a greenhouse, 

you know ••• I had some pretty flowers •••• 11 

She knew the way back into the past, and she closed the door on it 

for him. "This is a Christmas cactus, isn't it? It should be in blossom 

at Christmas time." 

Tr.en she helped Hm over to the chair. Really she carried him, hold­

ing him firmly with her stout arros around his waist, letting his legs 

dangle so that by shuffling them he thought that he was walking. She 

noticed that he seemed weaker today, that th8re was a pale pink light 

under his skin which she did not like to see. 11 Now then, Wo? 11l get you 

set for a while ••• don't kick this blanket off, will you?" She tucked 

i ·~ firmly across his knees. She did it really more to hold him in than 

because he needed it for warmth, though it was beginning to grow calder 

in the late afternoon when t~e sWl shifted. 

F~ chuckled, thinking that was a fine joke, and she laughed with 

him, though she eut it short because she was in a hurry. 

Seeing her in a good hurnor, he said mildly, 11You will speak to 

them about i t ?" 
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She patted his arm briskly, not commi tting herself. She knew al ­

ready i t was useless to exp lain. .i.hen she went out, and the door swung 

back and forth a few times, slowing down. They watched it, saying noth­

ing, as the medicine ch2st grew less and less, until finally the door 

had stopped, and they could see nothing past it. 

"There, she'll fix it up for us!" ;.:;r. Fiske said confidently. 

~~. Philips did not say anything. He was staring out of the window, 

watching the school-yard. She had promiseè. him he shoulè. see the teacher·. 

qe could see nothing, only t he hot sun glazing the windows. Then he 

looked up at the tree, finding a leaf about to f all, anà he waited, say­

ing nothing, seeing it dangle by a limp stem, unti l a breeze picked it 

ol'f . Then, the breeze gone , it drift.eà slowly down to t he ground. On 

the sidewalk he could not tell. which one it hud been. 

"ieaves almost gone, eh?" l·~. i''iske said after a little. 

"Yes, almost gone. 11 

"Well, I shan't live to see any more." He breathed slowly, his 

words slow, not shifti ng the pipe in his mouth. 

They sat quietly, sometimes passi ng a remark back and forth, sorne ­

t i mes smoking , wat chi ne the air in t he sunlight, t r e dus t drifting acros s 

it. 

Upstair s , old Ers . Kelly grunt.,..,d as :·:urse Carmody l ift ed her in her 

arms t o turn her over . "hi ght t hink I was a s ack of rr.e al ! 11 she snorted 

crossly. "Y ou loo ka here, young lady! I want to know what 1 s going on 

around he r e ! 11 

The nurse nodded pleasant l y, scrubbi ng her back with alcohol , as 

she l ooked over at d .ss ~ainton, who was sit t i ng upright i n a r ocking 
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chair, her face set aw2y from them, refusing to have anything to do with 

Ers. Kelly. She was like a bald old cat, Nurse Car:tody thought, her face 

unpleasantly righteous. 

Itrs. Kell y had becn tc.lking at her, spitting her remarks out. 11"vJhat 

do they think they're doing to :J.S~ 'l'he idea! .f pay my fii'ty dollars, 

every week, on the dot. Let them get after tho se that don 1 t~ 11 :ctere she 

sniffed suspiciously toward her neighbor. 

The nurse started to explain, patiently. 

11 Time! 11 Hrs. Kelly snorted. "For fifty dollars, ! could find time, 

yes I could! In ~ day, we knew what work w~s! ! went to work every 

morning, every morning at five o'clock, and a long ••• C'w!" she yelled, 

twisting herself around . "Stop that, stop i t! w'hat do you think I am? 

I 1ve got feelings, nine ty-odd as I be ! Keep your needles for your sew­

ing! l 'rr. not deaà yet!" She pushed with her f ists, screami ng , pain 

pr essing at her back. 11'::e l i , pi ck me up, pick me up, don ' t stand t here 

like a ninny! 11 

~rurse Carmody finished the injection, hol ding her down, plumpi ng 

up he r pillow, strai ghtening t he newspaper on the bed-stand . There were 

no flowers here. The old tartar paid for her life now, paid hard. Nurse 

Carmody opened t he window for a minute, poking her head out t o look dawn. 

Her e all she could see was the back l anding, t he iron rungs of the fire~ 

escape, and down bel ow, on the cement base , two galvanized pails, one 

over-l oaded wi t h garbage . A cat was sne a king around i t , sniffing. 11 His t! 11 

she called down. 11 Eist! 11 

"That mewling cat down ther e agai;:'l?" i'lrs . Kel ly a.sked her crossl y. 

"âakes me up at t hree i n t he mor ning, howl i ng out i t s mat it:g tune ! l 
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like it better t'han its sister, at that! 11 She pointed with her head 

toward Niss Eainton, sitting, ber lips con:pressed, and even r;urse Carmody 

héd hard work to control a smile, she looked so ready to spit, even her 

backbone bristling. 

1'1·iow, now, 11 she sa id, Then three people passed ou tside the room, 

• .rs. Green and two men. They all kne>·l the black trous ers, they could 

smell the sanitary soap nüxed with a sickish perfurr,e, as they walked a 

few paces apart, evenly, so that the three women coul.d tell they were 

carrying sorrJ:etill.ng he avy. 

11Who 1s tha t'/ 11 Lrs. Kelly pointed out the door with her head, lift­

ing i t from the pillow to sniff. "Can 't f ool y ou wi th th0 t sme l.L, can 

they?" .?or a moment they had been brought together, al.L of them in the 

room, though hiss Bainton took no chances with shifting he r gaze for 

tha.t. She saw what she could .wi t hout moving. She was disappointed that 

it wa s so little, that they did not stop,come in, perhaps, so that she 

see more. 

Nurse Ca:rmody straightened the shade, pulling i t over the wü1dow. 

There was nothing pleasant out of this window to look et. She was at 

the door when she saw .i\.îss t ainton 's lips moving, and she went back to 

her quickly. She had to bend down to hear what it was she whispereà. 

11You you'll do-- what you can --for us, 1rwn't you?" She speke 

with such t errer, the nurse could hardly under stand her, but she assured 

her kindly. \~hen she haà finished, hiss I;ainton shut her mou th tightly, 

and closed her eyes over it, sighing wi th relief for the effort made. 

"Y es , yes," t he nurse r eassured. ~~ha t did they think she was? 

She sighed too, knowing the uselessness of explaini ng. 
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All along the hall, she ran into the same t hing . They kept after 

ber, wanting to know, and in the end, they all confided in her, expect­

ing that sbe would cio something about it. She stood in the hall, rest­

ing against the radiator, thinking. She was almost tempted ••• she could 

handle it, she could doit for them •• no, no, she could not, there was 

toc much to do already, it would take her time, and then sbe could not 

do what they r c::ally needed. Eut, she asked herself, what did they really · 

need, after all? 1,fhat was i t? i-Jas i t not flowers, for their bed-starrl s , 

was it not children playing in the yard, families corr:.e from away f or a 

Sunday ai'ternoon'? 'tjas not thÇ)t realJy important, more tha n hypodermic 

needles? Eo, no, th~re was nothing she could do, sr"e r salized thc;t, 

nothing that mattered at all •••• She put it out of rer mind, as she went 

into the staff lounge, lifting u~ her feet as she spread herse li out on 

the couch. Ti-:e flesh of her ankles puffed over the leather binding of 

her shoes a little, the laces loose, distended at the top. 

Doctor Stacy laughed, seeing the irritable look of her face. ~~~~hat 

is the matter? :!ave they been after you, too'i'" 

"Yes," she said wearily. 11Yes. 11 

"~-fave you finished your rounds? I hardly dare make mine!" He stood 

up, stretching. 11\'lell, 1 must be offl l 'll leave it to you, what to 

do about itl I can't face them! hen are all right -but t he women! 11 

Now Nurse Carmody's head ached, so that she did not really appreciate 

his ioke, though she smiled as if she did. She l iked the Doctor, liked 

I>.rs. Green • • • a very s ensible woman, a 1-1ell-run Eursing 1{ome . But her 

head ached, from listening t o them all, and ther e was the futility of 

it, depr essing her. Perhaps a chil dren 's home, she t hought ••• but no , 
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no, they looked to her, these old people, 'tlhat could one do'! She shrugged, 

arguing in herself. 

She start~d to say something, but then the school bell rang across 

the strc3t, and in a second, the children came yelling out, and her words 

were lost. She went to the window, brig}' tening, as she watched them. 

In a few minutes, the street and the yard were fil~ed with little groups 

of children. She picked out one in a red sweater and saw her skip along 

the sidewalk, stooping after a stick that she flourished as she ran. 

Then she had turned the corner. 

"Come, now!" the Doctor stood b3side her, his hand on her shoulder, 

massaging the bones behind her neck with his strong fingers. 11Don't let 

i t get you. iie can 1 t aff ord to lose you • • • if you take i t all on your­

self, we 11J. be getting the ~nack Box for youJ 11 

11 I know." She sighed, relaxing, letting the tingle in her muscles 

control her. 11 Um, that feels good. I'm so tireà!" 

11 :L know. That's why hrs. Green decided on the change ." He nodded, 

looking seriously at her face, at the thick creases in her chin. 

Then she shook herself away, fighting the ease. " l know, I know, 

but whs t really matters , after all? Can you d~cide? Yeu know what 

it neans to then1 .•• to have so little, so little left, that it could 

matter at all! Do my f eet count, my head-ache? l'Jo, noJ 11 

She turned back to t:r.e window, looking for the chi ldren, shrugging. 

111 don't know," she said, shaking her head. The children had mostly gone 

now, only a f'ew moving slowly, already far down the street. The school 

yard had an empty look. "I don't like t his time of àay." 

Then she went downstairs. Since sh2 had a litt le t ime before taking 
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the supper trays around, she stopped in to see :.•ir. · ~,'iske for a minute. 

She sat on the edge of his bed, reaching her ha.nd to rest i t on the arm 

of the wicker chair, patting his. She wa.s startled as she touched it, 

so cold, almost transparent, like the skin of a plucked chicken. She 

noticed that there were the same kind of hairs on it tao, long, wiry 

white cnes, hard to see. She stroked itfor a minute, biting her lip. 

She must not let herself like him too much, must not let herself become 

involved. It was all pain, all pai:1. She could not carry it all on 

her shouldersl The Doctor was right. She had been mistaken in coming 

down here, simply because this one helpless little man ex!Jressed every­

thing to her, got up her sympathy. She thought of what this piace was, 

what these people were here for, and it made her angry at everything, 

at life. f._ house full of people waiting to die! i'ihen h·s. Green took 

away the early morning Coffee-r·:our, they came screarring to herl So 

petty, so pettyl ·:rhey had no consideration for her, they were unreason­

able, demanding! No, no, she had been stupid, mistaken, quixotic. The 

Doctor was right. She wanted to get up, to fling open the doors, to let 

t he sun in, and air out the sani tary smell. She wanted •••• 

l'1r. :fiske had been talking. "I beg your pardon, ;:.:r. Fiske?11 At 

first she did not hear, and she looked, distracted, at him, trying to 

puzzle out from the quiet what it was. .f.bout their wretched Coffee-hour, 

she supposed, preparing her defense. 

",.Je saw the children come out of t he school today, didn 't we , Ed?" 

Î'll'. ~-'iske said, leaning back, holding his pipe in his hands. "Thanks-

giving in. a few days, eh? Foliday for t he childre ;--; , I guess Il 

11 Leaves almos t go ne, 11 ;';r. ?hilips, f rom his po si ti on by the window, 



41 

told her sagely, picking U? the conversation where it had been hours 

before. 

"Y es, the re 'lJ. be snor,; soon," she agreed. 

11Yes," ;.J- • .r'iske said., qu::.etly, quite content. "Yes, snow soon, 

snow soon. I shall like to go, wh~n it snoHs. So quie t •••• 11 
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The F'amily: 

TPiough long habit he had learned tc pick up his feet slowly and 

carefully, knowing the mud would be thick on hi~ boots. He vl' ·:mt into 

the shed, knocking his feet ag5inst the door as he did. The gesture 

did little good, since the mud was too wet to dro~; off, but he was 

satisfied that he had tried, and he went whistling in. 

"Heyeh, ':.ess, 11 he cal.Led after the dog who came out to meet him, 

with a gait that was very lame, but still showed good spirit. The dog 

stood, wavihg a shaggy tail against his legs. "\oJhat's the mat ;:.er, 3ess, 

mud, eh?" :-re sai d it cheerfully, shaki ng his head as he lookec down at 

his feet, but again, his recognition o.r the fact that it was there was 

enough to satisfy him. "Yeaup, Nancy won 't like it. 11 He aimed a cuff 

at the dog 1 s ears, and then chuckled to see how mu ch she liked i t. 11 He y , 

i~an, how much wood you want?" he called into the kitchen. 

There was no answer, so he picked up a f ew chunks, se ttling them 

easily in his arms . He was a big man, with thick red arrns, and strong­

matted dark hairs below the sleeves of his shirt. The shirt was faded 

from a bright plaid, but very clean, carefully patched by hand in one 

place. He stacked wood chunks , carelessly , but they l andedsquarely 

where he rneant t hem to, and t hen he brushed hi s hand along hi s t highs 

to clean them. Eis overalls, like his shirt, were faded. 

On t he kitchen table he saw a l et ter, but he did n.;t bot hcr to open 

it, or even to glanee at i t very car eful l y . He l ooked around , not reall y 

hunting anything, but wœn t he white enarr:el clock caught his att e ntion, 

he realized how l ate it was. 11 Hey, l•an, 11 he called. He went to t he door 

and looked up the s tairs to the l anding . 11 ~'!an?" 

~hen t her e was no answer, he l et i t be as it was , turning only to 
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the dog who had followed him in. Wi th an upward stroke of his head he 

made a question, as thougll the dog could tell him. :Sut he went ahead 

with his work, lifting the lid off the stove and putting a chunk of wood 

in, and poking it so that it fell into place on the ashes. 

Next he sat down in a rocking chair and loosened his boots, t hen 

leaned back, closing his eyes. He was sitting thot way whe n his mother 

came in. She always walked as though she carri ed a ~ :ible on her head, 

upright, stern, -- and so, in a way she did. There was eP-ough in her 

hands that worked for a living, in the body as useful, as sparing as her 

clothes, to show that this was her son. 

11Shame on you, Lincoln~" she scolded, but still her scolè.ing was 

mild. He was a gooè son and a good f armer. There was nothing more a 

woman co :Jld ask. Then she turned on the dog . "Gi t ouU 11 s he hissed, 

but there was no unpleasantness in her face, and rone in her voice. 

oessie skittered behind the chair where Lincoln sat, hesitated, and then 

slunk out the do or, wi t h one final wag of the shaggy t ail. 

11Git on, Eess, 11 he reminded her. 11Ye -ah," he sighed, stretcl'üng 

his arms, so that his shirt opened at the neck, dark and red and strong. 

"That dog's always corl!ing in here." He said it with a grin, carrying 

on a pretence they had, that he minded when she talked. But both of 

them really lmew th<.:i t he didn 't. It was something be tween them, s orne ­

thing they knel·l about each othe r, when to count words <> nd when not to. 

'dith eyes th::-: t were both t ough and gent le , grey- 'Jlue , set in und 2r a 

bone tmt crossed her face, she r emi nded hi m. " .;ancy 1s upstairs. You 

be tter go on up. 11 

:ie sat up , s eeming not to hurry at a l l , but t.he strong muscles 

obeye d him so well that it was a moment only. 11 ;.~ha t 1 s wrong ?11 
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l~r voice was very gentle, though it had the grit of a hard throat. 

"1\othing • • • sh~; had troublr:: with the steve. 11 

:te shrugged at that, annoyed. He wss used to h2r tears and her 

tempers. 'L'he thought of them made him forget the feeling he had had 

earlier, when he had come in, looking for her to have his sup:;:,er ready. 

Now he crossed his arms steadily and looked at his mvther, not intend­

ing to move. 

11 Go on up, Lincoln! Go on up. 11 Her face was plain and expression­

less, her tone very quiet. It was the tone in which she said her prayers, 

bending with scored, horny hands resting against her hymnal. 

:~e shrugged ag ain, ana though he did i t,still stuooornly, rebelling, 

he went. fie èlimbed the steps slowly, using the handrail bec :luse it was 

there, c. no l'rom it through ~is fingers soGehow a sense tha t did not come 

consciously into his thoughts ren:indad him of the rœn before him who had 

smoothed down the rail w'ith tough :·ands. It haà been his great-gra;1d­

father 's house, maàe by men who h<!d cleared the pastures out of rock, 

buil t the barns w-i th the ir axes. Stil.L the job was not doGe. StilJ. in 

the winter the _;_·rost heav3d up stones, and in the spring the trac tor 

kicked trern u_? into the plough. ~hen he stopped at the turn in the land­

ing, he could see the hill out of the pasture, the woodla:Gd, with snow 

still under the trees, and trickling down from oehind the ridge of rocks, 

wate r from the melting ice. The snow was still cle an up there. "• S he 

turned to look at the barn, he was glad to see the new tin roof shining 

in the late afternoon sun. He thought it was very pretty, it called to 

mi nd the jing ling little bells i·jancy put in her ears. He climbed farther 

up, taking two steps at a time, easily. '-Ie was heavy, but his step was 
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light, his motion like a well-bred bull, a thing of coordination and 

harnessed strer.gth. 

S!'le sat up, when he opened the door and stood there looking at her. 

'l'he re ••as no expression in his face, 3nd she did not know what he was 

thinking of her. Gut of habit, she put >er han: s to her face, protect­

ing her cheeks, although she left her eyes ·open, and ne could see she 

had be tm crying. 

!-te sat on the bed besiôe her and took one of her hands in his. fie 

tried between the both of his making a sandwich out of it, and he was 

surprised to see how small it was, with such short fingers, but broad. 

"That 's a good hand, 11 he said. Then he lifted the index finger up i'rom 

the knuckle, straining it. 

11 I don't feel it," he said, really alntost amazed, because he could 

s ee by the sharp blink of her eyes how she did. Then he looked at her, 

and began to J.aug.h, rocking he r hand back and f orth. 

She laughed, too, lightly, and he saw that she had the bells in her 

ears now. 

11 Ch, Kancy, Nancy," he said, sitting there looking at her, and his 

voice was amazed and pleased. They s at quietly, un til he asked , 11\rJhere 1 s 

John Paul ? 11 

"Over to Varney's." 

!-le did not denand an explanation, thcr e was no change in his face 

as he sat in content, looking at her, admi ring t he little jingling motion 

of th,:. bells, admirir~g the way it made all her face light and small . 

But stiil s he gave him an explanation. " I had a headache and he 
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was so noisy I just coul~:n 't hamne him, I kept telling him to keep quiet, 

I kept after him and ~fter him, but yoa know he's got a voice like a 

hog-caller .•• 11 

"All rignt, 11 he said, not much disturjed by th&t. He liked to look 

at the loose flesh of her upper arms, to play with it, but he knew it 

ma;ie her angry, and now she was likely to get upset at nothing. But as 

he looked at her body under the covers, he h~d to squeeze her shoulders, 

his hand unàer t he neck of her blouse. His fingers were rough, and she 

bristl.ed. He laut:hed at that. "Come on down now, t{ancy. I 1m hungryJ" 

She set her face, looking crossly at him, but un ~·er it she was 

pleased. 

:::,ut his mother cal led then from the lower l a:1ding, "Supper!" 

voi ce was dry and clean. 

"Come on, I'iancy. 11 Ire pulled hsr up by the hand, let ting her loose 

when she stumbled in the covers. 

Sometimes he thought she was tre only toy he had ever had, and he 

did not like it that she was . But sometimes he likeci it very much. ~'low 

he went ahead, wondering as he passed the landing i1' Clem Varney would 

make it over tonight, and if he didn 't, it would be a long session milk-

ing again. As he passed the window, he stopped for a moment to fix in 

his mind the look of the sun, pink on the silver roof, and the clouds 

moving as if they were snow rolling down a slope . 

In the room N 'ney sat up, holding her hands to her head. Her palms 

were warm, pleasant, and she rubbed her face a l i ttle . Then she twisted 

her fingers through her hairs and helped herself up. She looked down 

at her stomach, comi ng up almost to meet her chin, it looked, as she 
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bent to put on her shoes. She pulled her blouse over it and patted the 

huge lump in herself. 

"Bonnie, 11 she sa id to herself, " .:.Oonnie l'lae." She crooned as she 

straiç~htened the sheets, h~1mrning a little, in a high happy voice. She 

had forgotten the headacr..e. It was Lincoln, Lincoln. She liked his 

smell, even tho. barn on him was sweet. li.nd his mottter, she hated i t, 

:~ancy thought, seeing hovr her face closed up like a turtle 's whe!1 she 

scolded. S~e stopped by the window, leaning on the sill. Lincoln 

tho~ght she was really mad when he fiddled with her arms, didn•t he 

know nothing he did really made her mad? She laughed aloud, very softly, 

to herself, leaning rocking her belly against the sill. 

The glass panes were low, small. She fitted her small round face 

inside one, as though it was a frame, and she a picture, and she shook 

her head so that the bells at her ears clinked on the glass . Oh, look, 

look~ there was a pigeon, nesting up und:Jr the slopL,g roof of the 

shed. She must sLow it to John Paul. ',ojhy was John Paul so long at 

Varney's, s he wondered, biting her lip. She told him to corne back b e ­

f ore supper, before his father started the milking~ She knew Lincoln 

would scold her for letting him go. She ha d a speech ready for John 

Paul, and he r forehead closed in tight, making her eyes small. ]er nose 

puffed a little at the nostrils, but her mollth was very pink. She could 

have stood for hours, staring at the pigeon's nest, watc ·ing the vine 

growing around the shingles. She looked at the withered leaves. Then 

urgency came back into her, and shs thickened, he r face harder, as she 

stared dawn the mud road to see if John Paul was coming yet. 

11 I 'rn telling you, John Paul, if you get me i nto trouble you ain 't 
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going out no more to play, 11 she said, as seriously as though he was 

really there listening to her. ~nd then, as she started to go, she saw 

the rug Lincoln had kicked up, and a spot of mud on it from his boots, 

beside the bed, and the tightness melted, her body all soft and ready. 

Oh Lincoln, Lincoln. 

Downstairs, Lincoln sat at the tabl.e with his mother. 1\either of 

them waited, but there was a pile of stew steaming, ready, in a spare 

pla~e. They didn 1t talk much, Lincoln reaching acros s the table all 

the way after the bread, ratter than ask for it. 

11Seen Clem Varney ~ound?" he said, after he had almosr, finished 

his first nlate of stew. 

~is mo ther took his pla te and filled it. a gain ~ri th a ladle from a 

pot on the stave. "i·.o. 11 

~oJhen he had almost finished his second plateful, she asked him, 

~~ ~~ancy comin 1 dawn ·:·" 

11leauh; I guess so, said she was." 

11 aer dinner 1 s gettin 1 cold. 11 

The clock on the wall ticked loudly, filling in their silences. 

But really_ there was no silence between them, each full of thoughts , 

many the same thoughts, not things they figured out, but things they 

knew, things t ha t grew up in them from the earth out of long habit. They 

weren 1 t people to wast e thi ngs , not words either, and they knew rea.lly 

that words were no good, thi.! t they never reacheè. anythl ng vli th those. 

They knew more through t heir hands. Lincoln, with !·d5 dark burned hair, 

his eyes strangely light, very pale blue, sat cutting his rœat, waiting 

wi th t he clock. He had f orgotten about i.'.fancy when she came in. He 
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looked up d her without changing his expression. 

She glared at him, her mood gone at once. She haè corne down smil­

ing to herself, but that stopped. The room was so quiet, so dumb, and 

her head ached so! She turned the full flat ang~r of her face against 

his r.1other, snatching up her fork, eating without any pleasure. 

The house w2s e~pty without John Paul. Suddenly she thoughtth~t 

was it. He was always unaerfoot, and then she scolded •••• her fingers, 

squeezing the twisted fork, ached suddenly to catch him by the scruff 

of tis hair. Why did she scold him so much, she really loved him so! 

These hard, silent people! For a moment she didn't know them, their 

eyes the same, their flat cold fac2s! She want2d to spit out the chunk 

of meat in her mouth. She hated stew, hated it, hated all plain things, 

things you had to chew to get your nourishment. 

The clock striking reminded her. It was the first night of the 

J.i'air. Last year, she had gone down and worked, m2de sorne money. They 

didn't understand, those two, so alike, didn't understand at all, how 

your fingers wanted money, how your hands coulà get when they were empty, 

o;nd you went lJy the store, and all the pretty things lay out, and no 

money in your fingers. Coins,pretty shiny round coins •••• she loved 

money, she wanted it so bad, they'd never know! She bought John Paul 

a bright silver gun l<>st year. He liked that! But they laughed at her. 

She could read in that face, what his mother thought, she could just 

hear her say, 11 That's what you get for marryLng a city girl. 11 Now she 

sat, fighting inside, eating plenty, though she thought she didn't like 

supper. 

At six-thirty Bess, the dog, let out a whine , vicious but curbed. 
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In a minute Clem Varney came in wi thout bothering to knock. He was 

dirty, his shirt hanging unbuttoned, his pants slipping down and the 

black hairs around his navel stuck out on a roll of fat above his belt. 

He looked first at i~ancy, a coarse look, seeing how things were wi th 

her, then he leaned against the doorpost, waiting, not saying anything. 

11 John Paul come back with you?11 Lincoln 1s mother brought him over 

a eup of coffee as she asked him. 

n:aah. .Ain 1 t seen 1 im." 

"You didn 1t?tr Only the tightening of a muscle around her eyes 

showed any emotion at that. 

"Nah. 11 He shrugged, drinking the coffee by stretching his mouth 

and pouring it in. 

'I'hen ~~ancy, f:rightened because she knew she would get a scolding, 

said, her voice high . in fright, 11 :1e was over there playing, I sent him 

over there this afternoon to play. 11 

11 :Dless ya, hon:ey, 11 Clem said, "I ain 1t seen him all day." He 

drawled deliberately, with a twinkle in his eye to see how mad it made 

her. He scratched his stubble-beard, opening his mouth, and worked his 

jaw a little, as if he was going on to s ay something more, but he didn't. 

111·iell, I sent him over~ I told him to stay right there , not to go 

anY'.Nher e else, just to stay there !" she insisted, her face getting red. 

He cleaned around his t eeth with his tangue, 8nd when he smilect, 

they were very white and even, showing in a broad grin. "li.eckon he went 

on dawn to the Fair," he said pleasantly. ne ~as in a good humor now, 

he liked to see her mad. 111 did see 'im going down that way, come to 

think of it. 11 
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Lincoln stood watching ber, his face thick with anger. 

Clem grew lighter, smiling ver~ pleasantly now. "Reckon he beard 

ya talkin' about the r:'air all day." 

"ro!" dancy said, her voice shrill, scared. 11 i~o1 1 never did1 11 

She turned angrily to Lincoln, dsriiJg him, just daring hiln to be..Lieve. 

He lookeà at ber, his eyes black, but his face otherwise unchanged. 

For a minute he said nothing, looking straight at ber face, and she met 

him, as strong as he, as firm, only her eyes made small with her feeling. 

His face was red, streaked -viith the risen blood inside his head. 

11 /:re you going after him'/ 11 she derr,anded, suddenly as though i t was 

his _+·ault. 

11.!:-'irst I'm going to mi.lk my cows." !1e had no choice. 'l'hat was the 

way things W3re. 

Clen: stood, smiling, hi.s face as simple and. pleélsant as a child 's. 

He likea to see them put each other over the coals, Lincoln 1.Vrightener 

and his wife from the city. He thought it was a great joke. 

11 i 1m takin.g the truck then, I'm going on down myseli:.'," she told ber 

hus band. 

11 You stay right here til I 'rn read.y." 

11 I 1m going down there. 11 

The two of' them stood, both strong and red. Their faces looked al­

most alike, exce~Jt for their eyes. Then he stan;ped out, leaving Clem 

to open the door again and fol.Low behind him. He went to the gate by 

the barnyard, an'l stood there, staring at the mud, kicking his boot 

powerfully against the post, almost angry with it .i:'or not bending, but 

glad, because it was his work to drive the posts. He stood, full of the 
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hot blood feeline thot he could not harness, listening to the engine 

of the trnck sta.ll_ tbree times. Then his mother came down beside him, 

her face the same as his. 

11Shame on you, Lincoln 1:/rightener!" she scolded. "You go on down 

ther0 with th~ t girl. That's a tough road down there. She can't handle 

that truck, and you know it." 

He made his hand into a fist and pounded it once against the pos~ 

"She oughtn't have let him go." 

She shrugge ,~1 , waiting for him to turn. There was no point to th<J t. 

They bath knew it. 

11All right," he s aid. "Clern, you èo the rnilki ng al one tonight." 

!.fe walked slowly and easily to the truck, and when Nancy saw him, 

she slid over on the seat. At first, she didn't know what to say, but 

then, the anger left them both, and he put his hand over hers where it 

lay on her knee. 

She looked out her window. The moon wéls lj_ke a new little silver 

dime spinning on its side, and there was a spring breeze stirring a pool 

of water that had leaked into one of his footsteps in the mud. She 

sw~led, happily, to herself. 
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The Fair 

The tent was at the edge of the fair-ground, well settled into the 

mud because it héd been there almost ten days. There was always a full 

quota of rain at fair-time. 11 If.' you want to lick the drought, 11 Snooks 1 

grandfather sa id every year at this time, "set up the Fair in the dry 

spell. 11 Snooks 1 grandfather was an oracle. Like an oracle, he was 

silent about things you want:::d to know, but full of things you'd rather 

not. 

In the tent th~t was apart from the ring, Pinto watched Leo spill 

coffee on the right cuff of his red pants. 

"Oh!" she :_:~asped, putting her handto her mouth. "Leo, you're on 

next~ ~-Jait, I 'd better get a rag and wash it off~" 

"You 're a good kid, 11 I.eo said. 

It was a sandlot, and benches about it. But no one sitting on them 

thought of that. At fàir-time it was trans.L'igured. All winter, and in 

the spring, people pointed at it when they passed by, and it was this 

they thought of. 

Outside the tent, two children who had found a small hole in the 

canvas crouched, shushing each oth~r. On the b~nch by the ring their 

mother sat, among the crowà, i dly flipping the fl ies from the summer 

night, full of patience. She had an old, grim face, speckled with work 

and trouble, but her hands, when the flie s let her be, were oddly peace­

ful, r esting in her lap . Farther along the bench a woman in purpl e 

crinoline fidgeted, gestures half expressive, half for defense. but 

the hands of Snooks' mother waited. In the hot swmner night she sat with 

Granny besir1e her, and nei ther of them f ussed tha.t t.he children had gone 

of f. She s aw for a moment the Fai r's spa.rkl e like a fire-cracker burs t 
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over them and fall dawn, and begone, and she knew it was memories made 

in the lights and the dark, out of magical people wandering through the 

spotlight, - ond then gone. Over by the tent where Snooks had run witn 

-.üllie, the noise of the a..."limals set up strange music, less strange than 

the b&nd grinding a tinny tune. Tonight it had been touched with the 

magic of summer dark on a hot night, full of flies and firecrackers and 

eys of children. 

11There ain't no animals, 11 Willie said in disgust. 

"Let ~ see, let me see again, let me seeJ" In the fHcker of light 

as so~eone lifted a tent flap, the blue bow bobbed insi stantly on her 

sticky brown curl. 

Trouble had passed from Granny now. All things pass, all things 

rest in the Lord, her face said. Life was hard, but her time was come. 

She sat, and the children ran past her, but it was eternity she saw pass­

ing before her eyes, eternity, and here and there an apple core. She 

poked at one with her stick. Submission, a yoke to Snooks' motter, was 

none to her: it was the Lord's she wore, no longer the years! -

11i"en be coming back soon," Snooks 1 mother said to her, with no 

particular tone to it. 11 Hear th<:: tî Horse-drawing must be over. 11 

11.Ayeh, 11 Granny said, "John allus liked horse-dr&.wing." 

11Anh. 11 

From the tent Leo stepped out, strutting, as though he were himself 

in the ring. Be never could tell the difference . His cigarette struck 

flamboyantly through the dark like a small meteor, coming back to his 

mouth in anticlimax. Pinto, hanging on his arm, moved as he moved, like 

dark brov-m coffee in a china eup, swaying with the eup as it moved. She 

was small and dark and brown, dressed in pink s atin with a little , torn 
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ruffle. !Jlhen he stopped, she stood too, only the toes of her left foot 

beati:r.g tilr.e to the music. Tawdry was the pink satin and the frill a·oout 

it, taïvdry the crim9 at the ends of her hair, the skinny eyebrows, the 

rouge pinking her darkness; but her face v-;as love on a swnmer night, ripe 

for plucking. lêo glanced at her and knew thdt., knew there was no hurry. 

Tler little dark passionate eyes found leo 1s face a magnet, sending all 

her impatience coursing through her, finding expression only in the tapp­

ing toes, winding her up inside like a spinning to) . 

"irwhisht! 11 Snooks breathed, a skinny trembling breath, and shut her 

eyes over it, half afraid, half wishing. "look at thé1t! 11 

In the ring the drummer stomped, making a place and a waiting sil-

ence for the clown who hovered in the shadows at the edge. 

"',1hen I grow up, 11 Willie said, 11 l 1m going to be a clown." 

11 0h, boy, 11 Snooks gurgled, 11So am I. 11 

11 Don 1 t be silly. Girls can•t be clowns." 

"They can too! 11 

11Cannot.! 11 

11 Can T00! 11 

"Didya ever see a girl-clown?" vüllie asked scornf ully. 

They crouched for a little, waiting breathlessly until the beauti­

ful bright people by the tent passed along, and then they ran back to 

the bench, happy to be naughty, though nobody saw it. 

11 i~o, no," I.eo was saying. 11It won 1 L do, Pinto. It JUSt won•t do. 11 

A moment before, in the tent, Folsom had said, 11It won•t do, Leo. 11 

,:.ut neitht:·r Leo, pugnaciously arguing although there was no question 

about it, nor Pinto, nodding intense agreement in tiŒe to the music, 
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eager little squirrel, moving her whole head to change the direction of 

her glanee, Pinto watched Old f!rucige in the sand-pit. 

"It won 1 t do," I.eo still insisted, just as though she were denying 

it. 

She wait9d then, stopping him so that she coulè concentrate, and 

all her body seemed to swelL and fill and wait, rising, urging, begging 

wi th expression • • • 11 :\ow ••• now ••• 11 she said, the sound part of her 

anguish, 11now ••• 11 she ple;;~ded, her fingers tapping restraint on l.eo 1s 

arm, begging him to help her wait. 11 0hhhJ 11 ·~~hen it was over, she relaxed, 

suddenly limp, as though a breeze had dropped her over his arm. 111 

thought he wouldn 1t make it. 11 

11You can see the strain, 11 Leo said sententiously. 11 1 1m sarry for 

him, but it just won•t do. 11 

11So 'Il she agreed. 

They stopped to listen to the murmur of the thin little voice in 

the ring, and they shook their heads toge ther. 

11 Hear tha t ?11 ~~hen i t quavered, leo picked tha t out triumphantly. 

She nodded, all her f ace sad. Then, because they f elt a heavy 

rustle behind them, she drifted loosely out of his arm, for a moment 

looking as if she couldn 1 t stand. Then she was t i ght again, like a 

banjo string, vibr~ting with a light gutter al laugh. She cared none 

for that! 

From behir:d them, I.eo 1s wif e yelled out, hands on hips , her heavy 

face still handsome in the dark, and flushed, 11Come on in here, I see 

you hanging around! i~hat do :,•ou think you are, you think l don 1 t see 
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you stalking off for dark corners?" She yelled it out of herself, for­

gett.ing the audience, and when I.eo! s pomp crumb led as he followed her 

meekly, Pinto stood with her fists beating at the air. 

11Slù~," she beard Leo say. 11 People 111 hear you. 11 

She talkeà louèer for that. Her face was florid, but handsome, 

her hair blonde, mostly, except at the siae where it was seant, though 

for thDt there was stil~ enough of it. ~er arms were well moulded, strong, 

her bosom full under her red shirt almost to her waist. Pinto burned 

with angry pride - but still something shivered in her. She waited then, 

by herself, watching Old dudge, and the dog wi th yellow feet and a blue 

ta il who pounced for his shoulders. ·,.Jhen he missed and tumbled into the 

mud, Pinto shivered valiantly, pretendir:g it was only that to make her 

cold. She had seen Folsom with his fish-eyes, staring at Old Xudge, 

and she wanted to cry for him. i:~ext time he tried it, the dog landed 

on his shoulders, and she breathed for him, 5ravo. 

On the bench the children jumped up and down, arguing, when they 

remembered it, through their joy. 

11Girls can so be clowns! Gan' t they, Grampa? Gan 1 t they'?" 

Her grandfather looked at her, slow, the way he dià, no use to hurry 

him, clearing his throat, pre~aring a pléCe of his remark. "f•y, I guess 

so." 

Her father laughed, good-n;;, tured. '";~hy don 't you be a toe-dancer, 

like that pretty la::l.y?" He pointed it out to !Jer, where Pinto came 

twirling into the ring, past Old l•ruàge as he trailed the dog out. For 

a moment they met, a nd what she sa.id to him no one else heard. 

"Chhh!" Snooks shi vered in del ight. 11 Look, WiJ.lie , it 's the l ady 
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we saw! -1/'ie almost touched her, GrampE.] 11 she said, then she clapped her 

hand over her mouth to snatch back the naughty secret. 

11 11:ow I don 1 t want you hanging rounè over there," her mother chided, 

clucking as the grandmother did. 

;Jillie glared at her, and for a full second she slwnped onto the 

benet:, but then the band blared out, heralding the lions in their cage, 

and all of them f orget everything else, even Grampa, fixing his look as 

careful~y as he did his tangue. 

Pinto, by the tznt, was like a light-culb Dfter someone snapped on 

the swi teh. Her eyes were as young as Snooks 1 , wai ting. Then she saw 

I.eo in his red trous ers wi th one little dark co.ffee spot on the right 

cuff, that only she knew of. She saw the people jump up from the benches 

as though he he ld them on a string, but she claimed him with ner eyes. 

"'l'hey love him, they love him," she sobbed aloud to herself. with 

the flick of his whip she saw him control the people, just as he did the 

lions. She saw them all rise at once, and tremble, and shake in fear, 

as though it were they who faced the l ion, they in the red trousers, and 

the gold stripe , f ighting fear in the lighted circle . 

She -..rai ted , and did not count the time . 

The band, at the end, made him a background to bow against, in a 

deep dramatic gesture , ful l to the ground , and when he straightened up 

he marched proudly, surely, with a last flick of hi s whip before the 

s pctlight de serted him. At t he edge of the f ield ove r by the t e nt, 

Pinto ran to meet him, picking her f ee t high, skirr:ming over the mud 

like a low swali ow. when she r eétched him, s he s eeme d. to perch upon 

him, r esting . 
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11 You liked that?" he asked, short of breath, no question because 

he knew. 

:Geside the te nt Old l'ludge 1 s dog sni..ffed at a peg and raised i ts hind 

leg. Pinto put her face away from it, consciously, hating it because 

it reminded her. "Oh Leo, they say once l;ld i'lUdge was so goodJ" 

11~-Jhat do you thir,k abo-:J.t him for'? 11 Leo asked, coarsely, holding 

her so that her ear was close against his mouth, receiving the air 

warmed in his throat, before it turned into anguished joy in her. He 

flicked his Hhip gently, a crack beside them, and wound it round her 

finger. 

"Poor Old Hudge," ·she sighed, letting him make her head rest against 

him. 

Leo tightened the whip about her finger, and she f elt a pure white 

joy sear through her body, energy captive in her tees, tapping incessant­

ly, unsatisfied. She blushed because it was he r r ir:g fir,ger. 

On t he bench, Snooks, who never could sit still, jumpeà up, and the 

blue bow bobbed on her sticky brown curl. 
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Travellers 

The two boys dasheà i n, just a moment, indeed, before the stranger 

hin1self was visible ne.::.ring the gate. All the same, they cupped their 

.:ïsts and raised exci ted 1 'alloooos J 1 , at the same tin:e peering eagerly 

around for signs of lif' e. 

The hens set up a co~notion, and the pig banged against the rickety 

boards of its :oen, but no human yoice took notice of the small messengers. 

11 HallooJ 11 They tried again, making windJltills of themselves with their 

arms, frantic ones, as if they had got caught in a gust. Again, only 

the animals made a racket for answer. 

"Shush-oh!" the smalJ.er boy hissed arounè the yarà . 

Then the two of t hem eyed the stranger with much inter 0.st, and took 

consultation. "l guess, she 's up in the flower bed. 11 

"Sure," the younger nodded seriously. 

They stared at the stranger for a second longer. He was so close 

now that he had begun tentatively to beckon to them, but they dashed off 

once again, just in front of him, and he dropped his arm slowly, dis­

appointeà. .:-le had begun to smi!e, and that too faded slowly. He stood, 

uncertainly looking back to the road he haà just trudged up, and then 

he gripped his bag tightly and stood still, waiting for something to 

happen. 

The two boys carne pufi'ing up to the old woman. When they had seen 

her, their excitement mounted higher, and in front of her they could 

hardly talk at all. 

She stopped working anè rested her hoe in her thorny hands, watch­

ing them starnly. She seemed, beside the hoe, ta have much in common 

with it - she was stiff, thin, she had a straigh.t back, an unbending 
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neck. She looked with a sly twinkle at the two boys in overalLs that 

had descendédto the present wearers along a li~e of brothers, and were 

now tucked up, patched, and hitched on with pins. 

11All right!" she said abruptly. · 11Speak up , now, if yo·ù'Ve something 

to say." 

111'.unt - down there - in your yard - there 's a str<mger wanting work - 11 

11 i!;h, yes? How do you know it?" she asked, suspiciously eyeing them. 

11 :-è-en Adams said so. 11 

She was not real.Ly their Aunt, but often she came to their door carry­

ing baskets filled up with boots, woolens, eggs, and they had been taught 

tc call her Aunt respectfully. 

".rill right," she said. She got ready to go on àown, thinking about 

what they had told her, and they t r otted along beside her happily. But 

after a few paces, she put a stop to that. "Since you're up here," she 

said, looking at them shrewdly, "You boys can fill up a couple of pails 

of water and carry them round for the flowers. lt's hard work for me. 11 

"Oh, Aunt!" they complained. 

She kept on looking at them implacably. 

The smaller one asked then, brightening t entatively, "If we do, can 

we have some apples?" 

"!-Imph!" she snorted, displeased. 11You 1ll turn out wicked men a.::'t er 

all! As king pay to help a sick old woman! 11 :-!er frown was very forr.J.dabJ.e 

across her firm, heavy-browed face, above her sharp nose . 

They wilted and stood disconsolately examining the ground as if they 

thought down there they might see the devil himself making a mark agaL1st 

them in his book. 
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''Well, wel.L," she said che·':rfully, "lt mig:ht be, ii you. do a good 

job you 'll find a ginger. snap or two in the pantry - " Then she walked 

on by herself, ignoring the spurt of action her words had set off behind 

her, until she heard water splashing from hastily fil.Led buckets. She 

turned around sharply and pointed at them. "i.•.ind you don 't waste that 

water~" 

In spite of the fact that wha~ the boys had told her with such ex­

citement interested her a good deal, she did not think it necessary to 

hurry. The two boys, climbing hastily into the apple tree so they could 

look down on her, grew very impatient.. They pushed each other in an 

effort to see, and then swung, when they felt qul.te safe from discovery, 

like large monkeys under the branches. After that they helped themselves 

to their pockets full of apples, and sat happily munching, their knees 

jarnmed to the ir chins. 

But the old woman was still preoccupied. She had not yet seen the 

stranger, and she didn't trouble with conjectures. So she went on tell­

ing herself that there must be a way to get water around to the row of 

bulbs. Already hard cracks had begun to open at the roots, anci. she f ound 

herself beating the sail futilely into chWlks. Now, thinking of it, she 

sP~ok her fist at the blue sterile gleam around her. She felt there was 

something against her, making these long bright days and dry nights. 

The grass at her fe et >vas brown stubolc, scarcely covering the bare hard 

soil. There was too much to fight ••• no, she thoughtthen, sternly re­

minàing herseif, it must be as it must, though it was too bitter and tao 

hard. iJothing, she thought, nothing will be asked more than can be given. 

At times like this she i magj_ned .t-'.tichael was beside her, and she nodded 
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quietly, agreeing, It was good you went when you did, a good thing --­

it would have been too hard for you, to see me drying up, the land dry­

ing up --- well, she said, if the bulbs die, there are the apples, and 

if the apples fall, the grapes are thick on the vines ••• and the pump­

kins glossy in the fields--- Still, she had stirred up an olà . angry 

ache. but she settled that back down again when she saw the stranger 

still rapping patiently at the back door. 

11T-!allo!" she called. "You were looking for rr.e?" 

At the sight of her, the troubled, undecideè look flickered from 

the stranger's face, and a delighted smile took its place. 

"You are Jeannette Canna ?11 he asked, and he see,med incredulous, 

whether to find her so old or so young, so stern or so strong, he didn't 

say. 

"I am. 11 

"l've come after a job, 11 he said, bobbing his heaù, stLi..L with the 

childlike àelight, as he examined the bare clapboards of the small house, 

the weathered sheds, and the pig grunting at the interruption. It was 

as if he had just gotten t.here tha t moment, and was seeing it for the 

first time. As he moved his head energeti cally,the red ends of bis dotted 

tie flapped. There was something incongruously gay about him, in that 

place. 

At once she liked him and didn 't trust him. "I don 't intend to pa y 

rnuch," she said abrur; t l y, warning him off. "fo'ive dollars a week, a room 

tc yourself , and I 'd fix up your meals wi th mine ." 

"That•s all right," he said eagerly. "I need a place to stay. l 'rn 

tired of travelling --- I like i t here , l like it very much! :r He spoke 

with a little popping emphasis to each ward. 
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picious. 111 won 1t have drink on my place, 11 she said. 

110h, I don 1t mind that~" he said brightly. 110n a Saturday night, 

I can go into town, 1 expect? -- I like to sit around, talk, listen --­

but don 1 t worry 1 No, I 1 rn not one of tho se fellows wi th a flask in his 

back pocket] 11 He laughed so cheerfully that she decided she did like 

him. 

111',11 right, then, 11 she sa;Ld. 11 Come in. 11 

She led him first into the kitchen over boards that had settled. 

unevenly. ~~rour.d ths room was a wainscoti!1g do ne in grained veneer. 

There was an impression of smallness and darkness, completed rather than 

broken by the SlL"l coming into the room past the grape-vine. Then she 

had the stranger follow her into a room off the kitchen, next to the bath­

room. It was a very plainly furnished room, containing a bed with high 

brass steads, off which she snatched a dust covering and revealed a rather 

faded quilt whose colors were predominantly bronze. There was a straight 

chair, and a rocker beside the single window. Next to that was a high­

boy with a marble top, and right beside the bed itself, a washstand, and 

on it a pitcher set in a bowl. The linoleum was a glazed brown, and 

cracked across in several places. To pull the light on, she reached out 

for a string dangling down above the bed, and having shown him the 

electricity, she pulled it off again. 

He set his bag down on the bed. "Yes," he sighed, looking the room 

over completely, nodding to himself, and then to her as she stood watch­

ing him. 11Yes, 11 he scratched his chin, and i'or a minute a gloomy, in­

decipherable expression came into hls face. 111 kHow this room, 11 he said, 
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nodding at the w2.shstand, at the brass bedposts, the cloudy marble. 

"l know this room well I. slept in this room as a boy --" 

She stared at him sharply, but he went on to himself. His face was 

limp and weary, his eyes faded. 

"Sorne things there are back of all our lives - 11 he seemed sad, al­

most bitter, to be reminded. 11 - Grandfathers, Sunday Schools, up~ight 

pianos- these bedroows - yes, yes, I know it well- this room -- it 's 

my past - 11 Then he dropped off the dreamy manner and chuckled, and his 

face chang·""d, turned expectant, 111 was brought up on a farm m.yseli·. 11 

He started to unpack.his bag, {md she watched, fascinated, while he pulled 

out three heavy books, a little knot of bright ties, and a small pile of 

underthings. 

sheepishly. 

He saw her staring at them, and he explained, a little 

"~ncyclopedias, you see?" he helà one of the book::; toward 

her, but she shook her head and he put it down a.gain. He shook his head 

too, then, very wearily, and for a moment again hi s face seemed to loosen, 

discouraged. 11 l\o one wants it," he said sadly. 11 t'ull of knowledg~, lots 

of inforrr:ation but no one wants to buy it - 11 Ihen he pulled out an-

other, a large blue book with pages swelling fatter th;; n the binding, 

and there was one oi those i nstantaneous changes that already she had 

l earned to expect in him. "See7" ·he waved the book in front of her. 

"Stamp album~" he almos t shouted triumpha.nt.iy. "I cal.l this my legacy, 

my treasure! Al.i the world 's pasted in here - see ?" He f licked t he 

pages, and bright r eds and yellows and cerise and blacks flashed crazily 

in front of ber. 11Yes! See? - Liberia! 1-..orocco! Zanzibar~ the Yukon! 

.•• al~ the world, my treasure ••• all my lif e's pasted in here every­

where I've been ••• every dream •••• " ':1e hugged it lovingly to his chest, 
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and he nodded to her. 

She had an uneasy feeling about him, but he was polite, neat., his 

face was cheerful, and he 1ooked hon,~st. She put aside .her misgivings. 

J' little odd -- but she had no patience "1-.'Ï. th that! There were some who 

calJ.eà her odd! She re <:: cheà into a· drawer and took out a worn towel with 

most of its nap gone. 

11 There," she said~ "If th~re 1 s anything you need, I '11 get i t for 

you. I expect you're tired." 

"I am," he said gratefully. "I am tired. I've had a weary long 

wa1k." 

11 ! hope you 111 st.ay, 11 she said. 

"i'd 1ike to." 

Just then the two boys, who thougnt they had kept away a safe time, 

started rapping impatient1y at her door. 

"J.unt ..ieannetueJ .Aunt Jeannette!~' they called , their faces pressed 

against the screen. They we~e b1inking into the dark house bP.cause the 

sun still fi1led their eyes. 

"Al.l rif;ht1 Corr;e in, &nd don 't make s :1ch a racket," she ordered. 

They canie in, hesitantly, ·when they noticed the stranger, the small­

er one sinking behind his brothe r for shelter. 

":Ielp yourseli' to a cookie in the pantry," she sai:::1, meaning to eut 

them off. for some reas on, she didr.' t want them to have anything to do 

with the new man. 2ut as soon as he saw them, he smiled broadly, and 

she realized her fe ars were foolishness. ~e ·1-1ent u:::· to them, holding 

out his hands in a welcome. ~~~~ell!" he said. 11 ,:e lJ., well, well!" 

They stared a t him with a good deal of interest, but the old woman 

hurried them on by. iJhen they ca1r.e out of the pantry, the smaller one 
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had two cookies balanced in his mouth, and his bands full. The other 

boy munched on one seriously. In his back ) ocket were several more. 

11 'l'ake your brother on home now, Teddy, 11 she said sharply. 111 'rn 

going to fix lunch. 11 

She shooed the two boys out. ,;hen they were gone the door slapped 

a few times against the jainb, and as she 1.,-atched them gallop ofi', an 

apple bounced .from one of their pockets and rolled along the ground. 

A curious smile played across the man 1 s expressive face. She wished 

she knew what to make of him. 

lfihen she got out a milk bottle, he said, "l would have guessed you 'd 

keep a cow." 

She grunted, not answering for a few minutes. 'l'heu she set dawn 

the bottle and \o1ent closer to him. "See these ?" She held out her bands, 

displaying the bumpy, arthritic fingers. 11 Do t hey look like dairy-maid's 

hands? 11 

11 i'Jo, no, I see," he said, blinking apologP-tically, at once. His 

smile was hurt. 

when she noticed that she said more comi'ortably, 11 I sold them off 

a couple of years ago." There was a certain strain in her voice, and 

she si~hed deeply. 

~Ie imi tated the sound, cocking his head to one side, and there was 

such an immediate effect of limp sadness about him that she laughed 

abruptly. Her laugh was a sharp burst 'Ni. th no grace . There was about 

her in everything a sharpness, a singularity. All her face wa s like a 

brown nutskin, dried in the sun, her eyes shrivelled too. He clapped 
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his hands in delight, seeing her amused. 

hfter lunch, she took him up on the hill to show him her flower bed • 

.As they walked, she pointed to the ground. 111'he pastures are cruel hard 

in the sun, 11 she said. 11 Up here l had a pump set in. I can è.raw the 

water up here from the weil. But it's hard work for me, lifting and 

carrying. That's a job I want you to do. 11 

~-fe looked around him, at the rows in which gladiol•J.s spikes bristled, 

and a dim smile fiickered about his mobile mouth. 111 see, I see~ You 

are Iike Jason! Plant th? bloody teeth, anà there! a thousand soldiers 

sprin~ up!" 

She stared at him. 

"Oh! i 'ancy," he said, smiling and nodding. 11.t''ancies, aii fancies 

yo11 nmstn't niind. I 11J. tend them, don't fear tho.t! You'll see, 

l'Il tend them weii, 11 he reassured her. 

She pointed to the buckets the boys had left sprawling on the grass. 

Then she grunted and stooped to set them straight, but he took them up, 

howing aimost formally to excuse himseif, and then, humming sorne wild 

tune, he dipped them under the pump spout and began to work the handie 

With a graceful rhythm. As saon as she saw thot he would do the work 

well, she turned to go back down. 

11I see these are dear to you," he called after her, winking. "l'Il 

be good to them! 11 

The last glimpse she had of him, his bright tie was i'lapping at his 

chest, and he made a happy figure, as busily he set a::,out the work. He 

did it skiilf uii y, cheer f uliy. 

As she went on down, she muttered aloud to rerself . 11Dear to me! · 



69 

Dear tome, indeed!" All ths way to the house she kept r r.;peating it. 

Then she nodcied companionably to the hens as she pass ed . 

The next day, her new man worked hard, looser:ing the àirt around 

the bulbs, and she was pleased. ~~ut when she went up to call him for 

his lunch, she found the two boys sitting on buckets, turned upside, 

their chins propr,ed in their hands, as they listene<i to him shiny-eyed. 

The smaller one kept a half-eaten apple in his lap, and he grinned at 

her unashamed. 

"So! 11 she said. 11 You ag ain! Haven 1 t you chores enough of your 

own?" 

The man set down tœ hoe, smiling, shaking his head myst,~riously. 

"Yes isn't it strc.nge ••• at home , dullness - boredom ••• but cross 

the street, and there's adventure!" 

"Hm?h!" she snorted to the boys. "Jl.dventure yourselves on home!" 

Then the boys vient scampering of f, and soon the t wo of them dis­

appeared down over the hill. A look oi' disappointment came into the 

man's mild face. '<Jhen the boys were gone he was entire ly dejected. 

He s pent the afternoon hammering new shingles around the chimney 

where the roof leaked, and when he c arne into the house at f our o 1 clock 

he said he wa.s tired and stiff , so she let him sit dawn by himself. She 

noticed th~t firs t he smoked a pipeful of stale, dry tobacco from a pouch, 

and then he uent in and sat in his own room in the rocking chair. I n 

his lap, she saw he held the stamp album, and in a few minutes, he asked 

her for glue. 

Soon, Jeanne tte began to discover tha.t he r man was handy in a good 

many '1-l'ays . She s e t hirn to paintir.g the shady side of the house , when he 
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had worked long enough in the hot sun. Sometimes th0 boys would come 

over and sit on the grass beside him. From tirne to tiir.e she·lookeà out. 

She saw them d~ncing attendance on him, handing up the paint, helping 

him shii-t the ladder. He got more work out of them than she could ever 

do! she thought and was in sorne way gratef'J.l. 

In a very short time, she had grown completely used to him. It was 

almost as if she were no lonr,er se.Lf-suf_;_-'icient. She got out of bed more 

happily, mornings, since there was someone to talk to, she ate more gladly, 

for someone to urge a second bowl of porridge on. She made plans, for 

the sheds, for mending fences, for expanciing the garden into the pastures, 

perhaps starting up her dairy ag&in. She even talked of painting his 

room! And on Saturday nights, she took to getting him a clean shirt ready, 

and waving after as he set off by himself for town. Then she fussed a­

bout the bouse, doing things because they might please him, and gradually 

she became surprised to see how good life was. 

But he was moo<iy. Sometimes he would be fretful for hours at a time, 

and go about complaining. Sometimes he would talk vaguely, of distant 

places, distant thi~gs. "Lads your age," he would. say, turning absently 

to the boys who were sitting there listening, "Lads your age, in the rice­

paddy fields ••• wading barefoot •• " Sometimes hB woulà talk vaguely 

of his dissatisfsctions &nd rrention the farm where he was a boy himself, 

and :moan tha t he had le _'t i t. Once the old woman askeà him .sbout i t, and 

he sigheà wretchedly, shaking his head, and said, 11lt wo.s the roud, the 

rnud - a man like a vegetable planted in mud -- no, no, I went looking 

for a pavement to my feet! lis"Gen! Sta.11d up in the pastures evenings, 

listen to the cows driven in ••• tha t sound, that sound! 11 he said, 
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screwL•g u~; his face, "·.. tinkly bells • • • silly he rd, mo oing, mooing 

I can tell you l ached for the so:1nd of a hJ..!Tlan tangue! Il 

Sometimes they teased to know where he came from, but he shook 

his h·:=!ad sadly, almost vacantly, and said, l'Je, no, that was all done, 

all gone now ••• 

One afternoon he had let dawn a ladder and was mending the sides 

of the well. The boys leaned over it, calling dawn to him, their images 

reflected in the water. 

11C::m we come down?" 

"No, no no, go away, go away, 11 he sa id alrnost crossly. ~~hen he had 

finished the job and climbed back up, he stood beside them, resting heavily 

on rigid arr~, staring at his i~~ge in the water. j e was both shivering, 

ana. sweating, from the job, the clanuny confinement. -"Yes, yes --- faces 

in the water -- when _! was a boy, 11 he saià fü'!rcely, almost sneering at 

them as a gust of emotion took him, "No well kept me! I was off to sea, 

at your age! Y ou! 11 He pointed to the olèer boy, flashing his finger in 

his face. "l stared out for the l~orth Star! I saw harbor lights go 

under ths rim of the seaJ l was off f or ~'iew Guine aJ You - off for 

school!" Fis scorn was inexpr essible . He gathered up venom and spat. 

Then he went on dawn to the ho use, and .stiL!. they followed him, 

rr.omentarily subdued , entirely fascinateci , and in a little while he s i ghed 

more gently arn reached for the s tamp album, and then he showed the m the 

stamp he had from that time. 11 --- Yes, yes, these are easier times," 

he said, in a tircd nostalgia. He chewed dreamily on his pipe-stem. 

The light had gone oat. 11Get me a match, my boy, 11 he said, 11 -- easier 

times - 11 

The ~oys grew more and more like wild creatures. Af ter a little, 
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only the stranger could do anything with them. but it seemed, almost, 

tt.at he had only to i'rown, to sigh, to point, and they would understanci 

his wishes. The old0r boy had oegun to change, inside, an inexplicable, 

lost ache started in him, and it was just as if he had woken up al~ at 

once, into a stran,~ e, dark room • 

.f.nd so the sumn:er passed. The old woman WéS a shrewd and careful 

farmer. The season was good. She marketed her flowers very well, and 

when she was in town, on an impulse she bought a large turkey and two 

pineapples. 

:.:ut all the s <j me, in sorne subtle way, i t bccame clear to her that 

the stranger would leave her saon. ~!either of them spoke of it, and 

sometimes, stil~, firecely, ::he would carry on maki.~g her plans, for 

ncxt year' the garden, the market, but she knew re ally very well that 

none of that wo..tld cerne to pass. Sometimes she would glare, resentful, 

at him, sometimes she would wheedle him vüth sorne ne;,, dish for his 

sup?er. But ste knew it wa~ useless, and the old feeling came back on 

her again, that she was drying up, the land was drying llp. üOStly she 

bowed hr:'r face dm·m, and all thr.• tirne she was waiting, just waiting for 

time to be done with her. 

One morning the stranger packed his bag, and then, ca.rrying i t into 

the kitchen, he can;e nervously to speak to her. 

"You must have seen it coming," he apol6gized. "l don't seem to be 

any good to myself, or any other ---- I think I'll try a change --- if 

you wor:'t hold it too much against me." She only grunted. Disappoint­

ment a8hed in her, like a sharp, jabbinf pain. She wantea only to be 

done :üth it, to be left alone to wait in peace. "Oh, be off with you, 
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be off with ;{ou, th=m," shc sa~.d crossly. She f~lt now that shc was 

very old. She s hov;ed tne stranger out, as if he were o!le vf the boys, 

b..alf' angrily. Only when she stood in the doorway, watching him, relent­

ing, she called out affectionël tely, "Good luck to you, my dear!" 

;-;:e turned b .s ck to wave, anà she coulà still. se:-: the fresh ins ·c.an­

taneous delight cross into his face. She truàged alone, up on the hiil, 

and tried to talk aloud to 1-...ichael, believil'lg, as she sometirn:=s did, 

that he was still beside her, and she told him coufidiugly, n1•m an old 

fool, an old fool," and she felt that it didn't matter. 
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Suffer Little Children 

Henry had been poking through the dry straw along the roost when 

his grandmother opened the top half of the ki tchen do or, leaned ter big 

dipping bosom over the sill, and spoke to him sharply. 

11 Henry, come in to your breakfastJ Do you want to keep your Aunt 

Ursuàa waiting?" 

He stopped at once, his heart in his small chest bouncing like a 

rubber ball on a drum, and trotted past the sunlighted patch into the 

cool, clean smelling kitchen. About his grandmother herself there was 

always the smell of strong soap and sweat. She walked on her heels, 

rocking after each step, as if she bad to stop to adjust her great bulk 

again after the motion, and as she moved, her deep bosom shook, her shoes 

creaked, she puffed noisily. When she reached for the single egg he 

handed her, layers of soft white flesh, like milk curdled solid, shook 

and rippled along her elbow to her wrist. 

"That •s all, eh?11 she asked him, staring with her little eyes as 

if she didn 1t really believe it. 

He nodded seriously. She could not have been so formidable as she · 

seemed, because he climbed to his stool without paying much attention 

to her muttering. 

11Moulting, moulting --will they never have donel Eh, well, if it 1s 

not one thing it's another --" 

He sat pushing the little puddle of melted honey from one dip in 

his porridge to another, but when his aunt came in, he sat bolt up, 

gripped the spoon tighter, and pretended to be eating hungrily. 

She stood in the doorway watching the scene. He could not fool 

herl She gripped her elbows, crossing her arms at her chest, aoo drwmned 
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with her foot at the doorsill. There were reinforcements at the heel 

of her sturdy shoe, so tha t she kept up a metallic click for him to eat 

by. She consulted the watch in the palm of her hand. 11 I simply cannot 

understand," she said, brushing back her wispy hair impatiently from her 

forehead, "how you can dawdle soJ" She looked untidy and harrassed al­

ready. But she was one of those busy women. When she moved, there was 

always a little jiggle of flesh, her skirts swished, her heels clicked, 

so that there always seemed to be a great deal going on about her. 

The grandmother seemed to be ignoring them both, going about 

muttering to herself, but then she turned, rocking dangerously, to 

the little boy, and said shrewdly, "Eh, then, you've got your stomach 

made up in knots?" nodding at the bowl. 

His rigid littlebodywas quivering with pleasure. He set dawn his 

spoon. 

"Bless me, bless me -- " she clucked to herself. 11 Too excited, too 

excited for his porridge -- best to keep him here with me --" 

Wben he yelped as if he had been bitten, she shook herself all over, 

and the eyes she turned on him were dark and twinkling. '~hy, then, 

child, what will you have in the city?" She dropped her mouth open, 

her chin jiggling, incredulously. For a second she stopped her tongue, 

poising it on her tiny lower lip, and she darted a sharp look over at 

Ursula. Then she went ahead boldly, lifting her head, in a fit of un­

accustomed daring -- after all, it was a holiday~ she should say what 

she likedJ They went off to the city -- all right1 She turned her 

twinkling eyes on him. '~hy, you've been to the city bef ore! You don't 

r emember, eh? Your mama fetched you up to find you.r papa -- no, no," 
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she hurried to add, rapidly, surprised herself at her daring~ "~o, no, 

you won't remember, -- you were no bigger than that1" She pretended to 

strike off her round arm at the elbow, and shook it, chuckling, watch­

ing Ursula secretly, enjoying the wait to see what she would say to 

that1 

"Mother l" Ursula alrnost shrieked, raising ber hand to her face, 

shocked, as if she were warding. off the unclean thought from striking 

ber physically. "Mother, how can you say such thingsl" She gathered 

her skirt, her watch, ber distractions, about her, turned sharply, and 

cal led over her shoulder, "Henry, come at once l We shall miss the 

trainl" But she herself went upstairs. 

The grandmother shook and chuckled to herself, muttering, satisfied, 

ignoring the child who drooped his head, red with shame. ·He did not 

really understand why he felt ashamed, but he bad learned it. The grand­

mother muttered on to herself, slapping the lid down on the tea cannister 

for retribution, scolding the loaf of bread, indignantly facing the eggs, 

pointing her cruel bread knife at the beanpot, 11She thinks there can be 

babies without fathersl So pure: She thinks she came, may be, off the 

counter in the dime-store, like a little rubber bladderJ Well, I can 

tell ber better1" She snorted angrily. 11She thinks I picked her up, 

eh, blew a little wind and there, -- she st~ted screeching1 Well, may 

be I wish she hadl -- " Then she swooped down on the child, her face 

scarlet, and she squeezed and pinched him against her bosom, moaning, 

"Oh Beatrice, my Beatrice1 I 1d give them all to have you backl You 

had natural feelings, -- you were like a woman should bel" She hugged 

him as if she wanted her flesh to swallow him up, and she shook her 

head, groaning, "Oh, my soul~ MY soull A houseful of maidy daughters~ 

What if it happened out there in the haystack1 What if he left youl 
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You were natural, you gave me a child for my old age1" In the turmoil 

of her feelings, groaning for the hurt, the shame, the loss, she set him 

down, and she mopped the sweat from her hot, distorted face. She turned, 

an idea striking her, and full of the bitterness she had worked up against 

Ursula, she reached secretly behind the tea cannister for the pile of 

coins she kept there, the egg money. She grasped several and stood grim­

ly weighing them in her red fist, and then she let most of them loose, 

jingling back on the small pile. But three she kept, and she came to 

the boy who stared at her, amazed, and she put them into his hand. "Now 

my lovey," she said almost savagely, "You shall buy yourself a duck --

I know how you want a duck -- l've seen you over there to Peter Estey•s, 

staring at his! You want one, eh?" She looked at him shrewdly, grow-

ing calmer. 

Speechless, his eyes shining, he nodded with a queer staring look 

of unbelief. 

1'Well then, so you shall1" she said recklessly. Already it had 

become an adventure to her, fooling Ursula. She thought for a second, 

poising her tongue on her tiny lower lip, and then she told him, shaking 

him as if she could press it into him through his small shoulder, what 

he should do. Rapidly she urged him, "Tell your Aunt Clara you want to 

go to the market, tell her ! want you to go to the market. There~ they 

have a row of ducks the street long, going rackety rackety, -- you'll 

see 1" Then she told him quickly how in the city may be his Aunt Clara 

would take him to a little shop for hot chocolate, with a blob of cream 

and a bun as big as her red fist, and as she talked she soothed herself. 

When Ursula came in, her face set and stiff, the mother looked at 
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it, a little ashamed, to see if she had been crying, but she could not 

tell for the white powder sifting under her eyes. She stood by the door, 

sheepish, now, her anger quite passed, and as they walked hurriedly along 

the path by the clump of gooseberry bushes, she shook her white ar.m after 

them, happily nursing her secret, and she called, twinkling, "Give my 

love to Claral" 

Henry trotted after his aunt, but he was thinking of his duck, imagin­

ing it, and he didn't hear something she said to him. Sometimes he let 

his silver pieces roll in his hand, and then he clutched them tighter, 

his secretl 

While they waited in the station for the. train, and then as his 

aunt prodded him through the corridors, in search of a suitable carriage 

-- there must be no fat gentlemen with cigars, no babies screaming, no 

country women with lunches in a basket -- he thought half dreamily of 

the journey itself, though his stomach was bunched up in excitement, 

and he thought ecstatical~ of coming back with the duck in a box un­

der his arm. He hopped up unguardedly towards his aunt, too excited, 

but she had the time-table laid out in her lap, and was exclaiming ~hat 

Henry must remember to hang to her skirt, a.J.ong the street, but if he 

got lost he must go to the police immediately, speak to no one first 

and he pressed his nose back against the window, watching with great 

excitement the pigmy trees, the houses backed up against the track, with 

the laundry flapping like white ducks' feathers on the lines. 

The train was late. When it arrived, shortly after three, Clara 

had been growing annoyed for several minutes, and before she greeted 

her sister and her small nephew, she said that on such a ho~ day, they 
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had no idea what unpleasant sorts of people brushed by one, pe~spiring 

horridly. Then she gave her cheek to her sister, and stooped to let 

Henry press her hand. After that she warmed up, and soon she was chatter­

ing of her lesson, of the metronome ticking on Madame's piano, that quite 

put her off, only when she mentioned it, Madame had discovered that she 

did not understand the words, asked to have it repeated, and finally threw 

up her hands, dismissing it in a crescendo of Italian. She had discover­

ed, Clara said, since living in the city, that people often did not under­

stand what they did not wish to understand. ThenJ the parakeet, the 

green impudent bird, flopping from the curtain rod to the music rack, 

flapping its wings at herJ It could hardly be expected, she said in­

dignantly, that she could enter the spirit of I'1imi, in such a meleeJ 

The lesson had not gone well. Madame had criticised her breathing. 

11 0hJ 11 she said then, turning to her sister. 11 How is mother? And 

roy sisters ?" 

Henry followed along beside them, in an ecstasy of anticipation. 

He wanted to ask immediately about tœ market, with its row of ducks the 

street long, going rackety, racketyJ But his aunts talked at each other 

animatedly. 

Ursula said, 11You cannot imagineJ How shocked I was to discover 

the janitors have been sweeping without moving the desksJ You may be 

sure I pointed it out at onceJ" 

Just as Henry found his tongue to ask, Clara turned to her sister 

and began telling her about the music, the soul of the ci'y that flooded 

hers at night when she walked along the embankmant, listening to the 

water, gazing raptly into the lighted houses, thinking how cozy, but how 
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dull, they were, insensitive to the life, the art, that passed byl And 

she clasped her bands intensely, and cried out that only ~ -- she 

meant the free, lyrical, passionate buman voice -- she thought, a full 

contralto -- ohl she could not express herself1 

At last Henry tugged at his aunt's skirt, arrl they stopped to look 

at him, surprised, as if they had forgotten he was there. But he said, 

then, only that he needed to go to the bathroom. 

After that, they decided to ride on the ferry across the river. 

Henry liked that ver.y much, leaping up the gang-plank, leaning over the 

rail, making his head spin with the white bubbles churning at the pro­

pellor. He liked the smoke-stack's hollow mournful warning as it emitted 

its black clouds. He liked the gulls circling around the boat, swooping 

on the trail of bubbles and scum, and be thought of his duck again, some­

thing like the gulls. He was enjoying himself very much, and he was wait­

ing patiently. Aunt Clara, in a puff of pride over him, bought him a 

small-sized bag of popcorn. Too much, both the sisters agreed, would 

make him sick. Sometines his Aunt Clara would wind her arm around him 

and ask him if he was qui te, qui te happy. He nodded, am she smiled 

sadly, enigmatically, turning over in her mind telling her sister that 

she wished she, too, might drop ber wisdom am suffering -- the two 

were inseparable] -- for one moment of such joy, but she decided Ursula 

was too provincial to understand. She could not imagine. 

"Y ou cannot imagine! 11 she said intensely, clasping ber sis ter 1 s 

arm, "How I have suffered since coming to the city! I feel I am being 

sacrificed to my art -- yet, àrt alone can save me! Is it not strange~" 

she laughed mysteriously, deprecatingly, and she caught at ber throat 

with her well-gloved hand. 
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After they had ridden the ferry across the river, walked a little 

on the promenade -- Henry found that tiresome, they wouldn't let him go 

paddle in the water, and :œ was hungry, -- he let them take him back 

again. He ran around the deck a little more, climbing the ladder up and 

down, up and down. But the gulls tired him, now. He really wanted onlY 

his duck, and his hot chocolate and the bun as big as Grandma's fist. 

"Please," he said, as the ferry bllllpe1 i ts hu ge rope pads against 

the dock. He tugged his aunt's skirt, and she thought, Oh heavens! he 

vants the washroom againl But he said quickly, "Can I see the market? 

Grandma said I vas to see the market." 

"Of course!" Clara said, delighted. A look of fatigue, nearly bore­

dom, had begun to seep over her face. Ursula understood nothing, nothingJ 

A chance to please the small boy aroused :œr. "Certainly! We will go 

at once!" Besides, it would cost practically nothingl She was delighted 

with the suggestion. "Mother is a dear, an old dear! I have always 

loved her enormously," she confided to her sister. 

As ::oon as he be gan to smell the fish lying open on white counters, 

in a little narrov, cobbled street, he knew it was the market! His face 

lit up, he forgot l:e was hmgry, he listened intently for the sound he 

would know, in a moment -- the rackety rackety. There were funny little 

battered men crying 11Puppetsl Y..echanical toysl" all around him, but 

he shut his eyes to the siren-song, l i stening only for the rackety, rackety. 

There were long loaves of bread, cylinders of salami, bunches of grapes, 

dishes, dolls, little Japanese dresses hanging on strings, and carts in 

the street loaded with china cups. Soon now, soon now -- in his excite­

ment he pinched the three silver coins, making certain, but when he 
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loosened his grip, one slipped away! His Aunt Clara stooped at once 

after it. 

''Why! " she cried. "Wha t ' s this ?11 

He stared at the coin in a spasm of fear. "Grandma gave it to me," 

he admitted at last. He thought she would say he had done something 

wrong. 

"The idea!" Ursula exclaimed angrily. "I never heard of such a 

thing!" 

His Aunt Clara laughed gaily and dropped it back into his hand. 

It clinked against the others. The she waved ber sister's protesta 

aside, "If she wants to! --" They walked along together, exarnining the 

things spread out, the silks from India, the Japanese sandals, bamboo 

with ribbons, fans painted on rice-paper. Ursula grumbled a little, 

but Clara laughed at her, toying with the things as she passed. The 

city, her cityJ She was filled with love for it, for everything, for 

everybody, so alive, so breathing, so trembling! She felt, it was all 

in tune with her. She fairly danced along, ber skirt flitting gaily, 

her little hat bobbing on her glossy head • . She took Henry's hand 

warrnly. 

"Now, what will you buy?" she asked,pointing to things. She had 

almost talked him into a Y.exican serape -- she thought she had, draping 

it across his shoulder, not noticing he was protesting, stiff, --But 

thenJ she saw itJ She could not help itJ There it was! She nearly 

flew across the street, reacbed with a trembling, awed hand for it, 

held it incredulously in the air, showing it to them both, nodding 

regally at the shop-tender. The hat, the hat! Nothing but a band of 
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black velvet, and a filmy, golden feather! "I must, must have itl" 

she cried, te ars in her eyes. 11See '?" she bounced it in the air, trying 

it. The shop-keeper grew ecstatic, rubbing his hands. "Oh Henry, Henry 

love," she begged, stooping as if she meant to go on her knees in the 

street, 11 Henry, will you not buy this for your Aunt. Clara? Is that not 

what you want to do?" Her .·expressive, dark eyes hypnotized him, her 

voice wheedled, she was lovely, irresistible, she knew sbe was, in the 

spell of the hat! 

She unclenched his hand wi th coa:xing fingers and took out the money, 

giving it proudly to the shop-tender. There was very little change, so 

she slipped it into her pocket. Then proudly, half dreamily, she patted 

Henry 1s shoulder with one hand, and held the hat in the other. "You are 

so gallantJ You will grow up a little gentlemen, beautiful ladies will 

love youJ 11 she cried ecstatically. Turning to her sister, coaxingly, 

she said, "Mother probably meant me to have it, I am sure she sent it 

up to me. The boy never needed itJ" But them she stared wholly at the 

hat, again, in a kind of trance. 

Ursula said crossly, "That was far too dear for the hat. I should 

have bargained with that man. 11 

11UghJ 11 Clara waved her hand extravagantly. 

"But -- the ducks --" Henry mumbled. 

"WHAT?11 Ursula looked toward him absently. Then her face turned 

sharper, as she fixed her gaze on the hat. "I believe it is only a 

duck 1s feather dyed," she said. 
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The Coquette 

The shore curved quietly outward, like a dish that appeared at one 

point flat, and only showed its true shape when viewed as a whole. The 

young woman standing, with her mouth partly open looking at it, noticed 

this quality, and thought fleetingly that she would have to do something 

inoeramics with the idea. She bad a habit of standing with her mouth 

partly open, gazing at things. If there was anyone watching, she would 

look up, quite startled. 

11Delightfull 11 she said, turning to the old man who wai ted behind 

her. "1 shall love it herel" She breathed deeply, filling her small 

chest with the clean salt air. To do this, she stood on tiptoe, closing 

her eyes, and jutting her head forward. She must try to capture all this J 

She wished she had brought her work with ber, after alll Then she walked 

along after him, stopping constantly to gaze, saying each time, in sur­

prised delight, "Such peace! 11 

Since he carr~ed her suitcase which was very heavy, bulging, held 

together by canvas straps, and she had only a small wicker basket dangl­

ing from her arm, she could walk much more easily than he. She did not 

notice him stumble on the sandy path, as she moved lightly, her legs in 

a step free !rom her hips, and her full skirt 8Wingi~g with a little 

rustle around her. She had passed the man by soœ distance, when sbe 

asked, "Is it near here? Are we almost there?11 

When he did not answer she turned impatiently, and saw him still 

coming along. She noticed then that he leaned to one side, that one leg 

was shorter than the ether, and she was delighted by the hop it caused. 

She stood waiting for him, her impatience quite gone, the habitual look 

of surprise about her. 
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When he came up, she shortened ber step so that she would not leave 

him beh.ind again. "Is it far? I am so pleased! I shalllove itJ May 

I get a boat here?11 She pointed with all her arm, fair, but already a 

little flushed with the sun coming down on it. She let her body follow 

the arm un til she turned herself about in a circ le paralle,l to the bay. 

From here, the curve was sharper, accentuated by the cliff that had risen 

between them and the beach. Still, she could see the stones on the sand, 

and the straggling line of seaweed and pieces of debris, cork, driftwood, 

left at the tide-mark. Since the tide was low, down near the water the 

shore was covered with a mud film. Resting on this were the flat-bottom­

ed ooats, hitched to stakes driven into the sand. It was this that made 

ber think of it. But she did not stop her questions for him to answer 

any of them. "I shall lie all day in ùthe boatl I shall drift wherever 

the tide wishesJ Is it safe? I am sure it is very mild here. See1 

there are no waves." 

The water itself was gray in the sun. The sky t.oo was gray, though 

there were no clouds. The only motion apparent in the sea was the re­

flected gleams shifting on it. Sometimes gulls would fly low around the 

two of them as they walked, and then the girl held out her arm, crying 

that she wished she bad a crust of bread! 

The sand they walked on was hard, dried in the sun. The thick 

grass that spread over it, isolated pieces with two joints, like spider 1s 

legs, eut the bare parts of her feet inside her sandals. 

110hJ 11 She sat down, beckoning to him to sit with her. 11 Iet 1s rest 

a little! I am tiredJ Do you walk this far often?" 

He had learned already that she did not mean to have an answer to 
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her questions, and so he stood beside her without speaking. He did not 

put the suitcase down. 

"You have no idea," she said brightly, looking at him seriously, 

her hazel eyes unblinking as she turned her face to avoid the sun. There 

were a few frecklès already on her nose, but they were small, charming. 

"How much I wish I bad brought my workJ I meant to do nonel I came only 

to restJ But already ~ nerves are soothedJ I am always so disturbed 

in the city, so distracted! But here you have such peace, how I envy 

you:" 

Thenshe jumped up with surprising vivacity, and set off along the 

path, forget ting his lame, slow step. At the en:l ·of the pa th she saw 

a small bouse, with weathered shingles. The door was made out of two 

thick boards joined vertically. A rusted iron latch was the only orna­

œnt that bad ever touched them. She ran around to the back, and when 

she saw the small window coming out from the dried, shrunken shingles 

of the roof, she could scarely contain her delight, until he came to her. 

11I must have that roomJ" Her attitude was so insistant, and yet 

full of auch delighted astonishment, that no one could have been dis­

pleased with her. "l must have itl I shall simply ait there, hour 

after hour, and stare out of that windowJ The sea, the sea, how I love 

itJ Il 

She waited at one side while he opened the door, setting ber suit­

case on the flat stones that were the only decoration in the yard. She 

bobbed her head about, loo king he re:~ loo king the re. 11So simple J So 

natural:" she told him. She pointed to the flat shingles. "I would have 

planted a rose here, a rambler rosel But you are an artist: You are 



87 

quite right to leave it bare~" 

For the first time he spoke to her. "My wife -- she keeps a garden 

-- out there --11 He pointed for her, beside tœ bouse, and when she saw 

the grape arbor that lead into it, she gasped. 

11 Perfectl Yes, yes, you are an artist~" She ran over to the arbor, 

and came immedi ately back, carrying a bunch of grapes flat in her palrn 

so that she could admire them. She put one into her mouth, but spit it 

out at once. She dangled them by the stem in the sun, shaking her head 

over and over. 

Then when the door itself opened, she dropped them, startled, to 

gaze at the old woman who stood inside, and they popped on the stones. 

She thought she had never seen anyone so motherly in her lifel She 

sprang forward to embrace the woman, brushing her lips past one of her 

hard brown ears, sun-dried, the skin firm over the muscle. It reminded 

her of a flattened prune. She hugged her warmly, laughing in her de­

light, and she could feel the little roll of flesh under her dress, where 

the top of her corset came. It gave her auch an intimate, homely feel­

ingl She laid her head on the old woman•s shoulder for a second, sigh­

ing deeply. 

11You must forgive me 1" she insisted, as she stood back again, look­

ing, her face a little scorched from the sun, but so clean, so freshJ" I 

have fallen in love with you alreadyJ You and your husband are so alikeJ 

You are both artists, one can see thatJ Your faceJ One. can see you be­

long to each otherJ It is true, then, marriage turns two people into 

one J" 

She fiddled in the small basket on her arrn, but she took nothing 
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out of it, as she stood trere, looking at one, looking at the other, 

admiring ecstatically their ears, and the little round nuggets of their 

chins that reminded her of dried prunes. She sniffed, drawing into her 

chest the smell of clean fish, of salt air. 

11You must forgive mel" she begged, putting out her hands to both 

of them at once, shaking them with affectionate vigor. "I am Annette 

Gongo. I am so delighted, so pleased: 11 Then she drifted airily into · 

the room, stopping before a table to pick up and examine a pewter pot, 

moving to the window, leaving a smudge on the pane from her nose, and 

then she stopped in front of the grandfather's clock, bobbing her head 

in time to the brass pendulum. 11Charming1" she decided. 

"Nay 1 go ups tairs? May I have the room?" 

Having seen the staircase already, she flew up, very light on ber 

feet, almost like a bird, ber skirt lifting about her. The old woman 

followed her more slowly, and she rested ber chin on the railing while 

she waited. In the small room under a sloping ceiling, she found dust 

on the marble-topped bureau. She pushed her finger over it, making a 

little track. Then, noticing a picture of a small boy, she stooped, 

sitting on her feet, putting her face level with it, so that it seemed 

to her to be returning her gaze. Charming: She liked the freckles, 

the straight, unruly hair, the upper front teeth with a space between 

them. She felt suddenly that she loved him, that she knew him welll 

11Who is he ?11 she asked, the question intensely important. 

"He was our son," the woman told her, not stopping as she laid 

out towels on the wash-stand by the bed, and dusted over the .top of the 

bedstead. Sbe smoothed the spread, now faded to a musty cream, but it 
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did no good because Annette flung herself onto it, lifting her feet in 

the air, stretching her arma a little wildly. 

11 He is so alive in the picture! I feel as though I knew him1" 

"He is gone to California," the old woman said. 11 He has children 

of his own now, older than that." 

11 0h! 11 Annette cried. "Oh, how can you bear itJ There is nothing 

lasting in this life J" She then sank into the pillow. It had been such 

a long tiJne since she slept on a feather bed. How it soothed ber! She 

looked at the marble wash-stand, at the porcelain bowl full of small 

cracks in the glaze, at the pitcher with etched roses patterned on it, 

the broken spout. She had not known that people still used such thingsJ 

It was charming, charmingl How it soothed herl "I shall sleep for a 

little, I think," she decided, folding her arms across her face. It 

was only a minute after she said it until she was really asleep. 

As the days passed, she found how delightful it was to eat poached 

eggs every morning at the same tirne! She would sit chattering over cups 

of black coffee, thinking that she was listening to the .old woman 's 

philosophy of life, while she did her work bef ore the morning sun had 

grown too hot. Annette would sit, sometimes, just staring, astonished 

at auch peace. Then she would spring up, and go walking along the beach 

by herself• her hair tied up in a scarf, her skirt swinging freely about 

her legs. Sometimes she would stoop to pick up shells, wishing, fleet­

ingly, that she had brought ber work, so that she could catch their 

graceJ 

It was when she ran into the storm one af ternoon and stood gazing 

at the sea that she decided ceramics was too static a form. Just like 
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that, it came to herl An inspiration! She musttake up painting. After 

that she teased the old man until he took ber out into the shed, and she 

stood, her face propped in her hands, watching his skill with the jig­

saw, the plane, as he made her a pallet. When she had it, she dashed 

out with it, hardly waiting to thank hlm, and ran to the store to buy 

herself sorne paints. She set up her easel among the flat-bottomed boats, 

sitting on the edge of one, her feet bare, the warm mud oozing up be­

tween her toes, and the water slapping at the boat mildly. She could 

see from hema shack on the wharf, where a young fisherman sat cross­

legged before a pile of clams, opening them with his knife. She stared 

at him, forgetting her work as his easy rhythm fascinated her. She 

could not take ber eyes off himl At once she saw that this was life. 

Every day now she came down here, forgetting the walks, forgetting 

the morning coffee and talk of the old woman. It had grown tiresome to 

her, so placid, how could one bear it! Here she felt the vigor, the mo­

tion of life! Here, among the clams, the fishing boats, the nets spread 

out in the sun to dry, she could see that one should live simply, natur­

ally, the controlling tide, the elements ••• ! She became ecstatic! 

Sometime children would run up to her, asking her aboutWhat she was do­

ing, admiring the colors on her pallet. She had difficulty with the 

strokes, but she felt that she was learning. 

She bought a few oysters from the fisherman, meaning to have them 

for her lunch. He opened them solemnly, handing them to her in the deep 

brown pit of his hand, and she could scarcely pick them up for sorne 

reason, as they slipped in her small fingers, and she dug them out of 

the salt brine. His hand was almost like a bowl l Fascinating, fascinat-
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ingl She squealed in delight. 

"I should like to paint youl" she told him. 11You have such hands, 

so natural, so simplel You must forgive mel I am Annette Gongo, I am 

an artist. 11 She held out her hand to him. 

Now the poached egg existence seemed very flat, and before that, 

the era of wine at noon, far away, so bohemian, so untruel She saw 

that just life as it came was what really mattered. She felt that there 

was a controlling destiny in her life, just like a tide in the seal 

Later, she did not even bother to wait for the old man at all, and 

he stumbled with his uneven hop along the path while she ran, free as 

a bird, picking up her feet, delighted with the sun, her brown arros, the 

sand hot at the soles of her feetl She had packed away the sandalsl 

At the door to the shack she rapped with such delight, her mouth 

a little open, her charming nose sniffing out the cornbined smells of 

clams, the salt-air, the low-tide mud. She looked about at the wharf, 

at the high spindling posts that held it over the water, the green moss 

at their bases dotted with barnacles. She did not for a moment see that 

the young fisherman had already opened the door. "Oh, Tom!" she said, 

a cloud crossing her face, as she fumbled in her small wicker basket. 

11I am out of money~ Have you some'? I must give him something, he has 

been so good to mel Well, never mindl" Instead she stood on tiptoe 

and put her arros around the old man's neck, after he had set down her 

suitcase. Then she kissed him on the mouth. "You have been so good 

to me, you two~ I shall never forget you, neverl 11 Then, as he went away, 

walting unevenly, Tom took up her suitcase, bulging under the canvas 

strap. She stood on the wharf, filling her chest with the air, for a 
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moment. She must try to capture all thisl She was filled with such 

energy, such enthusiasml 
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A \ioman 1 s Tale 

From the lower barn on the Tyler property, a young man set out alone, 

going down the road. He did not follow it far, before he turned off in­

to another, hardcy more than parallel tracks liiapt open by farm-machinery 

and the milk-truck passing along it daily. The farm to 'Which it led was 

back sorne distance from the hill-road itself. The buildings were not 

prepossessing, though it was a good frame of a house. All the wood-work 

badly needed painting, sorne shingles were miss~ along the north side 

where the worst of the winds lashed it. Machinery stood in the yard, 

heaven only sheltered it, and badly. There was a sag in the barn roof. 

Vines left from another tenancy shambled about the bleak porch, pro­

truding from two sidas of the house. 

The young man looked around for signa of life. He was sorne minutes 

discovering anyone. 

Hhen he hit on the figure in the milkhouse doorway, bristling, 

silently glaring at him, he started. 

"Oh! I thought • • • I was looking Is he here? 11 To his shame, 

the color rose in his face. 

She turned her back on him, only grunting Uh-huh, and took up again 

the milk-can she had been worl<:ing on. 

Unsatisfied, œ did not go. Shyness and indignation upset him as 

she ignored h:im, going on working joylessly. Disli.ke tautened his senses, 

so that the crash of the milk pail on the stone slab seemed ominous. 

And the rag, wilting as she wrung it, slapped brutalzy' at tœ pail. 

Finally, sick of his presence, she hurled an impatient nod toward 

one of the buildings. Viciouszy she said nrn the barn -- you can go 

around, if you want to --" 
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He turned on his heel, stubbornly, fiercely. 

Why can 't he stay to home, the woman blamed him sulkily. She 

stood, chewing at her thumb, brooding, savage, scared. As he dis­

appeared behind a building, she sai.d cursing, 11 I hope he don' t make 

trouble, -- get Joe all worked up, and ma with enough on rrry mind --11 

She picked an the milk-can she had been scrubbing, sloshed the water 

around it viciously, grunting. 

Angry voices brewed in the barn. 

11Listen -- 11 The surly, bull-necked man drove his anger harder 

as he talked, whipping himself up, snarling like a savage dog. "You 

don 't want me to cozœ around here with those tales. You get off 'n œy 

land, if that's the w~ you're gonna talk. You want that rake, you 

give me fi' dollars for it." 

He had a hot temper. The young man's silence, his contemptuous 

stare, maddened him. Writhing, blinded by rage, he seized a pitch­

fork, swung flailing. He writhed as if a buge snake had him in it.s 

coils. 

"You can get on out of here," he hissed. 

"That rake is mine." 

"God •••• damn ..... " the man howled, sobbing.· 

"You give i t back --" 

Choked, the man howled as if a hammer mashed his thumb. 

Contempt and righteous indignation leapt like lightening through 

the young man's body. They tensed to hurl themselves on one another. 

Only a greasy, slick little man who had been waiting nervously off to 

one side, effacing himself up to this point, prevented tœm. Now he 
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sidled up to Joe and took his arm loosely, joshing him, scared himself. 

11Hey!" he cried, preteming to joke, his eyes scared glassy, darting. 

He looked rea dy to spring back himself, or turn on tl'E boy, - go wherever 

safety lay. Still, œ did cry, "Take it easy, Joe! He's just a kid!" 

He turned on the visitor, half snarling, half placating him. "You 

better get out of here --11 He showed his teeth, seeming amiable, truly 

vicious. 

Not from fe ar did the young man go. Only, suddenly, tœ who le thing 

soured for him. The air around that man seemed foul, the sight of him 

intolerable to decent eyes. So, loftily, proudly, the young man left. 

His rage blazed, silent, frozen in him, unsatisfied. 

Joe 1s anger, crooning, hurled itself at his back. At the door, white 

sunlight pricked his eyes. "Damn fool ••• damn fool •••• I ever see him 

here again, l'Il nail him to the barn •••• 11 

The young man staggered, sobbing dryly. As ii' his blood had turned 

to buttermilk, it shot thickly at his mind, sank clabbered, cold with 

loathing, along his veins. For a long time, his thoughts goaded hiro, 

as he tramped along the stony road. 

Even after a while, when the rage bad settled somewhat, fitful vio­

lence still racked him, like gusts of wind, prolonging the storm's sub­

siding, shaking a beaten tree. 

Here, a wooden shed turned black as tar stood derelict in an empty 

field. Light gaped through the rotting timbers. A choir of crows 

strung on a ruined oak screamed bitterly as he passed, disturbing the 

peace. The sunlight glittered in the bleak fields. When he passed 

under white birches, their shsdows trespassed like hope on the bare 
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road, echoing his despair. 

Sick with worry, Mrs. Tyler lurked by the window, watching her son. 

As soon as she caught sight of him, she shut her eyes, as if it blinded 

her. 

"Thank God, thank God --" 

She stood still, her head bowed, her face laid on one broad hand, 

and shuddered. 

But when he came across the porch, still aching, her face changed, 

grew deeply, warmly troubled. She met him at the step, turned, round­

ing with him, and stopped face to face with him opposite the kitchen 

table. 

"Let it be, Burton, let it be," she begged, coming into a passion 

herself. "I hate this trouble between neighbors~" 

"Neighbors ~ n 

~Jhat is it all about? An old rake, that's likely no use anyways, --" 

"After the time he 's had it, no~" 

"Oh, Burton, let it gol I don't like it •••• " Her weary grey face 

strained at her emotion. 

But he set his face, glaring angrily, painfully at her. Neither 

of them really supposed they were angry at one another, though conscious­

ly they half pretended so, giving themselves a scapegoat for their feelings. 

"He stole that rake. He 1s no better than a thief. He ought to be 

in jail. We've let him treat us this way long enough." 

''What is oœ to do?" As she despaired, she grew more gentle. 

"I won't stand it any l onger." His passi on, also despairing, rose 
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again as hers fell. 

"Never mind it, Burton." She watched him closely. Somewhat 

bitterly, she said, "I've had to stand for these things, far longer 

than you." 

"But it's not fair. It's not fair," he protested angrily. 

She turned on him warmly, crying, "FairJ Why, nothing's fair, 

loveJ Did you think it was?" Her tone was bantering, a little scorn-

ing him. 1'We should not have made things so, eh, -- you and I?" 

His face worked so bitterly that she was shamed. But she could 

not help him. 

He turned to go away darkly. His suffering blazed through him, dark, 

unbearable. He spent a little of it, threatening - as if he threatened 

her, "Let him set one foot on our land, and 1 111 kill him." 
• 

110hJ" she cried, putting her band crossly to her heart, feeling 

it whack ~r chest. She thought, It was unfair of him, to cause her 
• 

such anguish. 

When he had gone, ber head ached, her steps were heavy as she went 

on about her work. She moved the dishes clumsily from the sideboard to 

the table, twice piled them incorrectly, and hardly noticed that. She 

moved again to the window, where she stood, watching the slow clouds bear 

their burden of rain toward the most distant of the hills. Nearby, in 

their pastures, scrawny cows grased over t~~ rough stubble left from hay-

ing, and pigeons fluttered up, before they settled on the ridgepole of 

the barn. From the bay window in the kitchen, only part of tœ barns 

were visible. For the rest, the pastures fanned out, coming quickly to 

the hills. 
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Soon she heard Rose slip out of t~~ pantry by the back way, go 

cautiously, timidly, up the back stairs. Just at first, feeling 

malicious, Mrs. Tyler went toward the lower landing, tempted to call 

out. Her mouth shut tightly, she grumbled in her throat. 

Gone to comfort him, she thought acidly. 

But immediately, sighing, she moved back inside. It was not for 

her to interfere, she scôlded herself. And yet she was rather out of 

sorts for a long tirne, so that when Robert came in she spoke sharply. 

She found fault with his muddy boots, even his cheery whistling upset 

her. Eut with hirn those things went right on by. She heard herself 

scolding thin air, and began to feel ashamed. Soon her ill feeling 

had evaporated, though she continued acting cross sorne while longer, 

to taper off. 

By the time the family collected again in the kitchen, her spirits 

had risen. Now everything around ber seerned to rejoice. The kitchen 

was hot, delightful to them as they came in separately. The wind was 

biting now, since the sun had dropped. And upstairs, where there was 

no heat, the small, untidy, sloping roorns were always chilly, this time 

of year. Mrs. Tyler had the kettle on the front of the black iron stove, 

the stearn joining with the smoke leaking out. Above it, the cracked, 

gri~ ceiling blistered. Though the room was large, it had a cluttered 

look. A number of bottles stood about on the shelf, and on the floor 

a buge preserving kettle. On the table were several piles of clean wash, 

waiting for ironing. And the pile of wood by the stove had collapsed, 

dust and splinters spewing around. The stove-pipe, going half across 

the room, was scorched, misshapen, hung on thin strands of wire from the 
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ceiling. 

Now ~xs. Tyler greeted them, glowing. She and Burton mirrored 

one another in their faces, meeting, opposite, the same bright look 

of penitence and joy. She gave a smile of peace to Rose, and spoke 

kindly. Though ber emnity bad been her secret, all the saroe she made her 

amenda public. 

Everybody felt the tide of joyfulness pass through the kitchen. 

For a while they talked and laughed particularly brightly, having been 

touched byit. 

And even after it sank into a general drowsiness that came over the 

room, still no discord marred it. All the sounds issuing from the room 

were somnolent, comfortable. Without voices the silence was broken, by 

the occasional scraping of a chair, the heavy tread of Mrs. Tyler 1s feet 

as she moved about, Burton, turning the pages of a book. And inter­

mittently, in dreams the old dog snorted wispily. 

Once the dog's ribs shivered in a flux of tremors. In his sleep 

he lurched sideways, wheezing, at imaginar,y rabbits. When his shivers 

grew too violent, Burton nudged him gently, arxl softly spoke his name, 

to ease him. 

From time to time ~œs. Tyler, dozing in her chair, started groggily. 

And after a while, sleepily, Robert looked over Burton's shoulder, 

where he was lying on the rug in front of the stove. Burton had the 

grating open a crack, staring in at the red glowing wood. He poked at 

it now and then to send sparks flying up, so that he could watch them 

turn into white papery ashes and drift back onto the wood, covering it 

like first snow. Ris book was open between his elbows, but mostly he 

was dreaming, staring into the fire. Robert kneeled beside his brother. 
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"I can't read Burton's book," he called over his shoulder to his 

mother. "What•s that.say, Burton?11 he asked, interestedly. 

"It's Latin." 

"Latin? You got to do lessons? In vacation? Then l'rn never go-

ing off to collegel" 

~ell, -no. I was just reading." 

"Reading Latin1" 

His mother, sitting in the rocking chair with her needles moving 

clumsily, laughed. "He must be in love with his Latin teacher." 

sœ had been joking, but Burton flushed to his ears and paid close 

attention to his book for the next few minutes. Rose glowered at Mrs. 

Tyler. When Rose knew from the wry mouth that Mrs. Tyler was aware of 

ber, she set her teased face stubbornly, though she flushed. But Burton 

shut the book and stared only into the fire. The mother, handling her 

knitting clumsily in ber lap, watched them closely, and she shook her 

head, her oouth moving in a warm smile. Her hands were work-broken, 

large, brown bands. 

Soon Burton got to his feet. When he met her glanee, he flushed 

again, and turned aside. "l guess it's time to start cheres," he said. 

111 guess it is." 

The grey night crept over their figures as the young men crossed 

the yard, going dawn to the barn. Already a faint star blinked lidless­

ly, cold as the eye of a fish. 
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Another afternoon during the vacation, the house was very quiet, 

seeming emptied. Only Rose was about in the kitchen. A bolt of sun 

fanned out across the linoleum by her knees, as she, leaning her elbows 

on the sill, kneeled on the floor at the window, dreaming. 

When she beard a step, she turned to see who came. The sun, and 

the impress of her palms on her cheeks, had flushed her face. A bright­

ness hovered about her, her eyes still distant, dreaming, as she first 

lifted her face to the door. 

"Oh!" Seeing Burton, she started, blushing still deeper. 

"Hello. Aleyou alone?11 

11Your mother 1s resting." 

"Oh, is she ?11 he asked idly, coming to stand beside her. He rested 

one shoulder, lightly, on the 'Wi.ndow frame, half turning to her idly. 

He took the direction of her eyes to gaze with her, at the rising pas­

ture. Now she studied it most diligentl7. She held herself tightly, 

feeling her flush fall, consciously, through all ber body, in terror 

lest he see i t. 

With his finger he tapped the glass, pointing at the brilliant 

banks of sunlight. A whi teness too intense hurt her eyes and forced her 

to wi thdraw U.em from the hill. She was hard put where to look. Now 

there was a light come in she had not seen bef ore. All the room seemed 

to mirror him, and· if she looked down, she only saw joy, falling at her 

feet, like sunlight. 

He stood with his hands in his pockets, quietly, until he shifted 

restlessly at last. 

"I think I 111 go for a walk. Will you come ?11 
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"Oh 1 ... Where are you going?" 

"Oh •••• only on the hill --" 

She stayed quite still, feeling the joy lap over her. But she did 

not say anything about i t. 

In a minute he had to ask again, "Well -- do you want to?" 

"Oh! no," she said -who knows why sbe said it. No sooner had he 

gone, than she began to suffer for it, torturing herself, thinking of 

going after, and still hesitating, lingering, - thinking wishful~ of 

his coming back a second time •••• she pricked her ears, waiting 

the silence entombed her. Feeling as if the floor had turned to ice 

below here, still she stayed on her knees, shivering, berating herself, 

unforgiving. 

Even when he had gone for sorne weeks from the farm, still she flayed 

herself, burning to think of her foolishness,that time. Often and often 

she thought of it, torturing herselt by imagining, alongside of it, a 

different ending to that story, if she had just risen from her knees, 

just said, Oh, yes, and gone along .... 

In winter the house seemed heavy, grey, depleted. Since he had 

gone so far from her~,Burton seemed past their imagining. Their under-

standing fell short, so that when they tried to imagine him, they could 

not, really, 

Yet there were letters, in which he spoke of classes and of friends, 
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of work, always of work. Sometirnes he sounded homesick for the farm. 

Sometimes there were long lapses, in which he did not write at all. 

"He never writes of any girl," Mrs. Tyler remarked, one evening. 

Nobody answered her, though from their faces, doubtless they were 

thinking. 

"I wonder if that's because he's got one, or because he hasn't, 11 

she said, and smiled a little to herself, thinking of her son. 

The scorched photographs hanging above the white wainscoting on the 

bedroom wall arrested Mrs. Tyler as she prepared for bed. She stood on 

the round braided rug beside her bed, unfastening her blouse, shaking 

loose her hair, and as she looked about at the old family likenesses, 

she paused at the one of herself. There she was slender, carried a 

red silk parasol. How the boys used to smile, to think of their mother 

with a red silk parasoll Well, she never will carry another, she thought 

then, her rather grim humor coming up in her mind, - Unless it rains, 

and I get a black umbrella for my bul-ying dayl 

Her bedroom wa.s very dainty, set about with a slender-spined rock­

ing chair, her glowing lavender dishes, dimity curtains starched, 

bouffant. On the first shelf of her washstand, she kept a rose washbowl, 

on the second, ber Bible. But there was nothing incongruous about the 

large, strong-boned woman, there among her dainty things. There was in 

her also a strain ·Of deep quiet, of rare sweetness. She knelt beside 

her bed to say her prayers. 
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Mrs. Tyler pulled the sheets down from the line, dropping the clothes-

pins into a basket on the porch. The sheets flapped a little, in the 

breeze, and the cat arched itself about ber thick feet, weaving by her 

ankles in the sunlight. She tested a corner of one of the blankets she 

had hung out to air. It was too œavy for œ r to carry in. Rose would 

have to do it. She shook it out a little, where it was wrinkled. It 

srnelled still of moth-balls. She bad got to have them packed up, for 

Burton to take back to college ~th him. She sighed, going back into 

ber kitchen. For a moment, the glare of the sunlight blinded her, and 

she stood, blinking, in the door, seeing the room all dark. 

She carried her washing into the ki tchen, dumping i t in a heap on 

the round table, and proceeded to sortit out. Sometimes . she raised a 

piece to her nose, crumpling it against ber face. lt was still warm, 

with the sweet smell of sun-dried elath. She folded up each piece, smooth-

ing it under ber cracked, heavy bands. When she bad a pile of sheets, 

she carried them into ber bedroom and put them pp in the drawer, handling 

them as carefully as if it was her life she laid away. 

"Don't you lift those, Mother T.ylerJ" Rose called, half scolding. 

"l'll get to that in a minute." 

She said crossly, "You 1ll have me good for nothing, long before ~ 

timel" 

Rose laughed, leaning across the ironing board, resting the black 

flatiron on a crease in Burton's shirt. 

Out in the fields, the men were haying. 

"High noon, chow time." Hank stopped working, jabbed his pitchfork 

into the hay. 
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Bob, a forkful reached up to him, stared for a second, then be 

dropped it at his feet. Fi:l stuck his fork in the ground.. The single 

thrust of hay, beside it, looked meager. 

Hank, pushing his kpees against the board sides of the wagon, at 

the back where it was still empty, felt the blood throbbing at his knee­

caps!l' He stood, leaning on his pitchfo:rk. The blood knocked at his 

temples. He panted as œ stood up there, sweat dropping across his face. 

Burton, looking up, caught the beat in his face, coming off the sun 

like blades, piercing into his eyes. 

"Look out below!" Hank sang out. 

The two young men looked up, seeing him leap from the wagon, land 

squat ting. Fi:l stretched his arms, twisting the bones of his shoulders 

in their sockets, lifting them up, and then he folded his arms behind 

his neck, yawning all across his face. 

"Hot enough, eh, Burton?11 fu yawned again, creasing up his cheeks 

against his eyes, am the muscles swelled in his shoulders as he pressed 

his neck back against his locked bands. "Got nothin' to fear when ya 

die, Bob," :œ said easily. "Cain't get no hotter than this is." 

The two young men laughed. 

Bob listened seriously, concentrating. He admired the great beat. 

He made a mild, diagonal nod, to be agreeable. Then, as he considered 

sorne more, he believed he had located the source of the beat, and he be­

gan to stare up at tœ sun, as if he had just realized it was tœre. & 

stood, watching the sun drop prickles across his face. 

Hank grinned. He lay himself down on the ground, next to Burton's 

pitchfork, up against the wagon. He began to play with the prongs of 
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the fork, and he laughed, watching Bob take in the fact of the sun1 s heat. 

His chest, his face, glistened with fresh sweat. A smell 

came off his body, J.ike steam. He lay on his back, and scratched 

his head against the ground, once. He plucked a blade of grass, 

moved his mouth around it a bit, arxi then spat it out. 11Lawd god 

amighty, but it 1 s hot." 

Burton watched his brother pull off his dripping shirt. 

When he had finished, the two young men smiled at one another, and 

Robert leaned .across to cuff his brother lightly on the back, be­

cause it was good to have him there. 

Robert took up one of the flasks of cold water, shook it 

by his ear, and drank a little. The flask lofas half empty already. 

The water tasted of earth. Then he handed the flask to his brother, 

but Burton shook his head, and Robert put it back baside the wagon. 

"Come on, Bob!" 

Bob stared at them, wal.ting patiently for this sound to 

come back to him, passed through the cottoqy process of thought. 

When it came at last, he took it humbly, as lf it was a miracle, 

- that was his name! Slowly, he began to grin, until it spread 

over his face, from ear to ear, creasing even the white patch of 

skin above his lef't ear. Then he sat on the ground, resting his 

bac.k against the wagon. 

The horses twitched a little, standing patiently in harness. 

"Whoa on!" Hank warned, lazily, sending his voice back over 

his shoulder. He knew they weren 1 t going anywhere. 

The two young men a te silently. Now and then, one of them 
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flapped at his ears, shooing off !lies. 

Bob chewed careful~. He thought about his meat, he 

pondered his bread. Each time his jaw cracked, he listened to it, 

concentrating, waiting to see if it would turn out to mean aeything. 

His body went on working, and he grinned, mildly, sometimes, at 

the other three men, and saneti.roes, 'When a sound disappointed h:iJn, 

he shook his head. All sound seemed to him a miracle. He never 

could get over 1.t, that noise turned out to signify something. But 

his body worked on and on, steadily1 though his mirrl was busy with 

thinking. 

11Some job, eh?11 Hank sa id lazily. 

111 guess so!" 

"Rey, Bob?" Hank grinned. He watched him take that in, shuff'l­

ing it through his mind, and he laughed. To him, everything was 

a joke. He thought lite was a huge joke, and he leaned back and 

laughed again. 

Hank measured the ~rork with hia eyes, squinting off across the 

fields. nAin 1 t so bad," he sa id. 11Finish up this field todsy, may be. n 

Burton measured the fields for himself', stiffening at the hired 

hand' s tone. 

11Sure, 11 Hank said, looking again. He turned again, lazily, 

and called past his ahoulder, 11Whoa there, whoa there, ya - " He 

reached nia hand under his pants, scratching himself seriously. 

Blissfully ne ~ooked out, into the clouds. 

The four of them were sitting close together to fit into the 

sm.all space of dark ground behind the wagon where the sun was blocked 
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from them. The sweet, fresh smell of the haJr rose from behind. 

The herses dropped dung. The men, eating their food, listened to 

it seriously. The smell from the dung cama back pleasant, ripe. 

Ail through the fields, the flJ.es buzzed, an:l oirds <llpped into 

the freshly eut hay, lying out tc dry in the sun. 

11 It 1 s been good, here, this swmner,n Burton said, dreamily, 

lulled by everythiJ'€ around. 

Robert grinned back at him lazi.:cy. He had no need to say 

anything. 

11Somehow, I hate to go •••• " 

The two brothers rolled over onto their stomachs, smiling at 

one a nother. 

After a while, Robert said with satisfaction, thinking of their 

work, 11Everything is going weil." 

Burton kept still, thinking. 

11Remember that su.mmer when i.t rained, i.n the middle of haying?" 

Robert said cheerfully. 

11 I remember. The sky went so black, I thought the sun had gone 

fore ver Il .... 
11 And everybody 1 s hay, around, was ruined! I remember ours L" 

Hank broke in. ''When was ihat?" 

rtThr ee, four years ago?" Robert turned to Burton. 

"Five." 

11Was i.t so long?" Robert asked, incredulously. "I' li never 

forget that winter." 

"Nor will I •11 
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Hank spat out a piece of rind. Bob scratched above his ear, 

losing a good many sound.s, chasing humb~ a.fter others. 

"Hey, Bob, what say?" Hank asked sometimes, lazi.ly, and then 

he spat out laughter. He bad the sleepiest ayes, so beautiful. 

In a little while they got up, started to work again. Hank 

stood for a moment in the sun, a dm ir mg the rise of his muscles 

under his shining skin. His back, his chest, glistened, polished 

with sweated oils. Then he climbed back up on the wagon, packing 

down the hay. 

The four of them worked steadi.ly, handing up hay, loading the 

wagon, shifting the horses every now and then. 

The sun struck their backs with sharp blades of heat, raking 

up the blood under the skin. The horses switched their tails, rais­

ing and clomping down again their heavy feet, shifting with illlper­

turbable pat~ence. There was a rhythm in the work, for the men, 

an even motion, done again and again, until their bodies learned 

it, let go their minds. They belonged to the work, unaware of the 

pain in their backs, their head.s buzzing, empty, their motions 

steady, unchanging. They baptized the work in sweat. 

When they ha d the wagon loaded high, thrusts of hay falling 

across the sidas, wisps drifting back to the ground, Hank started 

up the herses and they headed back toward the oarn. 

All the way across the fields, the orchard, the men holloed 

the horses, crying out oaths, encouragement, announclllg their com-· 

ing to the farmhouse, and when they were nearest to it, be.fore they 

began the slope dawn into the bar~ard, Robert waved toward the house. 
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Mrs. Tyler stcod in the bay window, watching the wagon come in from 

the hayfield. She could make out her sons, stretching lazily on top of 

the load, and she stopped her kneeding to look after them. She set her 

bowl down on the table, wiped her floury hands on her apron. let the 

sun stand up there by itself, a quarter hour, she said, looking up at 

it, glittering beyond the glass. Let the earth spin a few turns, with­

out rrry aid: sœ took a rest, lowering herselt into her rocking-chair' 

balancing first on a wicker arm that creaked under her weight. Her 

flash jogged a little, as she first settled into the chair, and then 

she crossed ber feet, crossed her arms, and rocked herself, looking out 

of the bay window into the pastures. 

As they came up to the board fence, Burton climbed dawn from the 

wagon, helped to get the horses into the barnyard, lashing at them to 

bring them round, straining at the harness. Robert managed the reins 

from the top. The mother closed her eyes, resting her head against the 

wicker roll at the back of her chair. She shook her head a little, as 

if it was too high a burden, all her thankfulness. As if she must give 

a little of it up to God, she moved her mouth in prayer. Those sons 

of hers made up for a great deal, she guessed they made up for everything. 

When Mrs. Tyler got her son•s letter, she opened it eagerly. She 

had to hold it close to her eyes to focus it, and then she moved it off 

a little, squinting, and still she shifted her head to get it right so 

she could see it. 

Rose, her handà soapy in the dishpan, took them out and pushed the 
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suds down from her wrist, lazily, dropping them into the sink. ~Jant 

I should read it to you, Mother Tyler?" 

"No, no no, that I don 1t," she said ·crossly. She didn 1t like anybody 

to take notice of her eyes going bad, or her lameness. She held the letter 

up in the air, toward the window, seeing the ink against the paper made 

transparent in the sun. "There. I guess I can read what Burton has to 

say, yet a while." She read it to herself, moving her lips, turning 

ter head slightly to follow the lines along the page. trwhy!" ste gave 

a small ejaculation, and she held the paper up again, scrutinizing it 

more carefully. 

1'What 1 s the matter, :t--lother Tyler?" Rose asked, dropping the soap 

suds she had been dawdling in, wiping ber hands across ber apron, as she 

came nearer. She left a dark -wet smear across her stomach. She came 

and stood behind the old woman 1 s chair, le aning her hand on the kr.ob of 

the back. She peered closer, her head next to the old -woman 1s ear, to 

re ad. 

11It looks like - it looks like - Burton 1 s gone and gotten married." 

11Harriedl" Rose took the letter from the old woman 1s hand, that 

had begun to shake a little. "Burton? - Married? Iet me see." She 

looked at the letter, three times. It was a very short letter, but she 

stood, in the bay window, holding the transparent paper to the sunlight, 

seeing only marks s-wimming on the page. Behinci the glass, the hill reached 

out, to the line of maple trees ab ove t:œ steep brown rocks. There were 

white cloud pui'fs, pushing on slowly across tœ bright sky. In the win­

dow, the geraniums bloorned in -wicker stands, and lianderlng Jew dropped 

to the linoleum. Flying back and forth across the porch, robins perched 
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on the c1othes-line, and the kittens dipped into the thick Morning Glory 

vine, growing about the 1attice. Rose 1ooked out, dazzling her eyes in 

the sunlight. As if she were a nun taking a vow, she thought, Now I 

will never marry. 

In the chair, the mother sat, rocking steadily, her bands clasped 

in rer broad lap. sœ rubbed her thwnb, over and over, across tœ gnarled 

brown knuckles of ber other band. 

When the men came in at five for their supper, the mother to1d them, 

11Burton's married." 

11Married ~ 11 They s tared at her incredulously. Robert, washing up, 

stopped with the towel gagging him, drops of water splashing down into 

his eyes, his ears. "\ibo has he married ?11 

"A woman teacher there," the mother said quietly. 

"No~ 11 Robert stared at rer, in consternation. Hank be gan to grin. 

Bob scratched the white patch of skin, the scar tissue, above his ear. 

"No," Robert said slow1y, reeting his n.other's eyes steadily. The 

two of them shared misery for a moment. "She must be an old womanl" 

"I guess she's not so old," Rose said, from ber place at the sink. 

11 1 imagine she 1s a very nice woman," the mother said quietly. 

Robert said nothing until he finished wiping his face, his neck, 

his bands. Then he hung the towel back up on the peg. He had made a 

grey patch spreading all across the center of the towel. Rose snatched 

the three men' s towels off the pegs and dunked them furiously in her pail 

of soapy water. She began to rub them rhythmical1y, furiously, standing 
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there rocking rerself wi th the energy she put into her work. 

Hank, grinning, 1eaned over next to hAr, his speech hot against 

ber cheek. ''What 1s eatin' you?" he said. "Ya'd think them towe1s had 

got to wipe the boly ghost. 11 He watched ber bite ber lip and grow red. 

Robert, across the room, said to his motller, both the ir faces grave, 

''What do you think he did that for?11 

"I expect he was lonely." 

"Y ou think so ?11 He swallowed deeply. 

"That•s a very lonely boy," she said. "And l'm afraid he a~ways 

will be." 

As they approached by the front walk, solemnly, between the rows 

of bushes, Rose cried, "They1re hereJ they're herel 11 She ran into the 

front parlor, overcome with shyness, and watched them secretly through 

a crack in the lowered shade. 

The front door was kept bolted, not so much to prevent anyone 

from entering by it, as to keep it from rattling in the wind. Agita­

tion slowed Mrs. Tyler as she worked at the bolt. One thought troubled 

her, even as she told herselt she was being foolish, - Why does he come 

in by the front door? --- He knows only strangers use it. On the front 

step,silently, they waited, so near she almost thought she beard them 

breathe. Her eager, clumsy bands put her out of patience. She cried 

gruffly, disgusted rdth herself, "RoseJ come see if you can't do this 

quickerl ~ old fingers are al1 thumbs - 11 

The girl came slowly, dragging her unwilling feet. By the time 
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she got there, Mrs. Tyler herself had the bolt undone. When the door 

was open, she faced even Burton for a second almost cautiously. He also 

seemed strange, ana was uncertain. The change in things took the place 

of time and made them, for .a moment, etrangers. But when he moved to 

come to ber, a little cry of joy broke from her mouth, and she put her 

arms freely around his neck and clung to him for a moment. Tears came 

into their eyes, so that they turned aside, ashamed. 

Gruffly, she said, •nNhat are you cr,ring for?" 

11You are crying too." 

"AmI? --- Ain't I foolish Il ••• 

They looked at one another again, the love that brimmed in their 

eyes startling them both. Then they turned quickly, shyly, to Burton's 

wife. 

For seconds that seemed to drag on far longer, they two faced one 

another on the stone steps, without speaking, the stranger humbly patient 

under Mrs. Tyler's close scrutiny. 

11So you are she, 11 Hrs. Tyler said quietly. 

"I'm afraid I disappoint you1 11 

The stranger's face took on a cast of anxiety, as she hovered on 

the step, moving her right elbow uncertainly, not knowing whether her 

hand was wanted for a greeting. 

"No. No," Mrs. Tyler said slowly, "I don't think of disappointment." 

As she stood, blocking the door, not lifting her arms from ber sides, 

the stranger darted her hand back painfully, ashamed of her offering. 

But the awkward motion caught the mother's eye. She was touched for the 

stranger. She reached to take the doubtful hand in both of hers and, 
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out of shame, began to chafe it. As she searched the waiting face, the 

mother smiled, but the younger woman let herself be read, without respond-

ing, though something almost like belligerance flickered through her eyes 

uneasily. Mrs. Tyler, seeing, more absently chafed the hand, wi thdraw-

ing a little. 

"Come in, come in," sha said at laat, rousing herself abruptly, 

ashamed. "I ought not keep you standing -- you_ IllllSt be cold, and tired, 

from your journey." Then, smiling more hospitably, she let go, and 

stepped back to make room. 

The stranger entered behind her young husband, her head lowered to 

avoid their eyes, though ahe tried to aeem only to be watching her step 

closely. The brothers, sharing the luggage, led her in through the 

house. As they passed by Rose half-hid in the corner, so that with the 
•i 

shadow and the buatle Burton missed her. "Where 1s Rose? Where 'a Hank? 

So you let Bob gol" Burton cried to his brother gladly, as they passed 

along the hall. 

Mrs. Tyler started after the others. Rose, in the lonely hall, 

stooped over the bolt to fasten tm door again. Only, the old woman 

remembered her, when she had gone a little way, and came back again. 

Coming silently, through the dark hall, she startled the girl by 

placing a hand on her shoulder lightly. Wanting to find some words of 

comfort, the old woman sighed heavily, but finding none, she only said 

at last, gently, removing her hand, ~ell --- Come when you feel you can." 

The girl lifted her face with thanks at the kindness, her eyes brimm-

ing tears. Neither did she say anything, though as the old woman 

left, the lonely hall filled up with understanding. 
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The bolt fastened, Rose stayed a little longer, looking out at the 

front yard. Now it seemed strangely empty, forbidding, as if, there be­

ing nothing now to wait for, it had closed in, the sky drawn down upon 

it. The windows, perpendicular baside the door, were very narrow, and 

what daylight entered, came in through shrubbery growing along the front 

of the house. The kitchen itself shone with white sunlight, coming in 

at an angle to strike across the ceiling. As someone moved before the 

window, shadows swam on the plaster. The ceiling was low, the angles 

uneven. The boards of the floor sagged, the whole floor sloped outward. 

In one place, the boards quivered to a foot-step. 

At the sight of a cat, coming out from under a chair, the stranger's 

set face eased a little. Forgetting herself, she stooped to hold out 

her arm invitingly, scratching at the pad of her thumb, entreating, "Here, 

puss-puss-puss-puss --" With her other hand, she clutched her purse, 

tightly, in her lap. 

The cat ignored her. The woman watched it cross the room, her face 

falling, disappointed, she watched it fold itself into a chair, the tail 

last, twined about its feet. Then it began to lick one paw, its tongue 

darting. The woman got to ber feet, feeling a host of eyes beseiging 

her. 

"!'rn so fond of catsJ" sœ said, flushing. 

When Burton came for her coat, she had sorne difficulty removing it 

because of her pocket-book. She had not thought to set it down, but, 

loosing first one arm, then handing the purse to berself, she managed 

to get free. Again, she felt a shower of eyes magnify her awkwardness. 

Moving to the bay window, she ad.mired the geranium leaves, dutifully, 
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blankly, As she looked back, suddenly, she caught the old woman's eyes 

on her, and turned pale. Thenshe moved on about the room, jerkily ad­

miring things, though she kept looking back, imploring the door to re­

turn her husband to her. When he did not come immediately, the silence 

dismayed her. She thought the clock, ticking ever louder, must soon 

explode. Turning to Mrs. Tyler, she gasped wretchedly, "What a view 

•••• from tœ win • • wind:owl •••• " 

Mrs. Tyler, leaning on the side-board, jarred the silver spoons 

in the ir tray, hardly able to speak for anguish. 

Burton had to come again, before the two women were rescued from 

one another. The intensity of their feelings had settled, like a lead 

weight, on their tongues. He took his wife upstairs, left his mother 

laying the table alone. 

Now that was wrong of me, Mrs. Tyler thought, distressed, as she 

worked about alone •••• Why didn 't I open my arms to har, why did I 

leave har so long to feel unwelcome? What will she thinlt of me? ••• 

The se thoughts troubled her, so tha t she kept coming back to them. 

-The room was grey and still. From outside, tremendous quiet 

billowed in, like a great white swan, harboring the room in its wings. 

Mrs. Tyler stopped to listen to it. She thought she was laying the 

table -- but sbe only put down the same fork twice, and took it up 

again, tbree times over. 

Mrs. Tyler looked bleak and even haggard to her son, when he came 

in the room again, this tiœ alone. Sha did not hear him. Working at 
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the stove, she stood with ber back to the door. Once, when she struck 

her wrist on the steaming kettle, she muttered sharply, but wènt on with 

what sœ was doing. Watching ber, for the first time Burton saw lx>w tœ 

years had chewed her up. He bad never seen a change in her before. A 

pang of love for her rose in him. But like a backwash to that wave, 

guilt followed, seeping over him. To dispel or bide it, he went over 

to the window, and as he did, the floor creaked loudly. 

"Hallo, it •s you!" sbe said, turning. "let me look at you." She 

put ber bands on ber hips, ber face changing, lighting, growing grave 

again. "You are a sight for sore eyes." Then, narrowing, thickly she 

added, "Thanks for asking us to your wedding." 

He reddened as if he had been stung. For sorne, long minutes she 

let him suffer, watching him narrowly. "Well, never mind," she said, 

sighing, at last. Politely, remembering her guest, she asked, "Was 

there everything upstairs she wanted?" 

"Oh, yes." 

"Good girl, good girl •••• Rose did everything." She passed ber 

hand across her forehead. "I don't go climbing stairs, now, more than 

I need. I'm not what I was, Burton, I'm not what I was. Well, well!" 

She broke off, rather harshly, shaking her head, as if she shook all that 

away for t:œ time being. "I mustn •t go on like that, must n With y.ou 

here, and it being a holiday ••• So she is a teacœr." She winked 

pleasantly, "I guess we 111 have to watch our aitches, eh?" Eagerly, 

rather shyly, she asked, "Did you tell her I taught school a year or 

so? No, no," she added quickly, "Don't! It was nothing in those days1 

-- only a little country school - Well ••• " 
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Since she seemed looking around for another job, he said anxious!y, 

"Can 1t you ait down, Mother?" 

"Yes, all right. 11 She seemed pleased that he had suggested it. 

11There 1s nothing left to do, real!y. Rose has taken care of everything. 

I don 1t know wha.t I'd do, without that girl. She 1s been a blessing --

I was ne ver sorry that we took her. 11 Sighing, comfortably, feeling free, 

she heaved through her sighing, 11I shall lose her, someday." fur eyes, 

narrowing, ruefully, she fixed on him, falling into a brown study. 111 

had thought sometimes •••• Weil! 11 Sre shook herself free aga in. 111 

mustn 1t talk like ~, now1 ~will; never dol Poor child -- Welll 

here she is, now! 11 Mrs. Tyler stopped short, smiling guiltily, hastily 

rising from her chair to greet Winifred as she came hesitating in. 

"Am I interrupting anything?" 

11NoJ Not at alll" Mrs. Tyler cried. 

Burton too sprang up, his face glowing, uneasily. 

11 Perhaps you 1d like to take·your wife for a look around, 11 Mrs. Tyler 

said, her voice glowing with hospitality, kindly, warmly. Still, the 

room had changed again, on Winifred 1 s coming in. Work came back, rid­

ing on her shoulders. "The supper 1 s not qui te ready -- and Robert 1 s not 

in, yet, from his milking --" 

Burton steered her off. Mrs. Tyler went back to work. She listened 

to them go, stooping, rerself, for a black of wood from the coal-hod be­

hind the stove. Then she took the round iron lid off the stoye, plunged 

in the wood, jabbed at the old charred pieces until they gave way under 

the new one. The new wood was slightly damp. She watched the fire steam 

a moment, before she replaced the lid. Only Rose, rattling the dishes 
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in the pantry, and tœ damp wood giving a loud hiss sometimes in the 

stove made any sound. 

When they returned together to the kitchen, Robert was there. Smil­

ing, shyly, he pulled a chair nearer the stove for Winifred, nodding 

politely to ber thanks, then turned to his brother, shi~ with pleasure. 

Now the stranger seemed happier, less ill at ease. The terrors had gone 

from the room. 111 can •t get over these plants of yoursl" she cried, 

admiringly, stooping âgain to sniff at them, though there was no blossom. 

Crossing vaguely toward her chair, she stopped again, to try her hand 

once more with the cat. "Here, kitty, kitty -- No, she won't come, will 

she -- cats are so independant! I am very fond of catsl" Tben she took 

her chair. Her glanee came always back to Burton and fluttered on him 

hopefully, but, before his family, she could not make him meet her eye. 

On the floor, ber large black pocket-book stood sentinel beside her 

chair. In her lap her fingers laced tightly into a ball. She smiled 

about, unflagging, all through the afternoon, until daylight shrank back 

from the corners of the kitchen, and the bloom had gone from everything. 

Mrs. Tyler said, "The night will be colder. 11 

The others turned to look with her, and as one they shivered. Now 

the distant bills made only a heavy bar of grey, fading mistily into the 

sky. Cold grey rocks loomed in the near pastures. A sudden whip of wind 

sent clouds lurching darkly across the horizon. As the night closed in, 

they turned back again to one another, and stirred the fire. 

The face of night rubbed blackly on the windows, seeming, as the 
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evening drained to its last dregs, and the last of the allotted wood 

settled in the stave, mo.;.:·e and more to bare its teeth. The room grew 

colder. Somewhere outside a strange dog bayed, circling under the.moon. 

They half imagined the sound to issue from the throat of the night itaelf. 

They sbrank back from it, as if the night, like a beggar, crazed, denied, 

hur1ed itself at the door. 

The dog howled nearer. From the direction of the barns, the sound 

of lowing cattle came. Tm two brothers looked at one anotœr, bath 

judging the noise. 

"Do you think that dog is worrying the cows?" 

"Shall I get a lantern and go see ?" 

11\vait, 1 111 go with you." 

While they lingered, the disturbance died. Then the silence seemed 

more ominous still, as if, having lost its voice, now the beggar loomed 

in stealth. 

Winifred, though she hugged tœ stave, still put her thin arms about 

herself, to choke the trembling shivers that attacked her. She kept 

turning to see what was behind, like a scared child, always hearing giant, 

pursuing steps •••• Now her eyes were glazed with weariness. She made 

of her yawns, when she felt anybody watching, queer, twisted smiles. 

Once she cried, terror riding in her voice. "How quiet it isl 

Deathly still! Not a human sound from anywhere!" She looked strange~ 

around the room, as if she struggled through a fog, and could not clear­

ly make out any landmarks. nDo you never find it lonesome here?" she 

asked, her smile a pale straining of ber narrow lips. 

"Oh, I guess we 're used to it," Mrs. Tyler · said pleasantly. 
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The stranger turned vaguely to see where that came from. On~ 

fright, darting by her eyes, distracted her. She had no more impression 

of Mrs. Tyler's face than if a hood had shrouded it. 

"I was never at one," Mrs. Tyler said, "F.ut I daresay a city can 

be lonesome too?" 

"No one knows ~ more than I!" their guest c:ded. 

So the hours dragged on. Still the fami~ clung to their places, 

as if to a life-raft. The icy air of the adjoining rooms lapped at the 

steve, freezing it, and the blackness hurled in shadows through the 

windows, like stones, At last the family drifted off, one by one, re­

luctant as if they went to be drowned. 

Orlly l'.trs. Tyler~ risen over the stove, absently went through the 

motions of warming ber bands, though even the embers now vere black. 

"Well -- I 111 see you again in the morning, God willing -- " To Winifred, 

particularly kindly, she said, "Goodnight, -- sleep vell - " 

Still Burton lingered, irresolutely, by the door. Seeing that, be­

fore she bad gone three steps, yawning, patting her mouth indulgently 

vith the broad back of her hand, Mrs. Tyler stopped. An odd smile broke 

crookedly across ber face, now became all tenderness. "Come and let Jœ 

kiss you •••• You are not too old for that yet, are you? No, no, not 

to o old," she sa id, her voice breaking. S he he ld him in ber arms, her 

cheek by his ear. While she stroked his head, his face burrowed at her 

shoulder. "A married man, a married man •••• 11 She shook her head, 

again and again, as if she thought there was sorne flaw in her, that she 

could not grasp it. "My son, a married man ••••• My little Burton ••••• " 

The floor creaked. Looking quickly round, as if they had been 
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caught at something shameful, they started guiltily on seeing Winifred 

left in the hall. Skulking nervously in the background, she perched on 

one. leg, like a frantic hen, hopping with the cold. All ber body seemed 

to knock, as if ber bones, like ber teeth, were chattering. Her anxiety 

was like a tame hen's, at their discovery of her. 

"I lost my way," she cried pitifully, her eyes starting out of her 

white face, gawping from one to another, desperately anxious, miserably 

cold. 

"Oh, I 'm sorry~" Mrs. Tyler clapped ber · hand to her mouth, abashed 

at ber thoughtlessness toward ber guest, casting in ber mind for sorne 

way to make amenda. 

"But how could youJ You've been up three timesJ" 

Wny, there's nothing there to be so angry atJ ••• Yœs. Tyler thought, 

withdrawing a little, feeling berself in the way, looking with growing 

concern from one to the other. 

Winifred shrank from his blazing face. "I always lose my way --" 

she said pi tifully. 

"But why do you?" 

''Wl'zy" do you get so worked up?" she cried. 

He only made an answer like a swallowed roar, burst by her, up the 

steps three at a time. On the halfway landing, he turned to say with 

agonized insistance, "Well - come on -- " 

Like asrivering little ghost she glided after. 

NeitP~r of them thought of the mother, sinking back, scorched at 

that blaze. From the upper landing she beard them at one another. As 

if she were trapped, she stood there, feeling the anger in their voices 
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like a hot tide lap and buffet round her, flooding all her senses. Then 

they passed along the landing, and she caught no more of it. 

Gone to ber room, she sat for some time, mulling these things over 

.... •••• aware only of the loud clock, and of her own chesty breathing 

hardly knowing what she thought •••• as if, out of a melting-pot of 

feelings, she could have picked any number, no one more compelling than 

a hundred others ••••• Until she spoke aloud, she did not know what 

she was going to lay it aside with, "If that is love, heaven be praised 

that I --- ah well, ah wellJ" A wry smile was wrung from her. 

Yet she sat, still a while, hearing the bouse grow quiet, her.wide 

capacious r.ands open in her lap. She held ber hands, cupped as if to 

receive a fresh portion of sorrow, from that night's work. Is it so ••• 

is it so? ••• she kept thinking, as she got up and moved about, taking 

off her clothes, laying them on the rocking chair, the shoes paired on 

the braided rug. She felt as if she had descended into a dark cellar, 

where was stored suffering, and loss, and disappointment. She closed 

the trap-door over her head, put out, her light. In the darkness, she 

sank on her knees by ber bed, but she did not feel like praying. 

long after there was no one left on the road, lwfrs. Tyler stood, 

silently, looking after. Robert st>.ared the last stone step with her. 

''Well, trey are gone. 11 

She clasped her hands to her chest, chafing them for warmth, hunch­

ing her old torn sweater to ber sides with her elbows. The two of tr~m 

stood for some longer, too cold at heart to turn away, though there was 



nothing now to meet their eyes. The wind was gone down, the clouds 

misting, became lost in the grey air. The line of hills lay before 

them, like a stone face, the land become an efi'igy of itself in the 
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bare winter morning. The mother stood, carefully, kneading at her flesh 

w1 th her fingers. 

"I think she is a good and decent woman, 11 she said, sadly, ''What 

it is so troubles me I hardly know --- I hardly know ---" 

As they tumed to go back in, Robert gave her his arm to help her 

mount the steps again. She leaned on him very heavily. All her strength 

seemed gone. Rer mind also was numb, ber vision fettered, as she passed 

back into tre house. Work must be done, she had too long already left 

it. Only she gripped Robert 1s arm, tightly, returning dazed into the 

grey, depleted house. 

one day when Mrs. Tyler was at the back door with a neighbor, a 

man came up the road toward them, visible for sorne minutes before œ 

was close enough to hail. While he came they waited, suspending their 

talk. The ne i ghbor held the screen door ajar. Mrs. Tyler herself 

stopped just inside, on the threshold, her arms crossed comfortably, 

r esting at her chest. 

The man saluted t~~m, wafting an arm broadly through the air, 

as though it were a signal flag. Scareely stopping, he shouted from 

the road, ·~ill I see you at the Church tonight?" 

On the porch the two women politely waited for one anoth~r to reply. 

After seconds, when neither did, though each glanced invitingly at the 
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otr.er, the neighbor poked a bony elbow at Mrs. Tyler. "You go ahead, 

he's asking you --" she hissed furtively. 

Faintly harrassed, Mrs. Tyler called out, "No, I guess not - though 

the young people may be down - " 

"Good, goodl" 

Re waved again, and soon was gone from sight. The bare, sleepy road 

absorbed the impression of his passing, as easily as the face of a pond 

on a falling stone. 

Though ber constant apologies at letting in the flies might have 

bought ber pardon for worse sins, still the neighbor did not shut the 

door, nor did she go, as she had been for half an hour promising and 

threatening to do. 

She said dolefully, "I guess if you won't come, you won•t •••• 

We'd stopped by for you, though, and gladly --" 

"No, I thlnk you." 

"Just as you say. 11 The neighbor wondered first wbether the refusal 

was not an affront. Deciding no one could affront so humble a person as 

she, sbe sighed meekly, repeating, "Just as you say." 

They parted sighing. 

Though the sun was already far over in the sky, the day bad still 

a long way to go. Lilacs blazed about the porch. The birds were win­

sorne, f lying by. All along the lower hill side the long silk fie l ds 

galloped in tœ wind, their backs arched as if to take a hurdle. Shad­

bush, rising like white smoke from the bills, sent heaven signais, out 

of the belly of summer. 
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Though Mrs. Tyler did not go herself, the young people did. As 

she prowled about the silent house, she was sorry that she bad not after 

all gone with them, and her neighbor. T~ere were few Church Suppers she 

had missed, She kept thinking of the~ down there, and could not rest, 

here, as she bad intended. The silence itself seemed hungry for their 

voices, the long shadows slow in falling, as if they too were reluctant 

to fold up the summer day without them. She kept coming to the door, 

looking restlessly through the golden air, to see why dusk bad not yet 

!allen. 

She was still up when the young people returned. Jealously, she 

wanted to hear all about it, of her friands, of everything she had 

missed. They sat down joyfully to tell her. Though she had to keep 

rubbing her eyelids to stay awake, eagerly she listened to them. 

"And Mother, guess what:" Robert interrupted her questions. He 

tilted his bright head to look boldly, teasingly, at Rose. 

The girl turned scarlet, an air of delight and triumph flitting 

round her. "Nol Don 1 t be lieve him:" she cried. 

So odd a look passed between the two of them, closely intimate, 

proud and sP,y and teasing, that an idea came to ~~s. Tyler to strike 

her dumb, so quickly she had no time to judge it, before it showed up 

on her face. A little foolishly she looked from one to the other. Is 

that tœ way the wind lies? she wondered. 

A scarlet Rose, seeing her mistake, hastily corrected her by the 

mortified look of her face. 

''What ?11 Robert caught of that passage only the flurry, missing its 

cause. He looked a little mystified, waiting sorne explanation. Receiving 

none, he gave his news triumphantly. 11She 1s got an admirerJ" 
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11I haven •t, eitherJ 11 

"You have too! 11 Grinning delightedly, Robert turned to his motber, 

good-naturedly imagining he bothered Rose, as he half did. WEverywr~re 

she turned, he moved his chair to keep an eye on her 111 

"! didn't see him, 11 Rose said daintily. She was like a wispy ldtten, 

preening, delighted at herself. 

11Then you were the only one." 

As if it were transparent, with a candle placed behind, her face 

shone and quivered. Rer hair was dark, and all about her seemed lighted. 

11Why shouldn 1t she, --" Mrs. Tyler said strangely. 11A half a 

dozen of them, and it might be no miracle." 

The old woman fell in love with the girl, looking at ber face. 

From it, a sense of sadness pierced her, so sharply, she wanted to raise 

her head and whinny at the pain. She turned away, wondering what mist 

bad blinded ber, thinking how her eyes bad grown suddenly weary. 

By morning the spell bad gone. I n the pale grey light, as they 

hurried silently through breakfast, nothing remained of those things. 

They were all half ashamed of l1lving had the strange, strong feelings. 

They did not like meeting one another 's eyes, while they remerobered. 

And when Robert had gone out to the barn, the house seemed colder, greyer, 

as the two women worked, clatterihg dishes, the smell of solidified bacon 

grease, rising up to make the ir penance. 
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Neither of them thought of the incident, in connection with a 

visiter who came rapping at the door. By then, it was high forenoon, 

and they were so immersed in their work they had no thoughts for any­

thing e1se. They vere boiling tubs of water on the stove for washing. 

The windows, and al1 the room, were ateamed up so thickly they could 

hardly see in it. 

"Oh, dear," Mrs. Tyler said crossly, when she beard the rapping at 

the back door. "What now? Rose? Can you go?" 

"Oh, no, I can •t," Rose said, distractedly looking around. 

Her arms were wet and red, up to her e1bows, she was loading berself 

with the snarls of washing as they came from the wringer. She was wet, 

hot, disheve11ed. She had on an o1d pair of the hired man's overa11s, 

folded double at her waist, hitched in by a tight apron • 

. iell, you 1re pret ty as a pic ture ali the same, Mrs. Tyle r said t.o 

herself. What she said aloud was, "All right, 1 111 go." 

She opened the door on one of the farmers from the other side of 

the town, a man she bare1y knew by sight. She stared at him incredulous­

ly, none too pleased at first to see him, -- not that she bad any reason 

to disl.ike him, but his visi t was not timely. But in a moment, wi th an 

effort making herself friendly, she asked him in. 

He would not stop. He stepped into the dark little back hallway, 

while he explained that he brought over a bushe1 of sickel pears to them. 

He said they were drops, sorne were withered, but there was still good 

to be got out of them, if anyone wanted to take the trouble to go after 

i t. He seemed to want Mrs. Tyler to have them. If she would se nd one 
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of her men to lift them out of his truck • • • • His back was bad, he did 

not lift heavy things, he explained. 

She called toward the barn for Hank. As they waited, she told him 

it was very kind of him, to bring the pears. She could use them cer­

tainly. She had had a poor crop herself. Trying to feel cordial toward 

him, still unable to discern what he had. really come for, she asked him 

in again, but he would not come, though he seemed to be looking around 

suspiciously for something. 

When the barrel had been transferred to her back pantry, waiting 

transport to the cellar later, when the men were not so busy, her strange 

visiter still lingered in the back hallway. He had come in his working 

clottes, but ba was very clean for this time of day. He wore khaki 

colored rubber boots, with black lacings that closed over balloning khaki 

pants. His shirt was a thick hunting check, black and red, and on his 

head he had placed a cloth cap, which he had not once removed. He was 

a small man, made even smaller than he was by his stoop. Not a smile 

tickled his face. He had watchful, suspicious eyes, working ail the 

time that he was there. His skin was sallow, unhealthy. His features 

hung, as if disgruntled, slightl.y awry, so that Mrs. Tyler, . seeing them 

sa close, had to repress a desire to straighten them, as one would a 

picture. 

"You'll sit down for a while, Mr. Mahon, before you go," she said. 

But he would not. He went away, seeming satisfied, and Mrs. Tyler 

had still no inkling of what he had, truly, come for. 

"That 's mighty queer," she said to herself, as she listened to the 

truck roar off. She œant to lurry and tell Rose all about 1t, only she 
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smelled the pea soup scorching on the stove. Hastening to take care of 

that, the other.went clean from her mind. 

Neither did she tell of it at lunch, as she might have done, had 

not something so discouraging happened, elsewhere, on the farm, as to 

leave not one of them the heart for talking. 

Robert had been all the forenoon in the east field, cultivating 

the seed potatoes. That field was off by itself. Out here, the birds 

themselves seerned to fly within a prison of air, circling round, dashing 

at the limits, recovering to spiral upward, only to repeat the act time 

and time again, as if, trapped in the field, they could not contact 

anything outaide of it. 

At noon, the job still unfinished, Robert had unhitched the horees, 

turned them loose into the pasture, laid the parallel bars back into 

place, and gone off whistling. At the brow of the bill his whistle 

died. The corn field lay waste before him. Off in the distance, close 

to the clabbered sky, a herd of cows grazed, seeming stationary. But 

in the blighted cornfield, the ground had been pock-marked by their 

hoofs, and pancakes of brown dung lay ever.ywhere • 

.At first, dreaming that te dreamt the holocaust, Robert stared at 

it disbelieving. But he could not rid himself of it. All on the one 

side, where the cows had come and gone, the fence lay slack, in some 

parts broken. Keening, he passed it' by, sick at heart he came to the 

ho use. 

Mrs. Tyler took one look at him am felt a vise turn in her chest. 

To her frightened gaze, he said, "Limoge's cows got in the corn." 

"Did they -- do much damage?" she asked. 
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"They destroyed it." 

"Destroyed •• ?" s:œ repeated, startled, sinking. "All the field? 11 

"Not a stalk is standing." 

"Oh, oh, oh." 

She laid a band on the laddered back of a chair to ~upport herself, 

staring at him. 

Hank was alrea~ at the table, gripping his spoon in his huge left 

hand, as if he bad a pa:w for fingers. He looked up, soowing his white 

teeth. In the desolation of their faces, he saw something to grin at. 

So by accident the visit of .Mr. Mahon, and the pears, were for­

gotten, until Robert stumbled over them at six o'clock, going in the 

back pantry to wash up from his milking. He moved them out of the way 

idly, and thought no more of them. All the aftemoon his mind had been 

working on what he ought to do about Limoge. Though all he thought of 

was to take down their fences, let 1heir cows loose to roam in his fields, 

he feared sorne .. injury to the cows as a result of that. He would not put 

it past Joe Limoge to mistreat or cripple them for retaliation. 

Finally, seething, but thinking of nothing better, in the. long 

daylight left after supper, he took out the plough and chewed up the 

blighted ground, so that he need look at it no longer. If wè: bad a 

.rather, he thought, ~ could have taught us what to do. For himself, 

Robert could not see wha.t was beat to be done. fu worked as somberly 

as if he dug a graveyârd. The corn was a great loss to them. 

When he came dragging in, so late, Mrs. Tyler laid aside her mend­

ing. "Where have you been?" 

"Oh, up in the. -- up in the field." 
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11 1 ploughed it under." 
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"Aie, that's about all there is to do, 11 she said simply, somberly. 

Robert moved to the darkened window, scratching at a crack with his 

tbuinb. His back was broad., his shoulders hunching. The back of his neck 

was brightly burned. A sandy beard covered his jaw and chin. He scowled 

into the darkness. God knows I hate that man, and I will until I die, 

he promised himself, and felt a little better. 

At the expression of his mother's face, he asked, a little sheepish­

ly, "What?" 

"I was thinking how like you are to Burton, in sorne ways," she said. 

"Oh?" he said, so pleased he colored. 

The following morning Mr. Mahon returned. When the door opened on 

him, seeing in the dim light a smaller figure than yesterday 1s, he peered 

more closely, squinting, twisting his head with his face, until he could 

be certain that he was not again cheated. 

A slow gleam came on his face, that was none too ready with ex­

pression at the best of times. Still, he did grunt and rub his hands, 

satisfied, if somewhat glum. Though he bad let no grass grow under his 

feet in this expedition, he resented having been obliged to make it 

twice, and only hoped it would not turn out to be a wild goose chase in 

the em. 

Since it must be done, he schooled himself to get on with it, and 

since it ought to be done pleasantly, he grinned. 
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pretty good?" 
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Wondering, she looked at him, too nonplussed to realize that she 

ought to answer. That did not bother him. 

He had already one foot in the door, and now, barging by her un­

invited, forced her to scuttle, to let him by without being brushed. 

The black hall was very dark and narrow. At the corner, where he had 

to choose the kitchen or the parlor, he stopped. 

"Well, weil, vell," he said, winking, supposing he made himself 

sociable. "Pretty good little housekeeper, eh?" 

Bolting down a desire to giggle, she nearly choked for answer. 

~ell, which is it to be?" 

He let her walk by him, leading to the parler. 

m~ell, all right, then," he said, trailing her. 

Sociably he pantomimed the act of wiping his soles by the do or, 

winking broadly, as he caught ber eye. 11Don't want a rough man soiling 

your carpets, do you? You women don 't like that." Suddenly sbarp, he 

asked intently, "You particular &bout that sort of thing?11 

Startled, caught out by his look, she nodded hastily, turning 

crimson, and feeling that it was her foolishness, not his, that made 

ber want to laugh at him. 

"You women are all alike," he said, taking a bantering tone. 

They spent sorne momeats uncomfortably. A smell of smoke clinging 

to the room jarred his complacence. A fire in the stove in August, he 

grumbled • • • • • He was satisfied wi th he r on one or two points, but he 

did not like the look of that so weil. Thanksgiving was plenty soon 
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enough to get ~ started. While he was thinking, she was thoughtless. 

"Mrs. Tyler is gone out," she said, at last. "But wait, I' 11 see 

if sœ 1s not coming." 

"Do as you've a mind to." 

He was scantly polite as she fled without any urging, She delayed 

as long as possible ber return. 

While she was gone, he paced grumbling, his wrists laid one on the 

other, and sinking down his back, his shouldersstooping, like a tiny, 

grey Napoleon. 

Halting, the girl returned, bereaved of her hope. Mrs. Tyler was 

nowhere in sight. Strangely, her news did not upset him, though she grew 

more and more uneasy. 

~ell, come and sit down," he said, a little shortly. He did not 

see any need for tricks and modesty. 

"But it may be hoursl" sœ protested, bright and pitiful, as if 

she pleaded for her life. "Mrs. Tyler may not be back for hoursJ 11 

"So much the better," he said complacently. 

She could think of no reply. Increasingly she felt shy and ill 

at ease with him. 

"We want to get acquainted, and see how we lilœ one another, n œ 

said, bantering, coarsely. 

"But she may, -- Wey, I don't lmow what may keep h:lrl" she cried 

unhappily, her eyes startled. 

"What of that," he said rudely. "I came to see you. 11 

11To see me?11 she repeated, disbelieving. 

Her protesta, born in laughter, died in dismay. As if she were a 



1J6 

bird, fixed b.Y a snake, terror would not let her go. Startled, won­

dering, she intercepted a gaze that flooded her with shame. She thought 

-- surely --- she hoped that she was wrong, that it was she herselt at 

fault, misjudging him. All the same, she cried unhappily, "I!!!!! you'd 

go1" 

He folded his wiry arms, grinning a little, foolishly, having no 

intention of it. Being now in good humor, he sloughed off her female 

tricks, easily contemptuous of them, leering at her to do his part in 

that game. 

11 Now, you 're not so bad-looking," he told her kindly. "I don 't 

think you are, -- good enough for me, anywa;y. At my time of life, I'd 

look plenty foolish, hanging round, hoping for better. No, Miss Rose, 

you suit me fine." 

She was not go grateful for the compliment as she might have been. 

A frozen look joined in wi th her disconcerted air, but she was no 110re 

vocal, no less horribly fascinated, for it. She felt at once detached 

and trapped, as if her spirit had fled her body, taken to a refuge, where 

it sat, and in safety marvelled, having left a shell as hostage. 

"You'll know me again when you see me," he said, for the first time 

with a twinkle, reminding ber that her gaze bad been. fixed a long time 

now, straight, aghast, and curious, on his face. 

"OhJ yes," she said, disconcerted, hastily lowering her dark, 

startled eyes. 

"That's all right, take a look -- take a good hard look ---" 

he instructed rer, kindly. 

She only stood in the middle of the floor, feeling immensely foolish, 
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thoroughly disconcerted, wishing the floor would sink below ber, or the 

carpet rise and bear her off. A curious, electric lassitude seemed to 

fill rer, as if, were anything to aid her, it must be inanimate, exterior, 

since she herself was powerless. All her feelings had been wiped away, 

but curiosity, and a troubled, fearful sense that she must not show ber­

self as startaed, and as foolish, as she felt. At this moment, she 

scarcely knew, and cared not at ail, what she thought of him, but only, 

desperately, what he thought of her. 

"Well, Miss Rose? What do you think," he asked, winking wisely, 

''Will we make a pair?" 

11 0h ---- a ---" she stumbled, feeling anything but wise œrself. 

11Hey?" 

"Oh --- a--" she replied brightly. In her trouble she held out 

her hand, cupping and loosing the fingers, hoping a narrow smile would 

seem to tell him things she did not want to say. 

Perhaps it did. He sat and looked ber up and down, increasingly 

satisfied with her, increasingly pleased with himself. 

"Yup, I think we 1ll suit fine," he said, rising, feeling along the 

sofa for his hat. 

His road crossed Robert' s in the yard. They touched hats hurried]J, 

in passing, a look of elation concentrated in the face of each. Mrs. 

Tyler was not far behind Robert in coming in, eager:cy, to demand of the 

girl news of ber visitor. 

"That was himl That was himl I told you sol" Robert cried tri-
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umphantlY. Striking his fist at his palm, happy with gratification, 

he demanded, "Didn't I tell you he had his eye on you?" 

"Oh, was it he?" the girl asked simply. 

Her face spoke so of disappointment, neither of them teased her 

any more. 

Mr. Mahon came frequently to t~ house, from them on, and even when 

he was not there, they were not rid of him. Rose kept plaguing Mrs. 

Tylerfor her opinion, as to what she ought to do, teasing Robert for his 

jucigœnt on the man, not liking it if he made fun of him, but scoffing 

at his praise. And she kept talking of him, using his na.Jœ, -- a hund­

red times talking herself into love with him, a hundred times out again. 

"But tell me what you really think," Rose begged, and begged again. 

"What I really think?11 l".ù"s. Tyler took a long time over it. Then, 

..n. th a sideways, glancing smile, she said, 11I think tha t you had best 

make up your mind. 11 

Since she knew that her opinion was likely to become the girl's 

opinion, she could not give it lightly. She knew little of Mr. Mahon 

himself, -- his person did not, perhaps, much recommend him; she did 

not know his disposition; but she thought she knew his character. She 

had seen how he kept his yard, year in, year out; therefore she knew 

he could be counted a sober, moral man. She did not underestimate those 

things in a husband. Then, too, her feet were firmly on the ground: 

there had been too little security in her life for her to overlook it. 

Sbe could not hastily advise Rose to let it go. On the other hand, sbe 
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saw, or thought she saw, there could be little love for Rose, at least 

at first, with Mr. YlB-hon. But she believed that he would keep Rose safe. 

wve might come, - Mrs. Tyler hoped so - but if not, duty and respect 

would do. The bouse and barns •••• those at any rate were certain, per­

haps, young children •••• And so, she could not easilY credit Rose's 

first feelings of aversion. She thought there was much in it to make 

Rose seem fortunate. 

If she seemed hard in her reasoning, she was so on purpose. She 

meant to do the proposai justice. And she was afraid that her own revul­

sion to the man came from selfishness. She loved Rose, but she was 

also used to her, and needed her. Therefore, when antipathy came, she 

mistrusted it. She tried to think of !acts; and when she put aside her 

feelings, she could not help it if, sometimes, she put aside Rose•s also, 

in ber struggle to be fair. She did not sleep well, at night, she feil 

into doubt and sadness, thinking of Rose gone. But its being so very 

unpleasant inclined her rather more to think it her duty, and she 

struggled to resign herself. Neither pity for the girl, nor hope for 

other, kinder prospects, flourished in that soil. 

She brought about their meetings. She spoke .favorab~y o.f Mr. Mahon, 

when she justly could. But she was slow to give her opinion, wanting 

Rose to come to it for berself. 

Robert, too, thought there was a good deal in it. He was sny of 

Mr. Mahon himself, and never could talk to him, yet he could not help 

but respect a man with stalls and pasture enough for seventy cows, 

though his berd was dawn now. Rose would never want. That had to be 

considered. His shyness prevented him from seeing the man himself 



140 

clearly, but he thought well of the situation. 

Sometimes, when Rose and Mrs. Tyler were working round, the :thoughts 

of both of them would break into words. 

"I won't go, I won't go with himl" Rose cried. In a few moments, 

she looked up again, n --- will I?" 

Mrs. Tyler kind of srniled. "That•s up to you.n 

"I know. But oh --" She sighed, looking through the dearest of 

bay windows, beyond the kindest of chairs, out to the rocks she had 

always loved, - the cliff she had climbed, so many times a year, so 

many years ••••• It was a day between snow-storma, the ground was 

mostly bare. She did not want to leave hereJ "l suppose I ought to 

go ••••• " sbe said, sighing pitiably. 

Anotber time, looking up shylY, her face flusbed, she rnoaned, 

"What will become of me?" 

Mrs. Tyler could not tell ber. 

lll the same Rose did her hair particularly on Sundays, for Church. 

She stopped before the glass, sometimes, making smiles, though she was 

too shy of Mr. Mahon to use them on him. When she was with him, she 

never thought of anything to say. If he called her a little mouse, 

ber silence turned stony. Neither did she like to hear him talk. Yet 

when be was not there, ber imagination painted things much brighter. 

She imagined Mr. Mahon changed, grown taller, younger •••• Then she 

danced at her work, her spirits quickened and she sang, in love, a little, 

with berself. When she was not with him, she believed she must, perhaps, 

at least a little, be in love with him. 

Sometimes ~œs. Tyler too grew vacant at be r work. She stood watch-
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thoughts had been seen, Mrs. Tyler smiled at her. 11Bless you, my dear," 

she said gently, 11Bless you, blesa you." 

At other times she was more sober. s:œ said, thoughtfully, 11He 1s 

a God-fearing man. He'll do what•s right by you." 

But while they sat together, this day they were mostly silent, full 

of other things than one another. Mrs. Tyler was chopping onions in a 

wooden bowl, grunting frequently with the exertion. Rose had a lapful 

of corn, · a needle and sorne t.hread. When she pricked the pad of her 

thumb, she cried, "Ohl Look at thatl" 

Mrs. Tyler looked irnpatiently toward œr. She too had been ab­

sorbed, chopping at her dissatisfactions, mashing the bits of onion 

in the bowl. 

The girl held up the crooked twist of the string to show her. 

"Why, w hat' s wrong wi th th at?" 

"! can't do it properly!" 

11It won't show on tP~ tree." 

But Rose, taking no comfort, dropped it back into her lap, yanked 

the pieces off the string, and shovelled with her fingers through the 

corna for fresh. She felt hopeless, deserted, in a doldrum of indeci­

sion, general~ dissatisfied. At last words came as if wrenched out 

of her, so that she herself was surprised at them. 

"! 've be en thinking I 1 d wri te, about tha t advertisement." 

"Wha t advertisement was tha t ?" 
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"About that job, nursing." 

Mrs. Tyler tightened ber mouth and continued working, refusing to 

be taken in. She bad enough troubling ber now, without that to think 

of. Her arms ached, the chopper hung heavilY, ever.ything set too 

heavily. She couldn 1t rouse herself to please the girl. 

Rose tried again, more sqyly, only wanting to be a~gued with. "I 

think I won't marry him. I think I 1ll go to work instead. 

11 Have i t y our way, 11 Mrs. Tyler said drily. 

11 I think I will. 11 

If she bad thought the girl meant that, she would have talked it 

over with ber seriously, little as she wanted to. But she said, only, 

11You must do as you choose." 

At that, the girl took up again the string of corn that she was 

threading, in a crooked tangle, and stared at i t, ber eyes filling wi th 

vexed te ars. 

Mrs. Tyler, sighing, watched the girl, ber mouth pursing with dry 

humor. So she might not have the world to herself, put in its place, 

even for a quarter hourJ 

"I think I hear the men coming up, outside," she said, drily. 11I 

think I 1d wash my face before they come, if I was you." 

Rose jwnped up, biting ber lip, blushing. She set down the bowl, 

and ran lightly into the back pantry. There it was very cold. She 

pushed up the pump handle a few times, before she drew water. When she 

bad a thick stream coming, she let the handle finish of itself, putting 

ber cupped hands under to catch the icy water. She dipped her face to 

her bands, groped for a towel off the rack, her eyes clenched shut, ber 
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teeth already chattering. When ber face was dry, she stood there, in 

tœ cold pantry, wrapping her slight chest in ber long arms, shivering, 

her teeth rattling, and waited for the men. · 

Hank came in stomping snow from his boots, beating at his sides 

for warmth, grinning. After him, Robert brought the tree. 

"What do you think of it?" he asked the girl. He set it on the 

floor, and balanced it, so that his hands were free to plurop his ears. 

"Nice 1 Are you frozen ?" 

"we had to go clear up to the ni~t pasture after it. Oh, it was 

cold!" 

He handed his gloves to her with a brotherly swat. His fingers were 

blunted by the cold, his face chafed, raw, winded. He shook his bands, 

tr,ying to stir up the blood in them, as if it were frozen solid. 

''Was i t ?11 She clapped the ga.oves together over the sink. A heap 

· of snow fell from tham, ·and she stood, her head bent, watching it turn 

grey as it dissolved slowly in the cold water. The look of him hu.rt 

her, his face so bright with joy. She concentrated on the greying snow, 

so that she need not see him. 

~ went on, into the kitchen. She heard, as he took the tree to 

his mother, those two together, happiness wrapping them round like a 

shell, and she felt kept out, treated unf'airly. She caught up a sob 

from it into ber throat, a hot bitter cry. 

Hank, moving like a cat, surprised her. He stood in the door 

silently watching her. 11Missing your man?" he asked softly, pretend­

ing sympathy, ducking, smiling gloriously, as she spun on hirn furiously. 

"let me be! Let ·xœ be!" 
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With Mrs. Tyler, Robert asked, 1'What's wrong with Rose?11 

"Oh ---- vell," her reluctant, shamed glow, her wise smile half 

told him. "I guess it's nothing won't be mended when she's made up her 

mind, once for all, to marry." 

"Nell, Iwish she 1d doit soon. He 1s going to get tired of waiting." 

11Well, well." 

She smiled as Rose came back. "Wall, childl 11 she said, shrewdly. 

The girl blushed, much happier now, a little ashamed. Robert 1s face 

was bright, absorbed. The mother sat, crumbing the bread in ber lap, 

trying not to think what changes had already come on them, watching ber 

son, and as she kept hlm close with her eyes, she thought her heart was 

heavy with love, oozing through her, taking its sluggish track along ber 

viens. Now and then.she looked into the bowl, mashing at the mixture 

with her fingers. Sometimes she took up a pinch am set it on her ton­

gue, testing the essence of its flavor against ber palate. She sat as 

if suspended, out of time, for a moment, gauging exactly the taste of 

her mash. She tried a little more, unsatisfied. Then she swallowed, 

and the tang of spice passed from her tongue, along her throat, her 

tongue warmed for a moment. 

''What do you think - Does it look all right, - or should I -" 

Robert started to move the tree across the floor in its bucket. 

"No, nol Not so near the fire!" 

She shook her head, and he smiled, joining with her in her scold-

ing. He brushed back a shock of his light hair with the back of his hand, 

leaving the charcoal smudge on his cheek. "What do you think Rose? There?11 

The girl smiled quickly as she met his eyes, nodding almost shyly. 
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"Yes." 

Across the room, the windows were thick with frost. The t.hree of 

them were closed in together, the world seemed impenetrable beyond. For 

a moment, they believed in nothing beyond, all Jife was cupped he re, ., in 

this low, warm, smoky room, thick with love and charcoal and the Christmas. 

11It'll want a sheet. 11 

111'11 get one.'' 

Rose ran from the room, her heart light, butterflies bursting in 

her chest as she sldpped up the steps. Here it was cold enough to see 

her breath. She watched it fall out of her mouth, blowing out thick 

breaths to see it. She picked up an old sheet out of the chest, dropped 

it across her arm, ran back down again. 

In the room she bent low, under the tree. 

"Nind if I eat tm se?" Robert had taken up a handful of her popcorn, 

that she had been threading. 

11 I '11 run short." 

11 I '11 do you soœ more. 11 

11All right. 11 

They smiled at one another, Under his teeth the. hard kernels cracked~ 

He coughed, wben one of the hard metallic flakes eut at the skin under 

his tongue. He fished after it· with his finger. 

"And those hands wanting washing," his mothe r said. 

H9 laughed at her. When he had the flakes out, he sucked up saliva 

in his mou th and swilled i t around bef ore he swallowed again. Then he 

went over and stood in front of the window, his bands in his pockets, 

and looked out steadily, his face growing thoughtful~ When he turned 
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again, there was trouble under his good humor. "Mother - " he broke out 

suddenly, "Hadn't she better - " 

She made No w1 th her mou th and nodded quickly, warningly, to where 

Rose stood with her back to them. He sighed heavily, putting his ques­

tion away. But they could feel it, hovering about them, settling on the 

two of them, for a moment, like a greedy black crow that could not be 

flapped off from a field of ripe corn. The mother sighed with him, behd­

ing over her bowl, chopping steadi~. The smell of anions rich under 

her blade stung at her nostrils, bringing water up at her eyes. Then 

with the wooden handle she beat down chicken gizzards in the bowl, add­

ing to the anions the warm sticky smell of fresh blood, oozing into the 

bread.. 

She took up a little on the edge of her blade, licked it off with 

her tangue delicately. 111 don't know what to think abo1.1t this! 11 she 

said testily. "Here - you try it, Rose." 

"Oh, nol" Rose turned, shivering, though she srniled quite happily. 

"I don•t like to eat the raw blood." 

"Oh, pshawJ And you wanting to go for a nursel" 

The girl blushed quickly, pretending to be very taken with her work. 

Robert said nothing, whether he beard or not. He stepped up to the 

coating of frost on the window impatiently, scraping at it with his 

thumbnail, but he could not dent it. 

"Good King Wenceslas last looked out -" he sang, softly, and then 

turned, smiling at his oother. "Here, I'll try it for you. 11 

11You 'd eat anything~" But she waited an.xiousl.y. "What do you think? 

Does it need any more thyme? Salt --?" 
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"lt tas tes all right to me 1 " he said cheer.t'ully 1 going back across 

the roorn to help Rose again. 

"Oh!" the mother said, disgusted. "You wouldn't know if I left the 

thyme outJ 11 

He grinned cheerfully. 

But she was gone again, into the world of ber senses. 

The black srnoke drifted from cracks on the face of the stove, the 

tangy dressing that she was makibg was rich in the room, the barn smell 

corning off the jacket Hank had slung across the chair-back, the adora 

of the fresh pine boughs, the minty bark, all combined. He sang his 

song, listening to his mother's chair creaking, her mallet pounding at 

the chicken gizzards. 

11 ••• gathering winter fu-u-el ••• Tl'ereJ" Robert broke off his 

song to ask the girl kneeling beside him over the box of tinselly orna­

ments, "How's that for a start?11 

11 0hl 11 she cried happily, "I forgot we bad that! 11 

"At the very top, eh?" 

11YesJ 11 

Creaking steadily in her chair, Mrs. Tyler watched them, the young 

man and the girl, laughing together, joyously, kneeling by the tinsel, 

plotting to make things beautiful. Her heart ached sharply for Rose, 

seeing the soft shy joy of ber face. Robert was red, his lazy arma sure 

of their strength. Life was kind, all the same, the mother thought •••• 

Well, Thy will be done, not mine •••• Who can tell, 1 t may be, all three 

of them will teach this old ghost to laugh, wben I myself have been a 

long tirne gone •••••• 
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Frequently, Mrs. Tyler turned from all of this, that was too much 

with her, at times to thoughts of her other son, at times back further, 

and to the past. Burton•s letters came infrequent~. To her troubled 

mind they seemed evasive, signed with restlessness. 

Always, now, the thought lay not far back in her mind, Likely they 

would not meet again. Not at any rate this side heaven, ••• she always 

added ruefully. 

One day sœ said to Rose, - the let ter lying torn open in her lap 

showed of whom she spoke -, 11 I fear it will be long, before they get 

back here again." She speke slowly, quietly, stilling ber chair in the 

bay window. She had been caught by the sunlight blazing off the snow. 

Cold brightness shimmered in the air. In places where the sunlight did 

not faJ.l, the snow turned blue. 

Mrs. Tyler smiled a little sadly, peering out the window. When she 

spoke again, it was in the train of thought to which the land before her 

had given rise. 

"I think the loveliest sight I ever saw, was up that hill, where 

the trillium bloomed, so thickly, in the clearing, -- up high, I used 

to think, only the sun ever went higher ----- Is there no clearing now 

..... Has it all grown up to woods, I wonder? I should like to see it, 

just once more -- to see if it is still the same as I remember. Do you 

know - 11 For a moment sbe grew eager, leaned forward, 11I think if Robert 

would harness up the horses -- Ah, no - too many trees. Too many trees, 

now - 11 She settled back again, more calml.y, smiling. 11And once I flew 

up like a bird, as you may now. If I vas wanting anytbing to humble me, 
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that should do i t •••• Wren I set to thinking n •••• She shook her head, 

spinning out her sigh, until it came to aeem an ache that happened to 

the room, not a human sound. 11I don•t know why it hurts, to think of 

that clearing on the hill," she said. "And yet, it strangely hurts --" 

As she thought of it, suddenly the image came so strongly, that it 

was as if that were reality, inside her head, that only some clumsy mem­

brane, some coarseness of the body, a failure in pqysical perception, 

withheld it from her outer eyes, and so deceived her with the room, the 

chair, the nooning hour. Feeling as if she bit on pain, through her 

coarse senses, thrashing for the image blindly, she cried, "Where is it? 

Where ?11 And then she marvelled, 11Can i t be, flesh lmows how to be ar 

parting with such things? Wh7 then, flesh is wonderful. l soould not 

know how. What! Oh, child, how I have gone on!" she cried suddenly. 

"Forgive me! Please, forgive me. Ah, you are a good girl, dear. These 

things will pass, that plague us. I hope you may be happy yet, --

why shouldn't you? Wey shouldn 1t you?11 

"Pack up anything that strikes your fancy," Mrs. Tyler called in 

from the other room. 

Rose stopped to listen, a dish resting in her hands, the linen cloth 

left in a dishevelled heap on the pantry shelf, as Mrs. Tyler went on 

talking. 

11I shan 1 t be needing them - and if the boys ev er want anything, I 

guess there'll be enough togo around. So take what you like. You 

might as well have those glasses, if you want them. I always thought 
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they would come to you, sooner or later. You might as welL have them 

now. It looks to me like Burton never means to settle in one place 

long enough to want them, and Robert - weil, time will take care of 

him. So take whatever you like-, Rose, take whatever you like." 

111 won't take much, 11 Rose called back, too softly. Mrs. Tyler 

did not he ar. 11He has a ho use full already," she adcted, louder. 

She heard the creak of Mrs. Tyler's rocker for sorne time, before 

her voice came a gain. Then s he said, rather sadly, and tiredly, 11Yes, 

that's right, I guess he does." After another pause she said again, 

"But still, you may like to have sorne familiar things. Well, do as 

you like, - But take the bowl - you can call tha.t rrry present to you. n 

That brought Rose to the door, to protest. "Oh, Mother Tyler, 

- don 't you want -- one of them to have the bowl ?11 

The old woman's face softened, without a smile, into even deeper 

sadness. "No. No, I mean it for you." 

The girl 1s eyes filled with tears, her face for a mome~t distorted, 

as she stood, wi thout speaking. 

"Now is that the face of a girl -" l'irs. Tyler began a gentle rail­

lery, but she stopped abruptly, to finish with an earnest cry, "Ah, 

child, child l Don 1 t make yourse lf s o un happy l 11 

Rose took up the dish and held it to her chast, look:Lng earnestly 

at the markings glazed on the bottom, and beyond that to the room, all 

, the angles, all the objecta, firm and bright. sœ said curiously, start­

ing back to the pantry, thinking better of it, remaining to linger in 

the sunlight, 11It 1s funnJ --- A moment ago, in the pantry, I was quite 

happy." 
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''Were you ?11 

A strange look passed over the girl's face, a look of love and tor­

ture. 

"I was cleaning everything in sight -- not thinking of my going 

but only of your face, when you should see what l had done -- and I could 

imagine, if you should not see it til I had gone, how you would say, She 

didn't have to go and do ail thatJ -- and think weil of me." 

~y, childJ" Mrs. Tyler said, toucP2d to shame.. "l always did 

think well of you." 

11 1 know, but not --" Rose stopped abruptly. 

Y~s. Tyler met her look, strangely honest, disquieted, she finished 

with the girl 1s meaning for her, simply. "Eut, - you think - not dear 

tome as my own. No, perhaps •••• Yet dear." 

"Oh, if that is true, then why -" Rose cried, tortured, but having 

lost control, rather tban go on, she turned and fled from the room, this 

time going upstairs, to lock herself in, alone, behind her door. 

11 I hope i t 1 s not a cruel thing that we have do ne, 11 Mrs. Tyler 

said to Robert, l1i ter, still with the same, disquieted air, 111 think 

he will be go od to ber, -- don 1 t y ou ? 11 

She asked it anxiously, scanning his face, as if she asked for alms. 

Curiously, brightly, he turned to say, ''Why, it's a good thing for 

her, - isn't it?" 

She shook ber head, several times, lifting her haavy eyebrows, 

thm lowering, clenching them, inatead to nod. "Yes , --- I know it is, 

I suppose it is --" 



152 

But yet, that evening, as Rose stayed a long time away upstairs, 

and Robert wandered, increasingly dispirited, ill at ease, through the 

lower rooms, stopping frequently before a window, it began to dawn on 

him strongly that all was not well. 

Once he said to his mother curiously - it was a question she had 

always, befon~, shunted brusquely off - 11 Howwi.ll you get on, without 

ber?" 

"I don't know." 

Like a sentry at his post, Robert twice paced off the room. From 

the far end, abruptly, on the turn, he mustered up the strength to say 

explosivel.y, "Well, if she didn't ~ to go --" He petered out, em­

barrassed, at ber sudden, sharp look. WWell, she does want to, doesn't 

she?" he said, blustering. To deal in feelings was so hard for him. 

For a moment Mrs. Tyler sat quite still. It seemed to ber a great 

deal hung on her reply, and she did not want to give it. She did not 

want to 'be held responsible, any longer, for happiness, or unhappiness, 

or any of that business. 

But all the same, she said at last, "No. I don't believe she does." 

Robert stared at her, taking time to understand, taking longer still 

to understand his sudden feeling of joyfulness, as if a heavy yoke bad 

just dropped from him. Wben he had it, clearly, a smile burst like dawn 

across his face, and, bolting by his mother, his band glancing off ber 

shoulder warmly, thanking ber, - for what, as yet, he hardly knew - he 

hurled himself at the stairs, and mounting ealled joyfully ahead, up to 

the rafters, "Rose~ Rose~ Unpack your things~ You're not going 

anywhere1 11 
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Miss Willey 

The school-teacber looked neither left nor right as she marched along 

the early morning street. Not that she was go grim by half as she appeared, 

-- but she had formed a habit, through the years. As if she were a work-

ing horse, equipped with blindera, just so, she always marched, just 

so, indeed, did everything. She had a good deal of backbone at her 

command. 

For many years, - more than she cared to count - she had got through 

her difficulties thus, avoiding nothing, turning aside for nothing, neither 

going on any wild goose chase. And yet it was difficult still for her to 

enter the school-house, every fresh morning, when the day was still bare 

as a clean slate, --- and so much seemed possible, --- the secret wishes 

of ber heart bare. For they are night-blooming, these wishes, perverse 

sun-flowers, that wilt in the strong daylight. But not yet, •••• It vas 

hard to go inside, and shut them out. It seemed a kind of blasphemy. 

And yet she did it, bravely, only once, at the very door, stopping 

to look back along the street whence she had come. She looked back •••• 

and back •••• it seemed as if she saw the street as she had seen it first, 

•••• as she had seen it every day since then, --and really saw, instead, 

time itself, made tangible. How sad it seemed, that simple street, tbrough 

its mirage of timeJ She felt, for an instant, terribl.y sad, greatl.y dis~ 

tressed, seeing it so, •••• herself cloudy, with tears, welling up. 

The street was bare, the leaves had started falling. She shivered, 

even in the heat of Indian sUllllllBr. More than one of us cames along that 

road, she thought, strangely, •••• more than one of us ••••• 

But then she thought, And who am I, that ! may be granted self-pity? 

She shook it out of her head, as if she took a broom up firmly and 
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obliterated a cob-web. Wool-gathering, sœ scolded herself . •••• wool­

gathering. let me not wind my loom with that wool. 

Then she went into the school-room. 

At noon recess she let the children out. As they filed past, into 

the yard, she kept one boy back. Inside, abe smiled, seeing the desperate 

look he cast after his freedom. 

"You 're getting later every morning, David. 11 

FS shifted, his feet toeing in, balancing up on the aides of his 

broken shoes. ·~ell -- it's an awful long walk down -" 

"That 1s true enough," she said, more sharply. "But it doesn•t get 

longer by the day, does it? 

"Well, no." ~ teetered uneasily. 

"Better start a . little sooner, then." 

"Yes, ma 'm." 

She sent him off with a smile, seeing him wriggle under his worn 

overalls, and the stnile remained absently on ber pleasant face as she 

stood in the door. 

SŒ watched him go out to join the otl'~rs. Somebody hurled him 

the ball, as hard as œ could, and rocked back on his heels, yelling 

laughter. David stopped it, burled it back. She saw, a broad smile 

aging, ligbting, her face, he ha.d their sympatby. She turned ber eyes, 

t:ten, about tœ yard. A small girl sat in the swing, sucking her cheeks 

moodily. Mary never joined in mucb, sbe noticed. The teacher 's eyes 

rested on her, disturbed, for a few moments. All at once, the child 

dasbed ber beels, hard, running back inside the board, bigher, higher, 
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rocking ber body out to raise her, in a sudden frenzy of motion. She 

ro cked in the sunlighted yard, raising herself up through he aven in her 

thrust, kicking the sun out of the bright air, each time she passed it 

by. 

So Belle Willey stood, in the sleepy noon sun, counting her children. 

She numbered them to herself, listening to their shouts, seeing their 

squirming bodies going after the bail. She wished they put a tenth of 

that into their lessons. In the sun they were ail hot and dusty. When 

she rang the bell, they would come trooping in, cbattering, and it would 

be a good ten minutes before she could get any order again. 

Then she went back into the school-room. 

Standing up in front of her class, she waited for them to finish 

the exercise. Moving to the window, she poked her shirtwaist back into 

her black skirt, absently. The sun caught the pink of ber neck, bar 

hands. She looked at her fingers, as she rested them a moment on the 

sill, and she smiled at a memory. Ber father used to tell her she was 

made for babies. He had said there was a young man somewhere, ror every 

girl - had kept on saying it - for a good many years. Well, she tbought 

drily, if he 's coming, my Lochinvar, l et him come soon! 

She turned back into the room. "Well ?" she said. "Come, come, 

What is it?11 

She pushed the chalk across the quotient bar, shredding the white 

chalk dust along the sleeve of her shirt. She looked at her children 

from bar platform. They kept her eyes glued to the bench diligently, 
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as ii' they expected tœ answer to pop up the:reany time, and they bated 

to miss it. Why don't they pick up their heads and think? ahe asked 

herself, becoming impatient. Some of them had good heads, enough, 

though sorne of them would miss a cow, if they had to see it in writingl 

She let them turn to water under her judgment. She refused to help them. 

Almost crossly, she poked the pins back into the bun of her hair, 

brushed the chalk from her sleeve. From ber hair, she would never brush 

that white away again. For a moment, with a dry little smile on ber 

mouth, she imagined what her father would have said, if he had seen her. 

He used to say, she beard him still, What in tarnation can a~ want 

with reading? All foolishness -- Oh, Pa, - ber heart twisted. Well1 

aœ thought then, drily, if Iochinvar cornes with a big Adam's apple, 

he can turn right around again. 

"All right," she said then, calmly. "You can finish that problem 

after school." 

Then she put Arithlœtic aside and took out Geography, ignoring the 

grumble that spread through the class-room. 

So she was late, returning home. 

The four o'clock sun fell in a low slant; along the ground, as she 

did up the school-room door. She felt, as she always did, a sense of 

loss, at the vacancy of the yard, the silence of the afternoon air, the 

unused sunlight. But it was pleasant, too, quiet to ease ber tiredness. 

She trudge:lon hom.e, crossing the street, nodding "Good-day" to sorne­

one, mounted the a teps of the Jasper 1 s square, white hou se. The sun had 

gone to the back, now, the front got little sun in the afternoon. Going 

on from the front porch, the coolness, the darkness, met her. She was 
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glad to see them. They were old. friends. The rooms seemed enpty. 

11 Anybody home ?11 s he called. Her voice fell in the still ho use. 

Mrs. Jasper was hard of hearing. 

She sat down for a moment in ber chair, resting ber books in ber 

lap, kicking accidentally the braided rug along the slippery floor. 

When she first came in from school, she always felt that here she was 

a guest, that ber life was the school, - her room locked in for the 

night, her furniture the globe, the blackboard. 

She sat, rocking, in the bare frame seat, as formal, as serene, 

as if she were the guest of the clock, the marble table, the hand-worked 

quilt. She sighed, imagining, - her father would have said, I guess the 

old man knew a thing or two, eh? Yes, Pa, yes, she sighed, conciliatory, 

out of habit. But he would go on talking, she couldn't stop him, tremb- ­

ling his pipe in his hands for laughter, the ashes falling down across 

his vest, his swollen abdomen, - I never had much schooling, he would 

say, even his voice trembling, -but mercy, mercy, Dolly, ! could have 

told you1 

Then, still smiling, she set ber books on the marble, went out into 

the kitchen to help Mrs. Jasper get supper. 
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Miss Wrenn 

Every morning, after she had hurriedly passed a dry kiss across 

her motber's cheek, Phyllis Wrenn closed the door behind her quietly. 

As soon as she was outside, she breathed fully, even as she hurried 

along past the street of bouses, all connected, all. alike, and portioned 

out a flat to a family just like a long loaf of crumbling, yellow cake, 

made into slices. But she never noticed them, she was so intent on 

reaching the station. Once there, she joined the mass of people rouch 

like herself, even ber jaunty red scarf, ber felt hat decently dented 

and topped with a red feather, even these chosen marks of identity, 

aped all around ber. Then, among a surge of bodies, she was half lifted 

onto the train, and swayed hanging to the strap, clutching with ber other 

hand her pur se, crushed in a rhythmic beat of bodies, and sometimes in 

ber fancies she could not say that the big garlicky belly that cushioned 

ber was not in some way a part of herself, nor could she have been quite 

certain that she could have picked out her own band and pulled it loose 

from the swarm of bands clutching the railing. Then, after exactly 

thirty-four minutes, she was born off again by this flood tide, and 

lifted finally to the street level of the great city, where she was left, 

like a piece of driftwood, to gaap herselt into shape and form §gain, 

to jiggle her skirt seams round, press her soft felt hat down to her 

ears, and start off, a completely new woman, into the glorious privacy 

of theearly morning streets. Since she headed uptown, toward the expen­

sive residential area, she soon left the mass of people who kept coming 

in on the trains behind. Here, she breathed deeply, full of vigorous 

purpose, and glanced only in passing at the shop windows discreetly laid 

over with shadows and small striped awnings. The eastern sun left a 
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kind of amber cast on the windows, and as she glanced about from those 

to the occasional bouses, with their dignified brass doorbells, the spar­

rows sang in the trees at the edge of the sidewalk. 

She was completely a city woman. Day after day, as she came along 

here, she felt that she was being recreated. Nights, after she joined 

the ebb tide back to the suburbs, the bedroom of the great city, she 

could1 never catch herself up again after she had been pressed and 

pummelled out of it, and she sank into the twilight world, full of vague 

rebellious yearnings. But in thsse fresh mornings, she felt that she 

had an entirely new world to deal with, and she pressed her bands to­

gether, delighted that it had come. She always felt, too, sorne humility, 

sorne surprise - as though she had not really thought it would come at 

all, and that it had was a quite personal favour. So she sniffed at the 

daffodils bordering the small park as she passed it, and watched the 

birds twit the grass for being only stationary life, and then flutter 

upward, and in sorne way she would always feel that she too fluttered 

upward, and soon, soon, she would reach something higher, more glorious, 

more golden •••• When she came to the Doctor 1s bouse, she climbed the 

steps. Using her key, her free hand resting on the huge brass knob, 

she stopped to look back once again, before she entered, And every 

morning as she did, she looked on the life as buge, untrammeled, golden 

glory. Only, she had to go inside •••• 

When she first stepped in on gloom, the chilly, slumbering air of 

the hall, resentment rose in her, as if they trespassed on her morning, 

and on her freedom. But as she began her ritual, hanging up her coat 

and hat, laying her purse away in the drawer, she became accustomed to 
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it, and shortly, in the calmer, quieter light coming in through the 

French windows from the garden, she sensed the airy morning spirit of 

the bouse as it stirred in welcome. When she heard dishes clattering, 

though muffled by two doors, she smi1ed. The Doctor and his wife were 

still at breakfast, then. She took her time putting on her smock. Then, 

back in the hall, she read through the day•s appointments, though she 

bad them by he art already ••••• But she hated to break in on him, !etting 

the two of them pralong, while the clock would, their privacy. As she 

listened to their voices, sbe was moved to laugh at herself ••••• after 

all, it was she who trespassed on their morning, and their freedom. So 

she waited quietly, until the front door-bell jarred her into motion. 

The first patient seemed always an intruder. The Doctor stayed out of 

sight, even after the second bell, until Miss Wrenn herself had to go 

remind him, anxiously, that Miss Mowbray waited. Leaning on the door, 

she held it open for him, seeing him grab his coat and come bounding 

along the !'Bll, brushing by her, wi th a groan for a good-morning. As she 

turned from the closing door, Miss Wrenn stole a glanee at his wife. 

With the sunlight falling on her face, she sat qui te still, as if she 

made happiness wait for ber a little longer, before it left her table. 

The second ring of the door-bell meant that }trs. Briggs, the morn-· 

ing-cleaner, had arrived. Then Mrs. Appleton herself carne out, with 

directions for the day. But she stopped, first, and spent a moment 

with Miss Wrenn, doing the weather -- then she hurried on to ~œs. Briggs, 

her laundry list in one hand, painting out spots and corners with the 

other, laughing, turning with Mrs. Briggs. When tœ Doctor came out 

from his first patient, he was always in a better humour. Then, after 
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that, as business began spilling in, Miss Wrenn no longer regretted the 

early mornings, she never looked back wistful~ on the glory of the vacant 

streets, when all things had seemed, for a little while,possible •••• 

She seemed now to wallow in life itself, eut into human dimensions, 

manageable, her skill rising with ever,y criais, filling her with pride •••• 

"You will never know, nobody will ever know, what I go through," 

drab Miss Piggott said, drearily, and for a moment, listening, grey pain 

fettered Miss Wrenn. Then, as he passed she caught a glimpse of the 

Doctor's back, and his light, indomitable step liberated her. 

"Oh," ahe said cheerfully, clearing her lungs of Miss Piggott's 

cloud, 11I am sure he will be able to help you." 

"Do you think so ••• " Miss Piggott looked all mild despair. 

"I am sure of it." 

All morning she listened to them. When Mrs. Jasper came in, steam­

ing, her features blunted like pats of butter left in the noon-sun, com­

plaining as she fanned herself, even ber ostrich feather falling limp 

across her cheek, "WhewJ next time you ma.ke Jœ an appointment on a day 

like this, you 111 have to cancel i tJ" S he stopped on the do ors tep to 

point at the offending sun. "It's a very warm day," she said loudly, 

glari ng at Miss Wrenn. 

By noon the day piled up on itself, so that she forgot if she were 

coming or going. Often, she ate her lunch on the run. In the afternoon, 

when things had begun to slacken again, the Doctor stopped by to make 

his peace, looking over her sho1.1lder at the appointment book, checking 

on his day. Meeting one name, he grimaced, and then, catching in Miss 

Wrenn's face a fellow feeling, he sighed, stretching his arma quite 
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wearily, grinding back his shoulders, "It must be nice, not to have to 

work for your living, -- l'd like to try it for a while, shouldn't you?" 

11Yes, sir," she said, smiling. 

By now, when she went to the door, the sky blazed down at her, and 

all the street was filled with noise, tramcars clattering, the next street 

over, bells ringing, workmen crying. When she let Wesley Hammer out, 

she stood for a moment, seeing him go down the street, and she shook her 

head. At the crossing someone stepped out of his way to let him pass. 

Yes, yes, march on, she thought •••• but she did not like it that there 

was nothing to get in bis way. Weariness grew in her. 

When Yœs. Appleton had been out, returning she always stopped for 

an instant with ~dss Wrenn to receive commiseration, her face dragged 

out, ber arms full of bundles. ''What a day! Such a crush in all the 

shopsJ Y ou 're lucky you weren 1t in town! I wish I'd been right 

here!" She smiled absentlY, preoccupied, climbing up the stairs witb 

her parce ls. 

When she bad gone again, she left Miss Wrenn dispirited and list­

less. .As the afternoon drew on, the hall turned to a dungeon. This 

time of day ••• late afternoon ••• whatever it was, a time one could not 

put one 1s f'inger on ••• always saddened her. She hated to be alone in 

it. Somehow it gave her a queer feeling that there was really nothing 

left for her. At the same time sbe bad a sense of almost frantic urgency, 

before it was too late. She got up, pacing back and forth, listlessly, 

yet strangelY restless ••••• wondering why, suddenly, she was so tired 

•••• why, all at once, she ached with fear of what was to come, despair­

ing of everything. Bleakness drifted across her, out of ber life, 
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making her a stranger to the woman she had been. Now she could hardly 

bear to sit alone. She got up, went into the cloakroom. Soon the clock 

would free her -but the thought of those angry streets dismayed her ••• 

She tried to blot the distant, pleasant voices from her ears, - they 

drove her wild with longing. Turning out the light in the cloakroom, 

she hovered there, in pitch darkness, trying not to listen, as if she 

bad been banished from all joy. And yet, lonely as she was, remember­

ing there was one more patient still to come, she thought she could 

not face him. Her tongue seemed turned to cotton, her face ta steel 

Then she returned to work, lef't only wi th the dregs of the day, and 

desolation. 

But when the Doctor came to ask her, kl.ndly, ''Won't you go along, 

now? Mrs. Appleton can finish up here with me ••• " though she said, 

"Thank you. I will, then," she did not want to go at all. She hardly 

had strength left for wanting anything. But she forced herself to rise, 

smiling. When he had gone, she went to the cloak-room for ber things, 

put on her bright hat, hung up ber smock on its hook. From the third 

floor she beard again laughter, the Doctor's mood expansive, joyful, 

with the end of the day. How strange it wasJ she thought, despairing. 

Wha.t a difference the hours made, to different people: She walked by 

herselt to the door, then closed it quietly behind her, going to the 

street. The hollow pavement rang ber footsteps. 

But, as she turned the corner and looked back along tœ Doctor 's 

street, one last time, she always felt a pang of quiet anguish. Whether 

because she was so soon to yield up all the day had been and return to 

those cramped rooms, her ailing mother - they could not help but chafe 
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at one another - whether it was the angle of the lowering sun across the 

jagged roofs and chinmeys, - or just that sœ was weary -- sœ could : never 

distinguish. But there it was. She felt, them, as if her world so con­

stricted her, closing in around her, that she nearly gasped in panic. 

But sœ grasped her purse and the evening newspaper under her arm, 

hurried on, grimly, toward the station. She had no eyes new for anyone. 

The shops spewed out their crowds in torrents, washing, whirling, along 

the street, all in one direction, like waters in a flood. Poking, jabbing, 

she made her way annng them, trodden dawn, born along. Sometirœs she 

fought back grimly. But the crowd moved ber on, in its unruly discipline. 

When she reached the station, she fought for ber train, for her place, 

and sank, exhausted, on the hard rush seat, jolted to the marrow of ber 

bonas. When people crowding on jabbed at ber, she stood her ground 

infuriated. Wren she got off the train, the crowds had thinned. 

As she went on down the hill after a bow-legged woman in heels -

she smiled a little, seeing heads turn after àer - she came to the 

theatres~ Once again, she shivered - those humble lines of people, 

lingering, subdued, infinitely patient, waiting only to put dawn their 

two shillings and be entertained. And in the last sunlightJ Sometimes, 

walking among them, she wanted to fling up her purse - that would move 

theml - and cry out, You are not ciphers, you are not nothingl You 

live, you live, you are human1 

Then, happily, she would pass that, into the park, and there she 

lingered, rattling her purse, glad she had kept her decorum. But she 

would smile and nod, and everybody seemed friendly again, like herself, 

warm, happy, walking in the last sun --- middle-aged men, carrying an 
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umbrella and a sprig of autumn oak, following their wives, --- old men 

in pairs, with canes and wide fabric caps, chattering schoolboys, oh, 

and a school-girl with a dog and a diary --- she smiled to herself, and 

in a way she ~ happy, as abe looked at the people. But when she turned 

into the street of shambling yellow houses she lost them completely. 

Then she was oddly lonesome. As she walked, she took one last look 

above the grim slate roofs, at the sun, like a dab of mustard on the 

drifting evening grey, and as, quite wearily, she climbed the stairs, 

she gladly beard the tea-kettle sing to welcome her. 


