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: weak schemes for gettmg out of it will occur © her durmg the next two-

weeks but she knows she will be there. - . O

"~ She phones up Marg French, who hke herseIf is'an 1 old pup1l of Miss:
.- Marsalles and ‘who has been having lessons for her twins, and they com-. -

- They remember the year before last when it tained and the little hall was
- full of raincoats piled-on top of each other because there was nio place to . -
 Hang thein up; anid the umbrellas dripped puddles on the dark floor. The:

together; and the Imng-room wmdows wouid not open. Last year a chﬂd" :
‘had 2 nosebleed. iy

“Ojf course that was not MISS Marsa]les fault Ly B
They glggle despamngly “No. But things like that did riot use to happen
1d that is true; that is the whole: thing. There is'a feeling that can *
ardly be put into words about Miss Marsalles’ partiés; things are getting

_ and anythmg may happen There is evén a moment dnvmg in to,

SR . : rity, or ..most disconcertin thm s about the last two or three parties
Miss MARSALL!ES is havmg another pa tg) (Out of musmal mteg ty & thing P

he never ‘calls it a fecital.). My

- 1 § G
her }l:eart 6 bold Yi;aer:tlzg j:i:i::c?;g liar, and the excuses which occur - who chx!dren séern to be the only new pupils Miss Marsalles ever has.. -
- ‘mother is notanin

' -rate: ainters are: coming. Fnends from .
" to her are ‘obviously second-rate: The p B o e ey s s some e and sy st roppig . Moy
Ottawa. Poor Carrie is having her tonsils out: In

h trouble; now? Now. being weighte this mean? think miy mother and Marg Frénch, women who have moved-

- ohhbut wflnt 't i]}]ﬂg;g:ﬂ?ﬂ?;:ﬂ‘::;: you may take your choice. Now tha urbs and are plagied sometimes by 4 feeling that they have
. with several tro ;

Miss Marsalles has moved from the brick-

Street, wh]ere mefla:eT:: g:::rf;ed it ‘correctly—on Bala Street. (B ' hat Dancmg is believed to be more favorable to the de-
smaﬂer place—il §

Marsalles” older sister is inb ent of the whole child-—and the children, at least: the girls, don’t

Street, where is ‘that?) Oih n;)‘;rd :?:;[ I\:rlzzn esaherself——as my mother s d uch: But how are you to explain: that to Miss
following a Stl’}‘:ke’ :1’::: 5:15 simply getting foo old: ys A_Il_chddren neéd music. All children love music in

we must face these ting ltes, stung, pretending miystification; or peth one of Miss Marsalles” indestructible beliefs that she
Now? asks Mis Il\fa?al ;315, it Ar;d she asks how her June patty co arts, and she finds there a treasury of good inten- -

for that matter really g]e b gt any time, in any place? It is the only ente al love of all good things: The deceits which her spinster’s

- ever be too much trouble, 3 oreY(so fa; as my mother knows itisthe s practlce ori her original good judgrient are legendary -
 tainment Shi, :v:; egl:::rat}?;?gwen but Miss Marsalles’ light ol_ - is wa of speaklng of chﬂdren § hearts as 1f they _
tertainme > : - ' ST

f;:xdlsmayed mdefangably social, supplies the ghosts of tea Aff sister Wimfred took lessons ‘the address

th Family Dinners). She’ would: suffe my siste ) was.
© dances, At Homes, ma“:z:m 2s the children, if she were ‘to give had alwgys been. A narrow house, built of -
says, ds much dxsappoln het to herself, but of course she i little ornamental balconies curv-

! Considerably more, says my mot . :
o a° it aloud; Zhe turns her face from the telephone ‘with that look of , N0 towers anywhere bit some-
| ;znm—as if she had seen somethmg messy which she was unab ete
. up—-—«whmh is her pnvate expressmn of plty And she pro:m

- miserate for a while and promise to go together and buck each other up.

Tittle girls” dresses were crushed because of the way they all had to squeeze .

the: w:denmg gap in the ranks of the regulars, the old pupils . '

reveals some new and surely s1gmﬁcant dropping-out. Mary- - :

and-frame bungalow on Ban ¢ thelr instincts for doing the right thing have become g .
have been rather squashed, to an eve ed. Piano lessons are not so important now ‘s they once were; -
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ways an awkward little space before the sandwiches, because the woman

they had in the kitchen was not used to parties and rather slow, but the
sandwiches when they did appear were always very good: chicken, aspara-
gus rolls, wholesome, familiar things—dressed-up nursery food. The per-
formances on the piano were, as usual, nervous and choppy of sullen and
spiritless, with the occasional surprise and interest of a lively disaster. It
will be understood that Miss Marsalles’ idealistic view of children, her ten-
der- or simple-mindedness in that regard, made her almost useless as a

teacher; she was unable to criticize except in the most delicate and apolo-
dishonest; it took an unusu-

getic way and her praises were unforgivably
ally conscientious pupil to come through with anything like a creditable

performance.
But on the whole the affair in those days had solidity, it had tradition;
in its own serenely out-of-date way it had style. Everything was always as
expected; Miss Marsalles herself, waiting in the entrance hall with the tiled
floor and the dark, church-vestry smell, wearing rouge, an antique hairdo
adopted only on this occasion, and a floor-length dress of plum and pink-
ish splotches that might have been made qut of old upholstery material,
startled no one but the youngest children. Even the shadow behind her of
another Miss Marsalles, slightly older, larger, grimmer, whose existence
was always forgotten from one June to the next, was not discomfiting—
though it was surely an arresting fact that there should be not one but
two faces like that in the world, both long, gravel-colored, kindly, and
grotesque, with enormous noses and tiny, red, sweet-tempered and short-
sighted eyes. It must finally have come to seem like a piece of luck to them
to be so ugly, a protection against life to be marked in so many ways, im-
possible, for they were gay as invulner
appeared sexless, wild, and gentle creatures, bizarre yet domestic, living in.
their house in Rosedale outside the complications of time.

In the room where the mothers sat, some on hard sofas, some on fold-
ing chairs, to hear the children play “The Gypsy Song,’
Blacksmith,” and the «Turkish March,” there was a picture of Mary, Queen
of Scots, in velvet, with a silk veil, in front of Holyrood Palace. There were
brown misty pictures of historical battles, also the Harvard Classics, iron
firedogs, and a bronze Pegasus. None of the mothers smoked, nor wa
ashtrays provided. It was the same room, exactly the same room, in which
they had performed themselves; a room whose dim impersonal style (the
flossy bunch of peonies and spirea dropping petals on the piano was is$

Marsalles’ own touch, and not entirely happy) was at the same time up-

comfortable and reassuring. Here they found themselves year after year

a group of busy, youngish women who had eased their cars impatient]
through the archaic streets of Rosedale, who had complained for a Wt

able and childish people are; they

» «The Harmonious
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X 5
Sb?;l::flly t;‘l:;ut t:e time lost, the fuss over the children’s dresses, and
s a“e,gianc ie (:m. but who were drawn together by a rather in;plau-,
e’ vt tnu so much to Miss Marsalles as to the ceremonies of
e s ti-l (:1 1 more exacting pattern of life which had been break-
e Marsa“e; . ut which survw_ed, and unaccountably still survived
e With\.rmg room. The little girls in dresses with skirts as stif;'
i et tl.la- natural awareness of ceremony against the dark
R s : I:-_h eir mothers’ faces wore the dull, not unpleasant look
iy c:;;me t::)uc:l'l of absurd and slightly artificial nostalgia which
smiles which showed :gtlli’k Z?é;gzg;thitr::ﬂZn:md- it 7 e
iar, humorous amazement at the sameness of,thin S Ay
Eg‘g};‘? tﬁz itll;lzrf;;r atr;ld the fillings of the sandwicis;se;vsf)nt;ll;ey s:ii‘;:::;s
AN ﬂ(:;ir Ef :fholly unrealistic persistence of Miss Marsalles
After the piano-playing came a little i
so;r;i embarrassment. Before the childrerfe\zr::aoflaﬂyo"‘:t:i‘:ltloa}::;ysec;)u:lid
Eabmger ;rte_ry 1:l1arro'wr, a town garden, but still a garden, with hedggs shadee
g yellow lﬂle's—where a long table was covered with cré ; ’
omm ;::1: c?lors of.pmk aImd blue, and the woman from the kitl?:hfr?[;z
theypwer : coO IIslan(liiw(;ches, ice cream, prettily tinted and tasteless sherbet
R P;be to accept, one by one, a year’s-end gift, all wrap eci
e i;l _ i::Jn, from Miss .Marsalles. Except among the most napive
ol al:,d i gi c’aused no excitement of anticipation. It was apt to be a
L qu;s‘tmn was, where did she find such books? They were of
i Ofgsec u;h in old Sunday-school libraries, in attics and the base-
9 Northe::: Laa;cnd stores,' but they were all stiff-backed, unread, brand
e e.;‘ a.nd Rivers, Knowing the Birds, More Tales by Grey
Cup,i B . ”s:?:& rtir;ds. She“al“so gave pictures: “Cupid Awake and
. fz:tu t;r e Bath, . T.he Little Vigilantes”; most of these
B o re a'at.tender childish nudity which our sophisticated
e vaedntlgs; :L?;Z?I.c:ius agd disgusting. Even the boxed games she
Wthc: [ et tp;w;rT unplayable—full of complicated rules
& th: ;:::;:::st;ment the mothers felt at this time was due not so much
e themfalil:sde.i‘\;es as to a strong doubt whether Miss Marsalles
e ;a id not help to remember that her fees had gone u
- ‘I‘hzy arlzv(and even when that happened, two or three mothi-’
ek ays ended up by saying that she must have other re-
sources. ous—otherwise she would not be living in this house.

And then her si i
Al ister taught—or did not teach anymore; she was retired but

she gave pri ;
M€ gave private lessons, it was believed, in French and German. They
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must have enough, between them. If you are a Miss Marsalles your wants

are simple and it does not costa great deal to live.
But after the house in Rosedale was gone, after it had given way to
the bungalow on Bank Street, these conversations about Miss Marsalles’

means did not take place; this aspect of Miss Marsalles’ life had passed

into that region of painful subjects which it is crude and unmannerly

to discuss.
will die of depression at this

does not rain and in fact the
day as we drive down into the

«] wiLL DIE if it rains,” my mother says. ‘1
affair if it rains.” But the day of the party it
weather is very hot. It is a hot gritty summer

city and get lost, looking for Bala Street.
When we find it, it gives the impression of being better than we ex-

pected, but that is mostly because it has a row of trees, and the other
streets we have been driving through, along the railway embankment,

have been unshaded and slatternly. The houses here are of the sort thatare

divided in half, with a sloping wooden partition in the middle of the front

ve two wooden steps and dirt yard. Apparently it is in one

porch; they ha
of these half-houses that Miss Marsalles lives. They are red brick, with the

front door and the window trim and the porches painted cream, gray,
oily-green, and yellow. They are neat, kept-up. The front part of the house
next to the one where Miss Marsalles lives has been turned into a little
store; it has a sign that says: GROCERIES AND CONFECTIONERY.

The door is standing open. Miss Marsalles is wedged between the door,
the coatrack, and the stairs; there is barely room to get past her into the
living room, and it would be impossible, the way things are now, for any-
one to get from the living room upstairs. Miss Marsalles is wearing her
rouge, her hairdo, and her brocaded dress, which it is difficult not to
tramp on. In this full light she looks like a character in a masquerade, like
the feverish, fancied-up courtesan of an unpleasant Puritan imagination.
But the fever is only her rouge; her eyes, when we get close enough to see
them, are the same as ever, red-rimmed and merry and wit]
hension. My mother and I are kissed—
around five years old—and we get past.
Marsalles was looking beyond us as she kissed us; she was

street for someone who has not yet arrived.
The house has a living room and a dining room, with the oak doors.
pushed back between them. They are small rooms. Mary, Queen of
hangs tremendous on the wall. There is no fireplace so the iron firedo
are not there, but the piano is, and even a bouquet of peonies and s
from goodness knows what garden. Since it is $0 small the living roof

It seemed to me that Miss
looking up the

hout appre-
1 am greeted, as always, as if 1 were
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1
&;k:(:}r&:lzg;b;: :here are not a dozen people in it, including children
peaks to people and smiles and sit .

szllzﬁ French is n‘ot‘here yet, could she have gots llcfsfu1 ?o‘g S i

wearsea\:lfoman sitting beside us is not familiar. She is middle-aged and

g r;ss of shot taffeta with rhinestone clips; it smells of the cgea v

g hatl)f ufc::]: herself as _Mrs. Clegg, Miss Marsalles’ neighbor inn:;;s'

e }?ﬂdre; h;:;e'a I\/‘[ilsshM:}:'salles has asked her if she would like t;

,and s i

ity e thought it would be a treat; she is fond of

My mother, very pleasant b i

1 ) ut lookin i
abﬁ\:)thMjss Marsalles’ sister; is she upstairs?g S
, yes, she’s upstairs. She’s not h ‘ ing.”
That is too bad, my mother says ik ik
“Yes, it’s a shame, I give her sorr;f- i
: ething to put her to sleep fi
noon.;]:he :lost hel:, powers of speech, you know. Her pOV\IrJer:rotfhzoaf:er-l
g;nt:la; V)‘;,icse eﬂioit. My ]mother is warned by a certain luxurious low:ril:g
at more lengthy and inti i

i eipionle intimate details may follow and she
“I come in and look aft

e after her when the other one goes out on her
“'g;‘at’s vl(;ry kind 01.“ you. I’'m sure she appreciates it.”

& , well, I feel kind of sorry for a couple of old ladies like th
ey’re a couple of babies, the pair.” A
My mother murmurs something i

. g in reply but she i i

hMe:-s.t Clehgg, at h.er brn':k-red healthy face or the—to mefaltllo;zilr?‘)hng o

eeth. S}lxe is staring past her into the dining room with ity well

controlled dismay. Vi e
What she sees there is the

Vhat table spread, all ready f

3 ; ) y for the :

b:et.l;uf:'_)gr lzelz.ck:g. The plates of sandwiches are set out, as theypri]nu);tt;‘::itf:

L cuder hoyrs now; you can see how the ones on top are begin-

the sdeiChvery sgghtly at the edges. Flies buzz over the table, setrl:leg on

E{ought e I::i;r;) airgwi comfortably across the plates of little iced cakes

gfthe o ery. The cut-glas.s bowl, sitting as usual in the center

oL t:) W purple pun‘}ch, without ice apparently and going flat

= i deli er not to put it all out ahead of time,” Mrs. Clegg whis:

) mg i_mga d:t rgl:‘tedl});_, as 1£ she were talking about the whims and errors

L saf; dc ‘1ld. You k,now she was up at five o’clock this

md {8 ;[v oumnn::cl]::s:ela ;ion t know what things are going to taste

e y, I guess. Afraid she’d forget something,

d shouldn’ i
shouldn’t be left out in the hot weather,” my mother says
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“Oh, well, I guess it won’t poison us for once. I was only thinking what |
a shame to have the sandwiches dry up. And when she put the ginger ale

in the punch at noon had to laugh. But what waste.”
My mother shifts and rearranges her voile skirt, as if she has suddenly

become aware of the impropriety, the hideousness even, of discussinga |

hostess’s arrangements in this way in her own living room. “Marg French
isn’t here,” she says to me¢, in a hardening voice. “She did say she was
coming.” l

«] am the oldest girl here,” I say with disgust. |

“Shh. That means you can play last. Well. It won't be a very long pro-

gram this year, will it?”

Mrs. Clegg leans across us, Jetting loose a cloud of warm unfresh odor
from between her breasts. “I'm going to see if she’s got the fridge turned
up high enough for the ice cream. She’d feel awful if it was all to melt.”
My mother goes across the room and speaks to a woman she knows

and I can tell that she is saying, Marg French said she was coming. The

women’s faces in the room, made up some time before, have begun to
show the effects of heat and a fairly general uneasiness. They ask each

other when it will begin. Surely very soon now; nobody has arrived for at

least a quarter of an hour. How mean of people not to come, they say. Yet

in this heat, and the heat is particularly dreadful down here, it must be the

worst place in the city—well you can almost see their point. I look around
e is no one in the room within a year of my age.

and calculate that ther
The little children begin to play. Miss Marsalles and Mrs. Clegg ap-

plaud with enthusiasm; the mothers clap two or three times each, with re-
lief. My mother seems unable, although she makes a great effort, to take
her eyes off the dining-room table and the complacent journeys of the
marauding flies. Finally she achieves a drearny, distant look, with her eyes
focussed somewhere above the punch bowl, which makes it possible for
her to keep her head turned in that direction and yet does not in any posi-
tive sense give her away. Miss Marsalles as well has trouble keeping
eyes on the performers; she keeps looking towards the door. Does she ex3
pect that even now some of the unexplained absentees may turn upt
There are far more than half a dozen presents in the inevitable box besi
the piano, wrapped in white paper and tied with silver ribbon—not real
ribbon, but the cheap kind that splits and shreds.

It is while [ am at the piano, playing the minuet from Be
final arrival, unlooked-for by anybody but Miss Marsalles, takes place.t
must seem at first that there has been some mistake. Out of the corneréig
my eye I see a whole procession of children, eight or ten in all, with a 1
haired woman in something like a uniform, mounting the fron

They look like a group of children from a private school on an excurss

renice, that th
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of i i
% :ic:ngoklrld (?here is that dr_abness and sameness about their clothes) but
S ?rhss 1s too scrambling and disorderly for that. Or this is the i y
s ave; I cannot really look. Is it the wrong house, are th 3 ::]1]1-
i Mar‘::l)lre:‘;-; the doctor for shots, or to Vacation Bible Clas:gs?reNoY
O e B:; ig:it ;11;' v;;tzlkaﬂl’mpp? whisper of apology; she has'gone’
. : ere is a sound of i
lg;:.;tl’ller, of fold‘mg chairs being opened, there is an i(;apeople Al
S ppropriate, curiously
And above or behind all thi i
| ] : is cautious flurry of arrival i
1::;11)( con}fentrated sﬂ'ence. Something has hargpenedi‘:omﬂ:;;m . pfecu_
baCk, 1;:'0 Zps s]on?ethi;'lgﬁlisastrous; you can feel such things bel'?irlllt:llTl }2: i
: n playing, the first harsh silence with eatacty
g:gf;dla:]f;:l:“gn interpretation of Handel. When I:z T;::fréat::::}aﬂy
S Oover so i i
L me of the new children who are sitting on
One of them, a boy nine or ten
» 2 years old, is going to fi i
hMar;alles takes his hand and smiles at him andgtherge is nz“(t)v‘:itn;:e. 1;415'5
22]1.. m.) exgbarrassed movement of her head to disown this smjl OthS
f o kl:?o anl;h: boy too. I-.{e turns his head towards her as he sits do::n' :hw
Pi:.oﬁ_]e i eE:ouragngly. But my attention has been caught b ’ hi:
gl 30:1) : up at her—the heavy, unfinished features, the ab};lor-
L :a ms antlrg eyes. I look at the children seated on the floor
) e profile repeated two or three times;
zv]:jti:d :t veryhlarge head and fair shaved hair, fine as a bae:)’yl':i;:;o::r tl;:)y
inﬁm?lz: ose features are regular and unexceptional, me:rked onl tc: -
e [;:;1:::8: ;ntc}i1 caln;. The boys are dressed in white shiZts Zl;g
nd the gi
e girls wear dresses of gray-green cotton with red
"'S“?‘::,e::j th:: kind is quite musical,” says Mrs. Clegg.
|, e ey?” my mother whispers, surely not aware of how upset
nTh ;i
o t:]Ye‘ I;;ii::sn: [:l;at class she has out at the Greenhill School. They're
g some of them quite musical but of course they’re not
e );‘l;:o:i’:::elaods distractedly; she looks around the room and meets th
:mpih_,,f'.i-s'nothing :ﬁec:]i Ll;e T?I:her women, but no decision is reachedﬁ
iﬂﬂwﬁém R = - o . These children are going to play. Their play-
worse—than ours, but they seem to go slowly,

ook cl i

» p;sf:’lz r:;l:uc}; children, and yet where else can you look dur-
g ce h\ft at the performer? There is an atmosphere in
: ml eakish inescapable dream. My mother and the others
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are almost audible saying to themselves: No, I know if is not right to be re-
pelled by such children and I am not repelled, but nobody told me I was going |
to come here to listen to @ procession of little—little idiots for that's what |
they are—WHAT KIND OF A parTy 15 THIs? Their applause, however, has
increased, becoming brisk, let-us-at-least-get-this-over-with. But the pro- |
gram shows no signs of being over.

Miss Marsalles says each child’s name as if it were a cause for celebra- |
tion. Now she says, “Dolores Boyle!” A girl as big as I am, a long-legged,
rather thin and plaintive-looking girl with blond, almost white, hair, un-
coils herself and gets up off the floor. She sits down on the bench and after
shifting around a bit and pushing her long hair back behind her ears she
begins to play.

We are accustomed to notice performances at Miss Marsalles’ parties,
but it cannot be said that anyone has ever expected music. Yet this time
the music establishes itself so effortlessly, with so little demand for atten-
tion, that we are hardly even surprised. What she plays is not familiar. It is

something fragile, courtly, and gay, that carries with it the freedom of a
great unemotional happiness. And all that this girl does—but this is some-
thing you would not think could ever be done—is to play it so that this
can be felt, all this can be felt, even in Miss Marsalles’ living room on Bala
Street on a preposterous afternoon. The children are all quiet, the ones
from Greenhill School and the rest. The mothers sit, caught with a look
of protest on their faces, a more profound anxiety than before, as if re-
minded of something that they had forgotten they had forgotten; the
white-haired girl sits ungracefully at the piano with her head hanging
down, and the music is carried through the open door and the windows to
the cindery summer street.

Miss Marsalles sits beside the piano and smiles at everybody in her
usual way. Her smile is not triumphant, or modest. She does not look like
a magician who is watching people’s faces to see the effect of a rather
original revelation—nothing like that. You would think, now that at the
very end of her life she has found someone whom she can teach—whom
she must teach—to play the piano, she would light up with the impor-
tance of this discovery. But it seems that the girl’s playing like this is somes
thing she always expected, and she finds it natural and satisfying; people
who believe in miracles do not make much fuss when they actually
counter one. Nor does it seem that she regards this girl with any m
wonder than the other children from Greenhill School, who love hi
‘the rest of us, who do not. To her no gift is unexpected, no celebration ¥
come as a surprise.

The girl is finished. The music is in the room and ther it is gone df
naturally enough no one knows what to say. For the moment she is 1l
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ished it is plai o
Ssc lfjoit ifl:}:n tha.t‘she is just the same as before, a girl from Greenhill
e ;'md < a;t ;nus::c was_not imaginary. The facts are not to be ::?on
okl e T laik:w; rrtlnllrites the performance begins to seem, in spit;
; —a very successful and diverti :
::SL::s;,O]:;u:h perpla,ps—.lfow can it be said?®—perhaps not aIlt‘(,)egr:Egr?ne, ’
p]acé ° noteriu.ﬂ s ability, _whlch is undeniable but after all useless ’:)ﬁ:oi'
Mars;_ues such: Z h:;l)m‘ethmg that anybody wants to talk about T“o Mi‘:s
: g is acceptable, but to oth :
) 1a able, er people, i

lsn ! ]f wca)iht:'l{ﬂn]t is not. Nevcr_ mind, they must say soriethli,sq:;: hﬂt:i""-'
peak gratefully of the music itself, saying how lovel hg antifil
piece, what is it called? bty

“The Dance of the Haj »
ppy Shades,” says Mi
bres heureuses, she says, which leaves nob}:dy ﬁyﬁfﬁz Danse des om-

But THEN driving home, drivi
: , driving out of the hot red-bri
; . : red-brick street
ge 1:}ilrr]admty' 'and lea\fmg Miss Marsalles and her no longer po::fh?eand o'ut
e h,a 3:1te certainly forever, why is it that we are unable to sa james
expected to say—Poor Miss Marsalles? It is the Dan)c(e oafs t‘}:e
e

Happy Shades that pre ents u 3 it 1'5 that one com, ig
v 8. i
£ - munlqué ﬁ’Olm the Othe



Something I've Been
Meaning to Tell You

e

»

“ANYWAY, HE KNOWS how to fascinate the women,” said Et to Char,
She could not tell if Char went paler, hearing this, because Char was pale
in the first place as anybody could get. She was like a ghost now, with her
hair gone white. But still beautiful, she couldn’t lose it. j
“No matter to him the age or the size,” Et pressed on. “1¢’s natural to
him as breathing, I guess. 1 only hope the poor things aren’t taken in byit
«] wouldn’t worry,” Char said.
The day before, Et had taken Blaikie Noble up on his invitation

along on one of his tours and listen to his spiel. Char was asked too, but

course she didn’t go. Blaikie Noble ran a bus. The bottom part of it}
the effect of an awn

painted red and the top part was striped, to give
On the side was painted: L AKESHORE TOURS, INDIAN GRAVES, LIME;
GARDENS, MILLIONAIRE'S MANSION, BLAIKIE NOBLE, DRIVER, GUIDE
had a room at the hotel, and he also worked on the grounds, wi
helper, cutting grass and clipping hedges and digging the borders. !
comedown, Et had said at the beginning of the summer when the
found out he was back. She and Char had known him in the old da
So Et found herself squeezed into his bus with a lot of stranger
before the afternoon was OVer she had made friends with a num
them and had a couple of promises of jackets needing letting out,
didn’t have enough to do already. That was beside the point, the
15

her mind was watching Blaikie.
And what did he have to show? A few mounds with grass grow

r
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them, covering dead Indians, a pl
e s, a plot full of odd-shaped, grayish-whi
o b]eo?hk:tge Ilnwr:estor_u: things—farfetched imitatioIer ofgplzlsg ‘(:E:t:;
strosity of a housz ?Drt{;]tlf utr}:tf ;iv::c::h;to?u ‘;;Dted)—and s i
L ; ! ey. He made the m i
lﬁi:n Zzziédlétoh‘::e on the Ind:ans., then a scientific d.iscou(;:: (:afnn;l:ﬁel
i kno-w b :rc:h way of kflowmg how much of it was true. Arthur
el hop.in \ an\:r wasn’t th‘ere; there was nobody there but sill
o ov;r thmgt ow be.s1de Blaikie to and from the sights, chat w1t]}17
il ea :;1 the Lunestone Pavilion, looking forward’ to havi
e ti Firr under their elbows, the other hand brushing somewh %
nd st when he helped them down off the b  TEr not's
tol:'lxst; lﬁtt:hlspt;red sharply when he tried it on her) AN
e to em the house was .
living te1:1 r.niles. away all her life.}rwrﬁn?:dﬁﬁeit]?adhewr S
of E‘he mnl}’mn‘aue, at least it was believed she had kill cle ;u e T
“;I}?wt; clrl:;;:l some lady, thrilled out of her wits o g
Ah, the ladies are always anxious to know : ” sai ikie, i
:’ ;::CE] hkz c':-lea';'n};' sc’:ornful and loving. “It wa;:hae srlzifiao?:;i]ag:kt:’ ‘s
ol hersjfy) :;15 1;3 dilds is all hear.say, all local gossip.” (Local my fo.ot e‘-aida tEi
s ml;l iy : ;:;Erf:;;:e;is ladydfrcilends. The wife didn’t., No.”
ed up and down in the :
t_t;lv: ;(;f\;vsrzf 2]«::,? spxl';.llc?. -It was not the murdered man xiéll:: mwé]ll:::lw Eﬂ:
%uﬁt,hhg:nenr:ig. aikie smiled ruefully at the busload. At first E; h:d
sﬁe o :)):s were all false, an ordinary commercial flirtation, to
e eyl; s worth. But gradually she was getting a differ’ent
e Sheeac woman he talked to—it didn’t matter how fat or
ke enﬂ:ras;las if t!'lere was one thing in her he would like to
m Tl 1gok m::: ﬁ;:ng)}(u}r:fdb:th zlti.lnhately s::irious, narrowing look
, A f n they made love, th
never ﬁ“)m d:;;f;:;}lfhn seem.to want to be a deep-sea :.itvf: :i:ﬂd
e e emptiness and cold and wreckage to discove%
e is heart on, something small and precious, hard
i )tfge é:}:narﬂi; c;c;an liloor. That was a look she would
‘how freely it was being rh'-stribut‘:g?t Fiarr g g e

D A i
Par:l; ];::h héd been planning a trip that summer to see
g en rfmd Canyon, but they did not go.-Arthur suf-
c chera]z{h .:.!]:; s just :1: the end of school, and the doctor put
iy s were the matter with him. He wa i
. lsll:artbeat, there was trouble with his kidne X ;‘:ﬂmc-‘he
. She woke at night, worrying. A
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3 SomethmgI ve Been Meanmg to. Tell You . T
TH
E HoTeL had Just recently been opened up agam The Nobles had |

serenely “He's overtlred
“given
g it up in the twentizs and the town had operated it for 2 while'as a

' “Don t be sxlly, Sald Char

' Arthur got up in the evenings. and sat in his dressmg gown Blaxlue _
Noble came to vrsu "He said his room m at the hotel was 2 hole above the
kitchen, they were trying to steam-cook hrm 1t made him appreciate .
the cool of the porch. They played the garnes that Arthur loved, school-"
teacher’s games. They played a geography game, and they tried to see who [

could make the most words out of the name Beethoven Arthur wor. He :
 got thirty- -four. He was immensely dellghted [ :
_“You'd think you'd found the Holy Grail,” Char sard RORTIR It

" They played “Who Ami 17" Bach of them had to choose somebody to
be-—teal or ;rnagmary, hvrng or dead, human or animal—and the others
had to try to guess it in twenty quesnons Et got who Arthur was on the-

thirtéenth question. Sir Galahad.
“I never thought youw'd get it $0 $00R.”. S
%1 thought back to Char saying about the Holy Gra1l _
" said Blalkxe Noble, “because m

“My strength is as the strength of ten,
I remem mbered that.”™

ng Arthu% Et sard ng

i mewwmmm

“dining foom; put in a cocktail lo

ning room; put ir ockta ounge; reclalmed the lawns a
:Suﬁ_}tr :,1111: teninis court seemed to be beyond repair. There wa::i f:; den,
thélzort e ;egan; Pe}ople came to stay in' the summers, but the?'wereq:zz'. '
ople who used to come: Retired coupl ’ .

es, M

;mgle ladies. Nobody would tiave walked a bloclt?to ség ta}?ngldOWS el
t;}Et éhought Not that there was a boat anymore. ' . gﬂ o the :
| aL ; ll;:t t:;nke she met Blaikie Noble on the street she l'lad made a poitit -. |
g taken aback He was wearmg a creamy suit and hrs harrpthat -

%ou brards He kisséd her forehead, nervy as always. -
you re back v151t1ng old haunts,” said Et, wondermg. who had.

heart is pure. 1 didn’t know
. “You should have ‘been
namesake P EER
41 should have ng Arthur was mamed 'to the znoSt beautiful woma
aRpCIaSTEE pe mg up agarn, and how he had been domg thzs sort of thmg

Cin the world.”
| “Ha,” sald Et ‘We all ltnow the end of that s.tor)r

Char went mto the living room and played the prano in the datk

“The ﬂowers that bloom in the sprmg, tra-!a, :

AR " Have nothmg t0 do with the case.s o0

When Et arnved out of breath that past Iune, and sa1d Gue W
- osaw downtown on the street?’ Char, who was on her knees plckmg stra
- berries, said, ’ “Blaikie Noble :

- “You've seen him.”
L “Noy. " said Char. “1 Just knew. 1 thmkI knew b)r your Voice.”

A name that had not Been mentioned between them for thirty yea
was too amazed then to think of the explananon that came to
Wh‘y did {t need to be a surprise to Char? Therc was 4 postal servic
country; theré had been all along :

[ asked hirn about his wife,” shie sard The oné w1th the ol]s
Chat wouldn’t remember.). “He says she died a long time ag No
that. He. married anothet one and she’ s dead. Neither c_ould- ha

" rich. And where is all the Nobles money; from the hotel?” :

' “We 11 never know, sard Char, and ate a strawberry

e told her about his two wives. H
e never asked was sh -
kl_ng .;for_ gronted_ ehe wesn ‘t. He never: asked if Char wsa: :ﬂln:fle

eMBERED the ﬁrst time she understood that Chnr wns beautlful |
! isa:l a picture taken of them, of Char and herself and: their: -
e :)ﬁst ai‘:}gfj;ftfash ten #;1‘; the picture, Char fourteen and
ven, just a couple weeks short of all he would eve be. Et was sit- -
n armless chair and Char was behind h ¢ 3o Bt wassitd
fiicss chall anc L s behind hier; arms folded: -
with: Sandy in his: saﬂor suit cross»legged-'on the eﬂfo::;,t_};i .

:yellomng screen, but came out in the picture a pilla
ascene of receding poplars and fountains. Chaf hacl .
e su-;)_o ftor the picture and was wearing a bright biue,
o course: the color did not show-—with com:..
€ et piping..She was smiling stightly; with great co
_ ;r_e _been. e1ghteen, she could have been rwenty—ttf:;-
oxeso ;ltl}e-__ﬂeshy timid sort most often featured on calen- -
Dxes of ¢ .‘?-_Pe_rl‘?‘.i',- but was sharp and delicate, intolerant, .

hospltal Now. somie people: from. Toronto had bought it, renovatéd the -
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Et took a long look at this picture and then went and looked at Char,

who was in the kitchen. It was washday. The woman who came to help
was pulling clothes through the wringer, and their mother was sitting
down resting and staring through the screen door (she never got over
Sandy; nobody expected her to). Char was starching their father’s collars.

He had a tobacco and candy store on the Square and wore a fresh collar

every day. Et was prepared to find that some metamorphosis had taken

place, as in the background, but it was not so. Char, bending over the

starch basin, silent and bad-humored (she hated washday, the heat and

steam and flapping sheets and chugging commotion of the machine—in
fact, she was not fond of any kind of housework), showed in her real face
the same almost disdainful harmony as in the photograph. This made
Et understand, in some not entirely welcome way, that the qualities of leg-

end were real, that they surfaced where and when you least expected.

She had almost thought beautiful women were a fictional invention. She

h the people get off the excursion boat,

and Char would go down to watc
on Sundays, walking up t0 the hotel. So much white it hurt your eyes,

the ladies’ dresses and parasols and theymen’s summer suits and panama
hats, not to speak of the sun dazzling on the water and the band play-
ing. But looking closely at those ladies, Et found fault. Coarse skin or
fat behind or chicken necks or dull nests of hair, probably ratted. Bt
did not let anything get by her, young as she was. At school she was re-
spected for her self-possession and her sharp tongue. She ‘was the one to
tell you if you had been at the blackboard with a hole in your stocking ora
ripped hem. She was the one who imitated (but in a safe corner of the
schoolyard, out of earshot, always) the teacher reading “The Burial of Sir
John Moore.” ‘
All the same it would have suited her better to have found one of thos¢
ladies beautiful, not Char. It would have been more appropriate. Mor¢
suitable than Char in her wet apron with her cross expression, bent
the starch basin. Et was a person who didn’t like contradictions, didnt
like things out of place, didn’t like mysteries Or extremes.
She didn’t like the bleak notoriety of having Sandy’s drowning att:

to her, didn’t like the memory people kept of her father carrying the
up from the beach. She could be seen at twilight, in her gym bloo
turning cartwheels on the lawn of the stricken house. She made a
mouth, which nobody saw, one day in the park when Char said, “That#

my little brother who was drowned.”

THE PARK overlooked the beach. They were standing there with B
Noble, the hotel owner’s son, who said, “Those waves can be dangero¥
Three or four years ago there was 2 kid drowned.”
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And Char said—to give her credit, she didn” i i

most w1t}‘1 amusement, that he should 1<no:lrrl s:) slsi.:{r.llet :ll?c?l iaHMY’ i a']-
pe(;;lah;;—i— That was my little brother who was drowned.” o ey
haveabe;l I*:i(;llall;n wa.s not any older than Char—if he had been, he would
e : in F]:;ncc—but he had not had to live all his life in
e gu.ests at h'ncf:th ow the real people there as well as he knew the
o ﬂlis er’s hotel. Every winter he went with his parents
i ma ;}:m ﬂe train. He had seen the Pacific surf. He had pledged
bt etliin :g{,,;rel; n;a:;n?s were democratic, his skin was tanned

: e wer :
of leisure, only work. His hair pwas ble:c;nl:c; l:;‘:;]:ysim;;?s privs
were almost as notable as Char’s but his were corrupted b i e
- y charm, as hers

It was the heyday of Mock Hill and all the other town
;:]:ez,i tc;’f :gﬂtge hotels whu_:h m later years would become Sunssl?ir::g:mthz
i Ifl%:;b;v;ai.::t;:;rtm;; bg:ra;ks for R.A.F. training pilots Ii:,n
hollowed-out logs filled with flowers w:re gtt::lo:at:l: i:i‘;xei ev:tlz sfpf; e
::: ;::125 :;,n Thams above them. Croquet sets and woocfe;l};win(;s \::;:
. oeu z:n‘:;:}gntge:::: c:[‘;:, rzlllelc(l; Peosle who could not afford
- . ) erks, a i
cntyl,) stayed. in a row of tiny cottages, joined bynlattfia::cetv?fg;kglt::t Tl)c;n l:hth'e
%:; u?ig\: 5,;1]1[5-] a:lr;d tf:ll?hmmunal outhouses, stretching far up the beach Giii;
e ther, e; s cg had mothers to tell them what to do, were toicl not
e frm;t (; l?dy t.old Char ?vhat to do, so she walked along the
i of them in the glaring afternoon, taking Et with her fo
. pany. The cottages had no glass in their windows; they had .
Ex:;;ped-up wooden sh\.1tters that were closed at night.’ Fro:;) tlie 3:113:
e :.;:r:,;s o::dor tlwo .mdistinct sad or drunk invitations, that was a:l
e hsgﬂe icri:d 1\:11:: ;t;{r;;t rl:len, perhaps intimidated them., A]l
Nn‘l’)vlr;awas _her first, if that was what hse :ra}:d o A
mme: g;dlgtlhsl?s Effa“ of Char’s and Blaikie Noble’s amount to, in the
e o.n was never sure, He did not call at the house, at least
B ce or twice. He was kept busy working at the hotel. Every
lter Iakeshore‘:) ag OZE? excursion wagon, with an awning on top of it
B s nad ,t taking people to look at the Indian graves and the;

e . 0 g_lu'npse through the trees the Gothic stone man-
g tlf;mto d.lst:.ller and known locally as Grog Castle. He was

e t;e:irliz ::_c:u; the hotel put on once a week, with a
- ok for,the - :f:rmil::;it_s, and singers and comedians
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Late mornings seemed to be the time he and Char had. “Come on,” |
Char would say, “I have to go downtown,” and she would in fact pick up |
the mail and walk partway round the Square before veering off into the |
park. Soon, Blaikie Noble would appear from the side door of the hotel |
and come bounding up the steep path. Sometimes he would not even
bother with the path but jump over the back fence, to amaze them. None
of this, the bounding or jumping, was done the way some boy from Mock
Hill High School might have done it, awkwardly yet naturally. Blaikie
Noble behaved like a man imitating a boy; he mocked himself but was
graceful, like an actor.

«Isn’t he stuck on himself?” said Et to Char, watching. The position she
had taken up right away on Blaikie was that she didn’t like him.

“Of course he is,” said Char.

She told Blaikie. “Et says you're stuck on yourself.”

“What did you say?” j

“] told her you had to be, nobody else is.”

Blaikie didn’t mind. He had taken the position that he liked Et. He
would with a quick tug loosen and des{roy the arrangement of looped-up
braids she wore. He told them things about the concert artists. He told
them the Scottish ballad singer was a drunk and wore corsets, that the fe-
male impersonator even in his hotel room donned a blue nightgown with
feathers, that the lady ventriloquist talked to her dolls—they were named
Alphonse and Alicia—as if they were real people, and had them sitting up
in‘bed one on each side of her.

“How would you know that?” Char said.

“I took her up her breakfast.”

“I thought you had maids to do that.”

“The morning after the show I do it. That’s when I hand them their pay:
envelope and give them their walking papers. Some of them would stayal
week if you didn’t inform them. She sits up in bed trying to feed them bifs
of bacon and talking to them and doing them answering back, you'd haye
a fit if you could see.”

“She’s cracked, I guess,” Char said peacefully.

ONE NiGHT that summer Et woke up and remembered she had left he
pink organdie dress on the line, after hand-washing it. She though
heard rain, just the first few drops. She didn’t, it was just leaves rus
but she was confused, waking up like that. She thought it was far on
night too, but thinking about it later she decided it might have been @ 0l
around midnight. She got up and went downstairs, turned on the bac
kitchen light, and let herself out the back door, and standing on the
pulled the clothesline towards her. Then almost under her feet, from {ft
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| grass right beside the stoop, where there was a big lilac bush that had

grown ar'nd spread, untended, to the size of a tree, two figures lifted th
selves, .dldn’t stand or even sit up, just roused their heads as if f:::a:l)-l1 :
:fd,czltlll tangled tf:»get.her some way. The back kitchen light didn’t shinn;
anr; . g{a:ut but lit the yard enough for her to see their faces. Blaikie
She never did get a look at what state their clothes were in, to see how
far _they had gone or were going. She wouldn’t have wantec’i to. To see
their faces was enough for her. Their mouths were big and swollén their
cheeks flattened, coarsened, their eyes holes. Et left her dress, she ﬂeZi int
the house and into her bed where she surprised herself by ;‘allin aslee §
Char never said a word about it to her next day. All she saif was EI
brought your dress in, Et. I thought it might rain.” As if she had nev
seen Et out there pulling on the clothesline. Et wondered. She knew if slf:
said, “You saw me,” Char would probably tell her it had been a dream
She let Char think she had been fooled into believing that, if that was whaé
Char was thinking. That way, Et was left knowing more; she was left
kno;vmg what Chfir looked like when she lost her powe’rs, abdicated
15:; ﬂ); :;:}‘Li_ed’ with green stuff clogging his nostrils, couldn’t look more

BeroreE CHRISTMAS the news came to Mock Hill iki

was married. He had ‘married the lady ventriloquist,tl:]iz 1(3)1::;1“ Vsitioif
phf)nse ‘and Alicia. Those dolls, who wore evening dress and had sleek
hairdos in the style of Vernon and Irene Castle, were more clearly remem-
bered than the lady herself. The only thing people recalled for sure about
her was that she could not have been under forty. A nineteen-year-old
boy. It was because he had not been brought up like other boys h);cl been
allowed the run of the hotel, taken to California, let mix with ;]J sorts of
people. The result was depravity, and could have been predicted.

Char s'»wa]]owed poison. Or what she thought was poison. It was laun-
dry b.luvemg. The first thing she could reach down from the shelf in the
back lqtchen. Et came home after school—she had heard the news at
noon, from Char herself, in fact, who had laughed and said, “Wouldn’t

 that kill you?”—and she found Char vomiting into the toilet. “Go get the

‘Medical Book,” Char said to her. A terrible involuntary groan came out of

i _:ead what it says about poison.” Et went instead to phone the doc-

har came stag.gering out of the bathroom holding the bottle of

eﬁ :;1;;: Eel}:lmd tge tub. “If you don’t put up the phone I'll drink
ottle,” she said i i i

B dose: 3:;:511 whisper. Their mother was presum-

to hang up the phone and look in the ugly old book where she
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had read long ago about childbirth and signs of death, and had learned
about holding a mirror to the mouth. She was under the mistaken impres-
sion that Char had been drinking from the bleach bottle already; so she
read all about that. Then she found it was the blueing. Blueing was not in
the book, but it seemed the best thing to do would be to induce vomiting,
as the book advised for most poisons—Char was at it already, didn’t need
to have it induced—and then drink a quart of milk. When Char got the
milk down she was sick again.

«] didn’t do this on account of Blaikie Noble,” she said between spasms.
“Don’t you ever think that. I wouldn’t be such a fool. A pervert like him. [
did it because I'm sick of living.”

“What are you sick of about livin

wiped her face.
“«Pm sick of this town and all the stupid people in it and Mother

and her dropsy and keeping house and washing sheets every day. I don'
think I'm going to vomit anymore. I think I could drink some coffee. I

says coffee.”
Et made a pot and Char got out two of the best cups. They began to

giggle as they drank.
“m sick of Latin,” Et said. “I'm sick of Algebra. I think I'll take

blueing.”
«Life is a burden,” Char said. “O Life, where is thy sting?”

«Q Death, O Death, where is thy sting?”
“Did 1 say Life? | meant Death. O Death, where is thy sting? Paz-‘_

don me.”
'\

g?” said Et sensibly when Char had

ONE AFTERNOON Et was staying with Arthur while Char shopped and
changed books at the library. She wanted to make him an eggnog. and she
went searching in Char’s cupboard for the nutmeg. In with the vanillad
the almond extract and the artificial rum she found a small bottle ¢
strange liquid. ZINC PHOSPHIDE. She read the label and turned it ar0
in her hands. A rodenticide. Rat poison, that must mean. She had ndl
known Char and Arthur were troubled with rats. They kept a caty
Tom, asleep now around Arthur’s feet. She unscrewed the top and sni
at it, to know what it smelled like. Like nothing. Of course. It must
like nothing too, or it wouldn’t fool the rats.

She put it back where she had found it. She made Arthur his
and took it in and watched him drink it. A slow poison. She reme
that from Blaikie’s foolish story. Arthur drank with an eager noise
child, more to please her, she thought, than because he was s0 piess
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“Oh, Et. Some days a bit str
Vot y! it stronger, and then I seem to slip back. It
But there was none gone, the bo
. ; ; ttle seemed full. What awful n
211:(.3 something you read about, Agatha Christie. She would ment(') ghciit
:1;) and Char would tell her the reason. iy
0 you want me to read to you?” she asked Arth i
?Al;e lh.sat by the bed and read to him from a book :ll;::?lrtldtl:l: Is)atliz CS%
g ge itngAtﬁnt.hiseh;:tlzlzen re::iding it by himself but his arms got tired hol:i)-
: s, and wars, and terrible things, what di
know about such affairs, wh i B s
; , why was he so interested? He kn i
did not know why things ha gl e
ppened, why people could not beh: i
bly. He was too good. He knew about hi s
: : ; istory but not about wh
in front of his eyes, in his house, an i i
: > 1 , anywhere. Et differed from Arthur i
k;:o:.l;g t};la;r some.thn"lg went on, even if she could not understand thm
s eS 1-.::_ gli'; nott)!;; ;u;ll ;tnhknomng }:here were those you could not trust 7
. ing to Char after all. Every time sh in t
house she tried to make some excuse to be alone in the kitc:hsel;e ::a:hTt t:e
:l;mld open the cupboard and stand on tiptoe and look in, to, see it o:f ;
di; tops of the other bottles., to see that the level had not gone down SI:;
hersthwxansk ]j:;n(ayln}:: sh]: wacs.{ going a little strange, as old maids did; this fe'ar of
e the absurd and harmless fears young girl "
that they will jump out a window, s i
; , or strangle a baby sitting in i
Though it was not her own acts she was frigiltenedaog g

Et tookep at Char and Blaikie and itti

0KI Arthur, sitting on the porch, tryi
t‘:a::::idteoxf the)( wan]:ed to go in and put the light on and p]Eyrccar’dstryslﬁg
] convince herself of her silliness. Char’s hair, a ikie's
: : : , and Blaikie’
i?ing ;:-L t}ghdark. grl';in:;l was almost bald now and Et’s own ha?r v:a: -ttl(i;)r;
o . Char and Blaikie seemed to her the same kind of ani

: animal—

I::::; IEu:)wzrful, with a dangerous luxuriance. They sat apart butlil;line :;111;
g cwr.a aXerE th a soft word, as people thought, but cruel and tearin
Ther s Arthur in the rocker with a quilt over his knees, foolish ags

somethi ' i
something that hasn’t grown its final, most necessary, skin. Yet in a way

the people like Arthur were the most troublemaking of all.

“Tlove m i

~ llove my love with an R, because he is ruthl ;

B o is ru i

W& in a_festal.ll'ant.” €88. Hls name 18 Rex, and

 “llove m i

l'love my love with an A, because he is i

. ; a . !
ur, and he lives in an ash can.” st i

Et,” Arthur said.
e said. “I never suspected, But I don’t know if I like

himself. He would drink anything you handed him. Naturally.
“How are you these days, Arthur?”

1 would think we were all twelve years old,” said Char.
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R

tg;r;gpl;e;;o;‘ Igep' mouth twitchéd: at the corners; in 'Qﬁifé'of héfs;élf Coﬁ- o
- Fury. Et saw, they both saw, a great wave of that go over her .before

- ArTER THE BLUEING episode Chat bécame popular. She became in-
 volved in the productions of the Amateur Dramatic Society and the Ora-
. torio Society, although she was never euch of an actress or a singer. She
- was always the cold and beautiful heroine in.the plays, or the brittle ex

. quisite young society woman. She learned to stoke, because of having to

do it onstage. In one play Et never forgot, she wasa statue. Or rather,. sh

played a girl who had to pretend to be a statue; so that 4 young man fell in

love with her and later discovered, to his confusion and perhaps disap

- pointment, that she was only human. Char _ nintite

- pecfectly still onstage; draped in white crépe and showing the audience he
* fine indifferent profile. Everybody marvelled at how she didit

*: . The moving spirit behind the Amateur Dramatic Society and the Ora

torio Society was a high-school teacher ew to Mock Hill, Arthur Comnibe

-~ He taught Et history. in her. Jast year, Everybody said he gave her A

because he was in love with her sister, but Et knew it was because sh

worked harder than she ovér had before; she Jearned the history. of N¢

" Arnerica as she hiad niever earned anything in her life. Missouri Cornpr,

‘mise. Mackenzie to the Pacific, 1793 She never forgot.. S
' Arthur Comber was thirty or so, with a high bald forehead, a red face

spite of not drinking (that later paled); and a clumsy, excited mannier.
manently stained the H

knocked a bottle of ink off his desk and per

Room floor. “Oh dear, oh dear,” he said, croiching down to the sprea 4 hér Home: “Whs s : :
" ink, flapping at it with his. hﬁndkérchief.' Et imitated that. “Oh dea Z?}?l:;eﬁéﬁgoiooﬁ;;thwe_ to go off and i'ive by yourself any- B

~ dear!” “Oh, good heavens!” All his flustery exclamations and: mi ee’'s 4 crowd. W o come back and live with us.™ o L
culated gestures. Then, when he took her essay at the door, his red 't be f.d'r 1’05 S B St Rl T e
shining with eagerness, giving her work and herself such a welcome °¢ 107 ‘oNg. wome man 18 going to come along someday .
- felt sorry. That was why she worked so hard, she thought, to make L ERSEPIE I S

mocking him. o e o
- He had a black scholar’s gown he wore over his suit; to teach i
when he wasn’t wearing it, Et could see it on him. Hurrying alon

" street to one of his innumerable, '_ ion
ping away at the Oratorio singers, jumping onstage—so the who
trembled—to demonstrate something to the actors in a play, he se
to her to have those Jong ridiculous crow’s wings flapping after him,
as different from other men, as absurd yet intriguing, as. the prie
' Holy Cross; Char made him give up the gown altogether, after th
. rnarried. She had heard that he tripped in it; running up the step
- schook, He had gone sprawling That finished it, she ripped it up
5. .“I was afraid one of these days you'd really get hurt.”
- But Arthur said, “Ah, You thought 1 looked like a fool.”
" Char didn’t deny it, though his eyes on her, his wide smile; W

?"yv_e;;si_ z;e;;';?;iigatsogsii :n toyélu:;, t;ymgl to clutch onto his goodness
vhich she saw, s anybody else did, but which finally of L
raged her, Et believed; like everything el "t hirm, Like his sue .
; it s like bout him, like his swi
head and his galloping optimism}) E e Jing wave could, o
_ba’ck'}'lag'a:ln, altogether carfy her'a“)r;y.éf(-)'re ﬂlat__b?ﬂﬂ.lg e Coule comi
ar had & misca g the first year of her marria ‘was
sick for a-long time afterwards. She was never pregnant :g?i:g;: lz)d gﬁs '.
me Was t}I:Ot living in the house; she had her own place on the S"quarz b o
e was there one time on washday, helping Char haul the sheets of% t];l t
r f_e q; parerits were both'dead by that time—their mother had di ci '
efore an their father after the wedding—but it looked to E I:k cts
B Beds. o - 1o0xe o Et like sheets
you pIe'an_'ofWeis LIRS R R

nging sheets like you do.”

was oftei there in the evening, playing rusmumy with SRR
oftert there in th g playing rusmmy with Arth .

r_l..the_.c.)ﬁl_;e; FGont, picked at the piano in the dark. Or ta]l?l;: z!rlxlg' -
ary books with Char, while Arthur marked his papers: Arthur

e s d T4 e i v
foq}__t_hé@ f:ell for Char, and she 'er.lde'd'u:p. Eaﬁng I;lle..”.'- ey
he said her name indicated that Char was abo.\.ré- oufsid.. .
_;deratnons.-'-_—a_ marvel; a mystery..No one coulci hope tel:
ere 'll_1_c_ky just being allowed to contemiplate her Efw y
sa;n_ng, “.She swaHoWed; blueing. ornice: over a n{an chi
he mo?:z s}m gf?zught., What would be the good of it, Char
e more splendid to him, like a heroirie out of Shakespeare. :
s.waist ds 1f_ to stress their companionable puzzlement, i :
nice, before het sister: She felt afterwards the bumpy p’rler;: '

felt lﬂée'sbmébédy‘ absentmindedly trying out the keys of *

she could smile at him and say; “Don’t be silly.” Then her smile and her - .

if they had left dents just above where her skirt "~ I
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making business. She had a long narrow room |
on the Square, once a shop, where she did all her fitting, sewing, cutting,
pressing, and, behind a curtain, her sleeping and cooking. She could lie in
bed and look at the squares of pressed tin on her ceiling, their flower pat-
[ - tern, all her own. Arthur had not liked her taking up dressmaking because
he thought she was too smart for it. All the hard work she had done in
History had given him an exaggerated idea of her brains. “Besides,” she
told him, “it takes more brains to cut and fit, if you do it right, than to

teach people about the War of 1812. Because, once you learn that, it’s

learned and isn’t going to change you. Whereas every article of clothing

you make is an entirely new proposition.”
«gtill it's a surprise,” said Arthur, “to see the way you settle down.”
It surprised everybody, but not Et herself. She made the change easily,

from a girl turning cartwheels to a town fixture. She drove the other dress-

makers out of business. They had been meek, unimportant creatures
anyway, going around to people’s houses, sewing in back rooms, and
being grateful for meals. Only one serious rival appeared in all Ets
and that was a Finnish woman who called herself a designer. Some
because people are never satisfied, but it soon
came out she was all style and no fit. Et never mentioned her, she l
people find out for themselves; but afterwards, when this woman had
left town and gone to Toronto—where, from what Et had seen on the
streets, nobody knew a good fit from a bad—Et did not restrain herself.
She would say to a customer she was fitting, “I see you're still wearing
that herringbone my foreigner friend tacked together for you. T saw ou
on the street.”
“Oh, I know,” the woman would say. “ButI do have to wear it out.”
“You can’t see yourself from behind anyway, what's the difference.”
Customers took this kind of thing from Et, came to expect it, even
She’s a terror, they said about her, Et’s a terror. She had them at a ¢
advantage, she had them in their slips and corsets. Ladies who loo.
quite firm and powerful outside were here immobilized, apologetic;,
posing such trembly, meek-looking thighs squeezed together by cors
such long sad breast creases, bellies blown up and torn by children é
operations.
Et always closed her front curtains tight, pinning the crack.
“That’s to keep the men from peeking.”
Ladies laughed nervously.
“That's to keep Jimmy Saunders from stumping over to get an €
Jimmy Saunders was a ‘World War I veteran who had a little shop
to Et's, harness and leather goods.
“Oh, Et. Jimmy Saunders has a wooden leg.”

Et HAD set up in the dress

years,
people gave her a try,
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“He hasn’t got wooden ;
© eyes. Or an .
Et, you're terrible.” ything else that I know of.

f:l-r h::cl]:( TH(i:uhar beautifully dressed. The two steadiest criticisms of Char
. ; l::e\r:a tsh:tt :::h:i?sss:; t(:: eleﬁantll’y, and that she smoked. I;
s bec: . t she should have refrained fr
doing either of these things, but ArtChuraof cou vt
liked, even buying her a cigarette holder so sherts:ztl:l::] l;sglf(l)ﬂ:: Ztlhicll.lg _Shf
magazine. She smoked at a high-school dance, and wore a l:mcklea i
evening dn'ess, and danced with a boy who had got a high-school ls'ls e
nant, and it was all the same to Arthur. He did not get to be E?ring;g

Twice the school board passed him over and brought in somebody from

outside, and when they finall i job, i
. y gave him the job, in 1 i
Polg}rlﬂy ?ndgiec;?use so many teachers were ;way at ‘i::, o T
ar fought hard all these years to kee ;
p her figure. Nobody b
&rtﬁur knew n:la; etffort that cost her. Nobody but Et kne\; i:r a]lutBittl:lz)(i'
eir parents had been heavy, and Char had inheri :
avy, erited the t
thougl} Et was always as thin as a stick. Char did exercises andegf:r?lx
ﬁ];lsgse:) !;al:n; v;;ter bt;fore every meal. But sometimes she went on eating
. Et had known her to eat a dozen cream puffs one afte
: r th
ﬁour]g c;f peanut brittle, or a whole lemon-meringue pie. Then ep(:l:?:-r;;
! ;1;:;13 c;,- f ::e totodeown Epsom salts, three or four or five times the pre
tib ount. For two or three days she would be sick -
b : : . , dehydrated
purging her sins, as Et said. During these period ol ; ,
food. Et would have to come and co Akl e vk
ok Arthur’s supper. Arthur di
know about the pie or the i Feilscirn s St
! peanut brittle or whatever it
Epsom salts. He thought she had gai s s i
: . gained a pound or tw i
thr‘?‘]/trgl?a a .far;:tlca] phase of dieting. He worried about hecr, i
t is the difference, what does i ? .
R e oes it matter?” he would say to Et. “She
“She won’t do herself an ” sai j
- y harm,” said Et, enjoying her food, and
s,e'e-that worry hadn’t put him off his. She always made him gc;::il sizi::

It was the week before
: : the Labor D iki
et ay weekend. Blaikie had gone to

::it: e?(uie:t without him,” said Arthur.
ﬁiﬁn}er notlcgd he was such a conversationalist,” Et said.
y mean in the way that you get used to somebody.”
m-e' we ought to get unused to him,” said Et.
nur was unhappy. He was not going back to the school; he had ob-

leave of ab 2 .
then, sence until after Christmas. Nobody believed he would
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«I suppose he has his own plans for the winter,” he said.

“He may have his own plans for right now. You know, I have my cus-
tomers from the hotel. I have my friends. Ever since I went on that excur-
sion, I hear things.”

She never knew where she got the inspiration to say what she said,
where it came from. She had not planned it at all, yet it came so easily,
believably.

“[ hear he’s taken up with 2 well-to-do woman down at the hotel.”

Arthur was the one to take an interest, not Char.

“A widow?” _

“Twice, 1 believe. The same as he is. And she has the money from
both. It’s been suspected for some time and she was talking about it
openly. He never said anything, though. He never said anything to you,
did he, Char?” :

“No,” said Char.

«1 heard this afternoon that now he’s gone, and she’s gone. It wouldn’t
be the first time he pulled something like this. Char and I remember.”

Then Arthur wanted to know whaf she meant and she told him the
story of the lady ventriloquist, remembering even the names of the dolls,
though of course she left out all about Char, Char sat through this, even
contributing a bit.

“They might come back but my guess is they’d be embarrassed. He'dbe
embarrassed. He’d be embarrassed to come here, anyway.”

“Why?” said Arthur, who had cheered up a little through the ventrilo-
quist story. “We never set down any rule against a man getting married.”

Char got up and went into the house. After a while they heard the

sound of the piano.

THE QUESTION often crossed Et’s mind in later years—what did sh
mean to do about this story when Blaikie got back? For she had no reas
to believe he would not come back. The answer was that she had not
any plans at all. She had not planned anything. She supposed she mi
have wanted to make trouble between him and Char—make Char pid
fight with him, her suspicions roused even if rumors had not been bol
out, make Char read what he might do again in the light of what h
done before. She did not know what she wanted. Only to throw
into confusion, for she believed then that somebody had to, before it Wi
too late.
Arthur made as good a recovery as could be expected at his agéif
went back to teaching history to the senior classes, working half-da;
it was time for him to retire. Et kept up her own place on the SqUare®
tried to get up and do some cooking and cleaning for Arthur, as well.
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nally, after he retired, she moved back i i
Elace only for business purposes. “Let ;;;l?jea\}:'o:];?hkeeﬁll(ng”the Oth'er
it ey like,” she said.
tAhlﬂ;ur 'hved on and on, though he was frail and slow. He walked down
;:10 le lquare once a day, dropped in on Et, went and sat in the park. Th
_ otel ¢ ]c;sed down and was sold again. There was a story that it was i
?g to be opened up and used as a rehabilitation center for dru 83-
icts, but the town got up a petition and that fell through. Eve oy i
was torn down, S
Et’s eyesight was not as good as it used to b
had to turn people away. Still she worked, e;::;hzgytolﬂogj OWD-_She
Arthur watched television or read, but she sat out on 'the orclive'nmgs
warm weather, or in the dining room in winter, rocking anF:l re:st,:ir:Ig1 lt'll:;

eyes. She came and watched the ne - RewL
drink, cocoa or tea. ws with him, and made him his hot

THERE WaAS no trace of the bottle. Et wen i
. ; t and looked in th
as 500N as §he could—having run to the house in resp(:nse :ocﬁlfjrr‘d
early-morning call, and found the doctor, old McClain, coming in at th:
ggon:lednérll:. S:e ra;: cou:i a;d looked in the garbage, but she never found it
ar have found the time to bury it? She was lyi .
: e til ? ying on the bed, fu
an nicely dres_seF!, her !mr piled up. There was no fuss about the zause u);
F;}t,h ;s ;:here nfst in stories. She had complained of weakness to Arthur tl?
night before, after Et had gone; she had said she th .
the flu. So the old doctor said h;ar o ATy, T,
: t, and let it go. Nor could E
Would what was in that bottle leave i P
a body undisfigured, as Char’
Perhaps what was in the bottle was i said. She was not ever e
b not what it said. She was not
3;; tus 1:1ad been t.here that last evening; she had been too carrie?i a‘::; \i}i:li
what she was saying to go and look, as she usually did i
thrown out earlier and Char h ; g iy
throw: ad taken something el i
e ! g else, pills maybe. Per-
. hem’_{ er heart. All that purging would have weakened any-

J __‘;lflu funeral was on Labor Day and Blaikie Noble came, cutting out

hig bus tour. Arthur in his grief had forgotten about Et’s story, was not

l::ls t;_:) seedB{:ﬂ;ie there. He had come back to Mock Hill on the day
W und. A few hours too late, like some sto i

- ; ry. Et in he -
confusion could not remember what it was. Romeo and Iulire:] a‘st;-lle

thought later. But Blaikie of course did not do away with himself after-

&h:n w::: back to Toronto. For a year or two he sent Christmas
b not heard of anymore. Et would not be surprised if her
rrying had not come true in the end. Only her timing was
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i it on the tip of her tongue to say to Arthur, “Then:e’s
sonsgm?\srf l:e]:;dnlleaning tol:ell you.” She didn’t believe she k\:as gm;::g-
to let him die without knowing. He shouldn’t be allmv‘ed.hHe ft aepfor
ture of Char on his bureau. It was the one taken of heft in ;; c:)s :am b

‘ that play, where she played the statue-girl. But Et _let it go,d y :1'011 Y'with
i and Arthur still played rummy and kegt up a bit of galrd ;n, ig -
| i raspberry canes. If they had been married, people would have said they

A were very happy.

The Ottawa Valley

| | -~

I THiNk of my mother sometimes in department stores. I don’t know
why, 1 was never in one with her; their plenitude, their sober bustle,
‘ ' it seems to me, would have satisfied her. I think of her of course when I
see somebody on the street who has Parkinson’s disease, and more and
more often lately when I look in the mirror. Also in Union Station,
Toronto, because the first time I was there I was with her, and my little
| - : sister, It was one summer during the War, we waited between trains; we
I § were going home with her, with my mother, to her old home in the

il Ottawa Valley.
' A cousin she was planning to meet, for a between-trains visit, did not
show up. “She probably couldn’t get away,” said my mother, sitting in a
leather chair in the darkly panelled Ladies’ Lounge, which is now boarded
up. “There was probably something to do that she couldn’t leave to any-
body else.” This cousin was a legal secretary, and she worked for a senior
r in what my mother always called, in her categorical way, “the
leading law firm.” Once, she had come to visit us, wearing a large
hat and a black suit, her lips and nails like rubies. She did not bring
‘husband. He was an alcoholic. My mother always mentioned that her
sband was an alcoholic, immediately after she had stated that she held
important job with the city’s leading law firm. The two things were
 balance each other, to be tied together in some inevitable and fore-
way. In the same way, my mother would say of a family we knew
/ had everything money could buy but their only son was an
, Or that the parents of the only person from our town who had




