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[T Onhhhhhh me, You don't know what 1t's like arsund our
house when we're getting ready to have guests, we're positively
the most pecullar famlily you ever saw, Velvet's in a bad mood,,
Mother's in a bad mood and 1 Just try to stay out of the way.
Velvet doesn't like to have guests because of all the extra
work and Mother thinks everything ought to be decent, Vverv{—\
thing In the guest room has to be cleaned)and she even puts
flowers by the bedside, <t was camellla time,/ so who 4o vou
guess had to go out and nick one million camellias? Me! MNother
told me to be sure and get the stems long enough becsuse she
likes to put them in my grandmother's old crystal bowl,

Arthur wasn't doing one thing but fixing himself a coca-
cola, "You oughtta be doing this," L sai?}as + came into the
kitchen,,

"Do vhat? Fix flow-ers?"

"Yes, 1t's develooning. ¥You oughtta know how in ~ase you
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ever get a home of your own,"

)

: oL
"When L get ewheme L'm not gonna have any flowers., To me,

they're revolting." He started rattling the ice in his glass,

L jerked off one of the leaves, "Arthur, vou havs ab-
so;ggé%iy no spiritual sense., None a-tall."

"Stop trying to talk like Mother," he satd, "You're alwavs
trving to tallk like her and it sounds stupid,"

———

-
"No, I'm not,,' -ehid, Arthur's alwavs saying that which

is the most insane thing in the world, Wed

He went on back into the living room to finish his coca-
cole and, I guess, to stare. Finally, I got the flowers fixed
and went dragging on upstalrs with them, The guest room looked
all right when Mother and Velvet got through. The curtains
were fluffy and white and Velvet had just got through washing
the canopies on the beds, If you ask me, I think camellias and
canopy beds look slllv for a man, especiallv a northern newse
paperman that writes novels, L t0ld Mother so, but she said
for me just to "run along now, "

’%heve wasn't much of any place for me t» run to, though,
Isaiah was in the kitchen polishing all the si”veg)qnd w#1th

the place smelling like pnlish and the quails unfreezing and
junk all over the place, 1t was the most depressing nlace you
ever saw., Isalah pever has a clean white coat and that alwavs
brings up ansther fuss. Mother has told him time and time again
he ought to have one in readiness, but he dsasn'fwear one much,
Just when he's walting on the table at night and mnst of the
time his sleeves are too short., Velvet had to stop what she

was doing and wash lsalah a coat and let the sleeves down,
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Mother started walking around clicking garden scissors and gilv-
ing out orders, Sometimes, especially guest téme, Mother can
be almost like an officer in the army, / L

About an hour before the person gets there, though,loﬂk&“d
all drecssed and calmed down and talking cheerily about how
rea’ly, actually good it is to have guests because you get so
much general cleaning done, You never have seer anybsdy that
has as much energy as my mother, Py the end of the day we're
all dragging around---Velvet, Isaiah, Arthur and me --but she's
all ready to go and is delighted someone 1s coming,

“What's the man's name?" 1 asked her,

"Mp, Hopper," she sald, "Mp, Hopper, Fe]icia,ggglg
put your feet on the coffee table that way., Go get dressed,
You look like a ragamuffin,"

"He's not ecoming 'till five-thirtv,"

"Well, 1it's four-thirty now, Up!" She sterted clapning
her hands, "Where's Arthur?"

"Upstairs, in his room, H#e nasn't Aone one thing all day."
“fiell, he's got to look decent now," She sturted sut
the r om but glanced around, "Up now!"

1 was exhausted and started staring with my eyes bulued
open, Have -you-—-ever-done—inatlé—meanstered aHAd V51 San't
move-your-EYest T+t doesn v IIStIongbut—you-really—sentt-mive

P-eyes,
"Stop being silly!" MNother said,

by eyes finally banged shut., "Ohhhhh me." <+ dragged
myself off the sofa and went up and ~ut on my black and white

plaid dress, <4t's the onlv one that makes me look fatter be-
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cause 1t has a pretty wide skirt, -{ also brushed my poor sad
hair again and stared at mvself in éhe mirror for about a half
hour, 1 do that a lot---when nobody's 1looking., When someboiv's
looking L hardly even glance, MYother savs just very selfish
peonle stare at themselves in the mirror. As I told wvou, I'm
rather selfish at times, but I speak to evervhody.

Winen L went back downstairs 4 heard Mother tell isalah

to go to the bus station now and pick up ¥r, Hooper,

"T'o de bus station®" lsalah asked, "“e must be mizhty

Po.
"Why?" lMother asked him,
"No rich folks ever rides on de bus."
Mother smiled. "He probably couldn't get connections---
train connections," ‘was,all she said,
e

"He's famous,® I sald, "He writes books and evervthing,"
Isfan's eves started getting very wide, I knew he was
scared to death because + knew L was, 1've never met any red ly
famous peonle, IHEonisg=tainp—wrs we. tried to find %p, Hopner's
novels at the library so we could mentlon them to him, but Kiss
Cramer, the librarian, sh&d she didn't buy just everv bit »f trash
that came out., Migss Cpamer thinks most new books are trash, but
she has gall~b1adder";éd;5;:ﬁ;5h;M10W¥ttEFQ*TV“UV§§iﬂB!!¥~
After +salah had gone, Mother said: "L wonder how long
he plans to stay?"
"L don't unow.® Velvet wanted to know too,"
"People should let vou know how long tﬁev plan to stav,"
she sald, "Now, Felicila, you remember that, +f vou ever vigit
anvbody, let them Vnow exactly when vou're arriving and exactly

when vou're leaving., +t's thoughtless not to."
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"L probably won't ever visit anybody,” L sald, "excent
Winky or somebndy in Charleston,"

"Well, vou might some dav, Someone might e vou,"

"I doubt 1t," L 2aid and started thinking about my tragic
1life ghead, L have this feeling my life 1s going to be terribly
tragzic, 1'11 probably dle writhing in a gutter somewhere,
Somebody'll find me and they'll sayé! "Why, it's Felicia Whit-
field, What a pity!l"

L plooped down in a chair,
"Why do vou have to sit like that, Felicila---with vour
legs all spraewled that wav?"
"L don't know. Lt's uncomfortable to sit all straight
all the time,"

"Well, don't 4o that when the guest comes. Some day
we'll have to nractt}% sttting." ;
L stratghtened up., "How gre vou supnosed to sit?"

She sat down, "Like this," she saild, "Slightly for-
ward in the chalir--shoulders stralght---and your ankles crossed,”

She looked very pretty, She had on a grev tweed dress
and the color made her eves seem sort of grevftoo.

"Not 1ike this," she said and she started imitating me,
slirking down in the chair with her legs stretched out in front
of her,

1 dled laughing and so 414 she, Mother and L have worlds
of fun sometimes, A 1ot of the time she's 1ike an army officer,
But sometimes she's more fun than anybodv L know., She has a
tremendous sense of humor when she wants to,

But then we heard the car coming down the Ariveway in

front,

Mother stood up. M"Well, here he is."
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I got un)tao. Frankly, my hesrt was pounding awsy inside,
"Arthur's not down yet!" L sald,

She must not have heard me, @, because she went on out
snto the veranda, Mother always does thet and 1 think 1t's nice
because she really welcomes people, Besides, 1t's stupid, +

think, just to walt 1n the living room and pretend vou're lazily

sitting around when everybody knows you're not,

i 41dn't go out with her, but the door was open so +
could see, Gosh, L was scared! I thought mv heart was gning
to pop right out of me, Never in our entire existance have

we ever had somebodv like a northern newspaperman viziting in
1

our house,

ell, I nearly dropped dead when the man got out of the
’ >

P

car., e had this iron-grevy hair and it was CREW CUT! Also he
was wearing tennls shoes! Really, he was, e had on this
ancient green jacket and a camera hanging off hils shoulder, 1
guess maybe he'd worn all that, just because he was riding on
the bus,

Right away he started looking up at the house end then
when he saw lMother he sort of waved and came galloping up the
steps to her,

"Mps, Whit-full?" he said, grabbing krther's hand and
then he let out this kind of scratohing laugh., "Heavens," he
said, 1looking down at his jacket, "I'm a wreck! A ecomplate
wreck, Fardon the wav I l00k, + dldn't have a second to
change, "

"1 think you look very cquortable," Usgher satld,
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"The bus was a glgg&—mare: A complete nlghgvmace: Women
with sacks of food, crying babies"---he glanced 5:ck at the
car where L‘saiah was---\"and the “eeecegroes jammed in the back,"
"Well, come in and relax," Mpther sald, "Maybe an V1d
Fashioned will bring you back again,"
"You're a darling," he -aid, seratehing his laugh, A
complete darling!"
Nobody's ever called Mother a "darling" before, * don't
think even Father has.v
But then there 1 was, standing in the hall, grinning.
L hate times 11ke that. w You never know what to do
until vou're introduced, l"‘c»ther says 1if I'm not introduced
I'm supposed to go up to the person, CURTSY, and say "I'm
the daughter of the house.” 1i've only done 1t once, -wWesgh, and
1 think the person thought I was insane., & could have ;111ed
Arthur for not being down. L always have to do evervthing
fipst,
/ i/,fr“’#igd who may 1 ask 1s this?" he said, smiling down at
;gfljj:;;. He had the reddest face I1'd ever seen---sort of purple. But
he was sti!l kind of handsome, i thought. kis nose wasn't
broken or anything.
"I'm---" I started to say, and 1 wes wondering if h“e
thought I would take a pretty good picture,
"This is Fellcia," Mother said, "Vur daugnter,”
Down + went, but 4+ just kind of)jerked a curtsy and
stretched out my hand, x waslreslly peaming, though.
"Charming,” he said, "Absolutely charming," His
hand was pretty wet, *e wanted to know if I wass the only one,

but Mother said, no, we had a son and he'd be down in a few
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minutes, \chrbn/
That was the end of me. Right away mr.q'tqrted 1oking
around the hall, We still had nur Christmas decorations up., We
never take them down until the day before New quég: The smilax
going up the stairway was sort of drv, thoasies
"Lovely., Perfedtly lovely home," #p, Hopper saild and
he kind of bent backwa-d and glanced into the livinz rosm. "A 4
that,

Ab-so-lute-1v lovely., 1 knew Sully 41d mostly Southerners."”

" he saild, pointing, "just a-bout there is a Sully. Lovely,

"Then you're interested in art, Mp, Hopper?” Mother
asked,

"Bob," he said. "Please, just Bob." He let out his
scratehing laugh. "Yes, actually lam., Especially the old,
The contemporary unglues me." Scratch. Scratch,

I decided I was golng to remember that, "unglues me," 1

was golng to say 1t Monday at school, Wimeisodplaease

' Mother satd., "Isaiah---" Isalah was

"Well, come now,"
coming through the door, struggling with #ip, Hopper's 1lugzage.
"Isalah, would vou bring us two O01d Fashioneds, please?"

kp, Hopper just stood there, smiling at lsaish and all
his struggling. "Iselah.was lovely to meet me at the bus, We
had a very nlece chat coming to the house, Didn't we, lsalan?"

Isaiah came through the door. "%es sir," he said,
but then on his way up the stairs he turned and glanced at “p,
Hopper with these tremendous white eves. <+ guess lsalah'd wimmsdy
never seen anybody 1like Mp, Hyoper befoneigkﬂdﬂwf

lp, Hopper took off his camera, "Goodness,"

: Corteelde
1ookin? down at his jacket again. "1 am a n-.:” It's been

he sald,



hectic, absolutely hectic," ’

"Well, come in and be seated, Bob," ‘::;her said. | ¥t
sounded funny, her calling him Bob, "Yr would vou rather go up
and freshen up a bit?"

"No, I'm all right, really," Scratch. Scratch, I guess
he was sort of embarrassed Mother's mentlioning going upstairs
to freshen up, because you know what that means\. W

We went on into the living room, "White wall;;"N Qé
said. "High ceilings and---and---the molding! Charmingl I
adore these 0l1d Georglan homes,"

"The house 1s guite o01d," Mother said, "It has suite a
historv, <+f you're interested, I'm sure Mr, Whitfield wonald
like to tell you about 1it."

"My grandmother burned our osther house down," i said,
Both of them looked at me. < guess I shouldn't have
sald that., <+t does sound kind of strange if vou don't explain,
My, Hopper didn't sav anvthing, but L saw this twinkle
in Mother's eve, 1 kept wondering where in the world Arthur
was,
"Beauti-ful rugs," “4p, Hopper said, "O01d4, worn Persians,"
I thought that was kind of ru'‘e of him, saying our rugs were
worn,

"ies, the older Fersians are nice, aren't thev?" was
all #other saild,

"Bless you," Mp, Hopper saild, almost touching %other's
shoulder with his open palm, "Bless you for not having wall-;
to-wall, 4 loathe wall-tZwall,”

). O

L ~% | Mother just smiled at him, %p, Honper wasn't conceited

—

/ y e @
at all, belng from New York and 1il.? i
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Then he started weaving around looking at everything---
the portraits, tables, silver, chairs. 1 think Mother sort of
enjoyed it, though. =pe's mad about all the qEﬂcin our house.
A lot of the stuff is frgm her family in Charleston and the rest
is Whitfield. Some of the things, though, aren't so hot. <+
mean there's one table she had this man out in ;he country
make and Mé. Hopper started yelling around about it. 1 gue:cs
he thought that was a "gegg too. Everything else was a "gem",
he said. He thought our whole house was a "gem." Yhat's the
way famous novelists and people talk. Yhey kind of scare you
because every time they look at you, you think they're thinking
about @ how to write you up.

Anyway, I thought Mr, Hopper was very nice saying such
lovely things gbout our house. 1 wondered if he really meant
it because you know up in New York where everybody's so rich
their things are one million times better than our old stuff.
We can't afford to even build a new bathroom.

When we sat down Mother said, "Well, now, tell me how
1s Hugo?" ©She had her hands pressed together as if she really
want to know, but I knew she didn‘t care mucl because she definite-

~

ly is not very partial to our cousin Hugo. *™e's from

South Carolinajtoo, but he had to go up to New‘York before he

could get a job on a magazine. He wrote one write-up about

Georgia that was simply terrlible. 1t was when all those people
started throwing rocks at the University of Georgla. Of course, it
was te:rible to throw rocks but that didn't mean the whole

state of Georgia and everybody in it was ;errible. Hugo even

made fun of the way we talk iIn the South gnd Mother says Hugo used

to talk exactly the same way. Everybody that knows him calls
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him a renegade, even in Charleaton. He ought to be ashamed,

but he isn't, Father savs he's trving o win 2 prize because

the only wav you can win a prize nowadays 1§'hv having coursage
and tellling Mow glorisus Negross are snd how horrible Southern
white people are---even nice ones. I was wondering if kp, Hopper
was trving to win a prilze too.

He leaned back in the winged-back chalr, "Hugo 1s fine!"
he said, "Doing a remarkable job. Really remarkable, *ou know
he's going to Africa on this Congo thing."

"I don't psrticulsrly envy him that," Mother saili, "Such
a{rightful situation,”

"Yesssssss," saild ¥p, Hopner, He suddenly looked one
million years older, All these lines round his mouth and ey s
started popplng out. He surely did sit funny, too, ™ Fewred
Y Feallirs . But I guess 1t was because
of the tennis shpes, When you wear tennis shoes voun do all sorts
of strange things wou don't 4o when vou have on just plain shoes,

"¥hich paper are vou with, Bob?" Mother asked,

"N paper., + free-lance. The plece I'm doing now is
for The News Review."

"On, fine," Mother sald, "We take the magzazine. We'll
look forward to your sticle,”

"Yes, well, these pleces keep me in money so 1 zan
write books,"

"Dy you feel as 1f vou've heen successful---so far?"

ip, Hopper nit his head with his palm. "Lordy, ves!

The S»outh is absolutely exploding! Had an hour's talk with
_Fascinating, MNeGill's

Ralph McG111 on The Coknstitution.
in an emwtsus position. Also talked to Luther “ing, Clear as

eyt ah e f
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a bell ani}é——-he sat up straighter, practically knocking

himself out with delight over what he was golng to say next---
)

"and this adgrable old Nececegress, Her father had been a

slave! Imagine, She must have been ninetv, at least, She

' he frowned and shook his head, "It

told me some things---'
shouldn't be, %ps. Whit-full, MNegroes are human beings, too.
It shouldn't be, No,"

Boy, 1'll bet Mother was mad about that. That's one ex-
pression that can really make her mad---people that try to tell
her colored people are human beings, as if she doesn't know
1t. She dtdn't show she was mad, though,

"Do call me Sarah,” Mother sald., She took a handkerchief
from her pocket, "Tell me---what can we do for vou here in
Ashton?"

Mr, Hopper crossed one leg over the qthefibnt@h¥5ilmﬂt
ﬁgé%g;;;igzﬁiskﬁﬁ“ﬁﬂmffs~§ue3* "0hhhh+, 1 Aon't know really.
Atmosphere more than anything else, 1 guess, You sce, 4+ haven't
had a chance #o talk to---" he smiled- --\"someone in your, well,
someone who enjoys the social advantages von do,"

"Soc1al?" Mother said and she gave a short laugh, "We

are the last people on earth who are spcial,"

"Well, class then., Let me put it that way," Scratch,
Scratech. "I was thrilled when Hugn suggested + mi_ ht come

here. You see, Hugo and i were in ‘tely together, He was

' he 1lonked sroun? as if somebody

writing a ptece on Russia---'
was lurking in a corner trving to hear him- -"Don't tell him but
the bird never left his hotel room in Rome., & don:t think he even
saw Russia," Mp, Hopper thought that was hilariously funny.

"Damn zuy nearly won a prize for it too."




"l remember the article," Mother sall,

" dp, Hopper saild, still grinning over cousin

"Yesssass,
Hugo., ‘

Then this great huge silence dame down, Sic was embarrassing
and we were all straining our brains, trving to think of somes
thing else to say.

"Are you goin. to write us up?" 1 asked, 4t just came
out and 1 don‘t know how * got up the nerve to fust come right
out and ask it,

Mp, Hgopver 1looked at me as if 1'd just popved into the
room, then he looked right away at Mother again, "+ do hope---"
But then isaish came in with the VY14 Fashioneds., Right

awavliﬂaaw my old kitchen glass standing up there on the tray by
———
a coke bottle, The o0ld coke bottle looked stupld on a silver
tray. 1'm golng to dle of Joy when * can stazrt drinking Y1d
Fashioneds, To me, they'rc the best drinks in the world, Ifive
tasted them thousands of times,

"Lovelv,: said Mr, Hopper as he took hils glass, "Just
what 1've been waiting for." Secratch, Secrateh,

Mother took hers and told isaiah to bring us some napkins,
isaiah never remembers napkins,

"3ut back to your guestion,”

dp, Hopper said, stirring
the drink with one of the tiny silver spoons Mother always
uses, e looked at her as if 1t had been her that had asked
the question, "But let me ask vou flrst---would you mind if
I referred to vou as a fam' lv- -you know---typical Southern

on

family, good connections, that sort of thing He looked older

again,
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Mother sat up stralghter, 4 couldn't wait to hear what
she had to say.

"I don't think so, Mr, Hopper," She dldn' 2611 him Bob.
"You see, some of us here in the South are very conservative
people, We really don't like publicity."

Mp, Hopper started getting all nevvous. "VUf course,
Of course," he said, "You wouldn't believe it, but Ii'm a
pretty conservative bird mvself., < certainly understand your
fears."

"Phere sren't any fears actually\;" o
) - et

"Well, L know---" he was smiling at ¥other as if she had

said something extremely vathetic---"i4p, Whitfield, a banker---
bad for business---things 1like that. I understand some Southerners
have been almost rulned by some »f their views,"

"N;' it isn't that at all," Mother said., "Wwatever we
believe we don't mind saving. We' re just not partial to pub-
licity of any sort, that's all," She touched the handkerchief
to her nose again,

1 wish Mother hadn't satd that{ Lt gsounded kind of rude
to me, Besides, 1 knew My, Hopper was sitting there thinking
we were hicks., I was glad Mother was having the Ewings and them
over after dinner, The Ewings know how things are up in Yew
York, SFEEa-,

"L 11ke “egroes,”" L said, DBut both %other and “r., Hopper
daughed,

"liegh, heh, heh," 1laughed kp, Hopper in this new laugh.
leh, heh, heh, I thought. He doesn't know, but 4 think L know
some things he doesn't know, Velvet's told me more things than

she'd ever tell Mother and Father,
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"Pascinating., Ab-so-lute-ly..." But hen 4 nearly passed
out through the sofa, ARTHUR came into the room. #e had a pencll
stuck behind his ear and he was wearing tennis'ihoes! White ones!
They looked TREMENDOUS! |

1l just stared at him and ¥p, Hopper got up from his chailr,
"This 1s our son, Bob," Mother said in this very pale
voice. "Arthur---#p, Hopper,"

A_thur kind of stood up very straight and lunged his hand
into %p, Hopper's, "Hopper. How ya, man?"

HORRIBLE! I have never, NEVER, in all my entire 1ife seen

Arthur act or talk like that,

Mp, Hopper started rubbing his hand. Y =geews—tmmesesimd
o O SRy s g,
"Arthur's home for the holidays," Mother sald, "fle's
at a little school in Connecticut this year.,"
"ls that soono?" Mp, Hopper said, looking very curiously
at An.thur, "DY you like Connecticut, Arthur?"

"l 1like being in town better,” Arthur said,

"in tOWn')"

Mg 1 i

"Uh, in New York! Well, that's fine,"

"Come and sit with us, Avthur," Wother said, "We were

just tellin_ “r, *opper something about Ashton,"

"$en?" Arthur sald and kind of touched his pencil behind
his ear., "*t's kind of a hick town, this town,"

1l could have killed Arthur for saying that. I knew ex-
actly what he was dolng. 4He was tryin; to make %r, “opper think
he was this ancient somebody that knew all about “ew York and

8ll that, Whrat he'd done, L bet, was 1.0k out the upstairs
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window when ipr, Ho per came in, That's the only time he covld
have seen the ternis shoes., L knew Mother was about to die,

kp, Hopper sat back down, and Arthur kind of swaggered over
to the sofa where + weas. Whenlﬁe sat down he threw one leg over
the other like ¥pr, Ewing does sometimes,

kip, Hopper sipped his drink again, then looked at f%ther.
"ies, well, as L was saving, L would 1like to include some of
your views in this niece. L want to be as fair as possible,
get both sides, Vf course I wouldn't use vour name, "

"Why don't vou ask Allison about that," dother sald and
she smiled very orettily,

"You want to know about colored people and stuff?" Arthur
asked,

i didn:t even look st him, Apnthur knows as well as + do
that 1t's terrible to butt in,

"That's the general idea, Arthur."” But then Mp, Hosper
looked at me. "Felicla,' he said in this extremely chlldish
voice, "would you mind going to school with 1little “eeeccegro
chiidren?” He asked it as If + were this dumb 1diot that
d1dn't know about things.

"I dunno,” + said, jerking my shoulders up and down,

"1 naven't thought much about it, which was a 11le! Just

the other day 4 was thinking that it might be kini of fun, march-
ing into schnol with a bayonet in my back and soldiers and tanks
wandering all over the place, <+ had this image of myself on
LIFE magazine w%E;JTTTE heilmeted soldier polnting his bayonet

at me, All these big clty newspapermen and everybody would be
hanglng around watching and Mother and Velvet would be dving be-

cause thev'd be afraid 1'd get hurt and Arthur up in Connecticut



would see my plcture on LIFE and show it fo everybody.
"I'm gonna have to go to school with 'em," Arthur said,
Mother looked at him sharolv., "Why, Artj:?, what are
you talking about?"” :
"Yeah, really," Arthur said, grinning this tremendous

' he looked at Mp, Hopper---"he's the

grin, "Mp, Sykes--'
headmaster at this chool 1 go.to. *“e can't walt to get a whole
bunch of colored boys in. I msy turn out rooming with one."

hp, Hopper kind of nodded his head., "L understand that's
so. 4 great many of the eastern prep schools are admitting
Neceeegroes now,"

"Yeh," Arthur sald. "W¥e haven't gotten on@Qet, but old
é;; Sykes he's thinklng about bringing a whole tribe over from
Africa."

"Now, Arthur, stop exaggerating,’ Mother =aid, "ip,
Hopper 1s very serious about all this,”

Arthur popped his eves open at “%other, "So am L. I'm
not ¥137ing. R.ally. VY14 Jimerson---he teaches ristory---and
he told me at dinner before i left they were going to bring
all these Africans over, e sald the school hadi to >n acecount
of the world seeing how bad the “South treats 'em and everything,
Everybody up there---p, Sykes and all of 'em- -hate the South."

"iell, L think you're just a bit confused,” Hother
said,

B [éﬂﬂﬂﬁﬁh-uﬁaa.tob:>>“r. “opper let out his laugh again,

"It all seems so impossible, sitting here," he said, "All the

CABREE/ ALK/ Xbh/ LAKL/



things you know that really exisi, the underlylng treachery
in these sleepy o0ld Southern towns," »

Mother lasughed her forced laugh, "4 don' t seem to see
the treachery,” she zaid., "There have been incidents, of
course, but I imagine these are everywhere, Where ls your
home, Bob? I mean, originelly,"

"Plainfield., New Yersey." He flicked a large speck off
his trouser leg. "Y‘essir, 1'm a New Jersey bov,"

"Plainfield must be a lovely town," Mother said., "L'ye
never been there,"

"lt's all right, I guess. Nothing much to do, Fewsy

ST e ) “L nvgad ag j
tndustriald® /L got out quite young." He 11t this long cigarette

énd blew the smoke stralght up in the air, "But what do vou find
to do here?" kemmmeed,

I t0ld wou, I xnew he thought we were hicka, I was so
embarrassed L could have thrown up,

"Oh, I'm frightfully busv," Msther satd, "+ do a grest
deal of church work and entertaining is mostly in the home, you
know, VYf course Ll like to garden and there 'me the children,"

They both looked at Arthur and‘iat L felt 1llke a gre t
huge whlte rabbitt sitting there,
"ou're not merried, Mp, Hopper?" lMsther ssked,

"I was," He start-d moving around in his chair, "Divorced,"

P+

. I xnew he didn t wantto

Y R

tell us that, "My uncle's divorced too," 1 satd in this loud
volce. 1 wanted him to feel better,

i

"Yes, well," Mother said and glanced at me, guess she

was furione I1'd sald that, It's rather's brother that's Alvorced



and he's the bilggest scandal in the whole fa-!ly.

Mp, Hopner was smirking and he took another lony drag on
his cigarette and started rattling the 1ice 1n]ig§ glass, "Well,"
he sald finally, "I guess I'm just going to have to come right
ut and ask you." He was smiling at ¥other, "Let me ask youl

poseal. T
Are yquzﬁi Integration of the races?" e leaned forward and
looked like he was studying Mother's face, "I mean truthfally,
Just for my own curiosity. Are you?"
The way he asked 1t scared me to death, *t was like a

dare,

But then the back door slammed, Father had come home.
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