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\‘s\ Well, everybody in town found out Yr, Hopper was visitingff
us, L guess it was Mps, Foster that went around telling it.
Father says if you tell “ps, Foster anything it's just like

publishing it in The Reader's Digest. She must have gotten

on the phone early because the next day at Sundav School Me-
lissa Stewart (she's the one with four telenhones in her house)
said: M"Hear you got a Nigger lover in your housef Evervbody
in town's talking about 1t."

That made me perfectly furious and we'd just got through
renouncing the pomp and the devil too. <+he pomp and devil 1is
part of the Episcopal catechism and we have to n;morize the
whole thing,

"You're not suppose to use that expression," L said. "It's
common, "

"What's common?"
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"You're suprosed to say Neeee---gro lover," L said and just

[

walked on off down the street.

1 guess 1 shouldn' t have walked awav like that because
then I knew 4 wouldnlt get a ride home, “elissa and them's
#others always come in the car to get them, but Mother makes
me walk, She thinks it's foolish to ride everywhere. BEven if
a blizzard or something would suddenly hit Georgia, there 1'a
be, all alone, struggling to get somewhere,

Anwway, I'm glad 4 left “elissa, She's my best Briend,

1 guess, but she simply hates it if something good happens to

you., Nobody famous ever visits the Stewarts; they never have

any out-of-town guests at all

You—-see; people—in-Ashton get simply rious-when-somebody—
w#ites—SGEeth%ngﬁbad—abnntMthemt”"They“gét\ggd even if somebody-
says—something=bout—the South===bad, 1 mean.S\Sc~I guess liprg,
Foster had told everybody what Mr, Hopper thought about the
South, They don't 1ike Neseegro lovers in Ashton, <lhey 1ike
Neeegroes better than thev do the lovers, Lt's most peculiar,

I got to thinking about all that while L was walking home
and too I was wondering how was 1 goinz to get a chance to pre-
sent my intellect to “r, Hopper, Mother and Father occupied
him practically all the time and even after breakfast + didn't
get a chance to see him alone. Also, i was pretty scared at the
idea of talking to him. Isn't it funny that in the nighttime

when you think up doing something, it seems a whole lot easier

than when the morning comes. But one thing is if you get your
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mind up on something, like saving your brother or something,
/i Dt |
you can pretty(well do it. Besides, as 1 goii-‘nu, I have a

. Ta i o ¥ g g ea Vi ]
tremendous faculty for being untrhthful, T

ceught by-the pottce—i-contd-get—ont-ofit;-just-simplv-by-being
untruthful, - it's s very disgusting-virtue;~t—gress,

Anyway, 1 came ‘ragging on up the driveway to our house

and right away 1 saw Mother and “r. Hopper out in the garden.
Mother wasn't going to church. Wnhen we have unspiritual guests
in the house she doesn't usually go. ©She gets furious, not go-
ing, but I guess it's nicer being considerate of the guest,

Mother and Mr, Hopper were bending over looking at the
Christmas roses. Mother simply adores the Christmas rose, She
planted them asbout three years ago and they've bloomed every
year just at the right time.

"Yeeeees,' said Mp, Hoprer., "Stunning." He straightened
up. "Oh hello, Felicia,"

"Hello, Mr, Hopper." Right away my heart started pounding
away. <+ was wondering if I really dared to discuss anything
with him or not. I knew i couldn't with MYother there, of course,.

He walked over to our largest camellia bush, "I never
reali,ed they bloomed this time of vear," he said, "Wait
until I tell my friends in New York." He kxind of waved his
hand, "Camellias instead of snow."

It was a very nice day., 1nere wasn't a cloud in the sky
and it was almost like Spring., <1 guess up in New York it was
storming with snow.

“I love the camellias too," Mother said, "but my favorite,

]
of course, are the jonquils, We don t see them until ¥arch, i
\\ 93‘1 WLC{\/,
Let me show you." We walked over to the side of the hiil, 'KThe
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entire hillside is covered with jonquils."
u ¥

"Stunning, “r, Hopper said.

"Yes, 1t means Spring to me," BMother said., "I love to
see them when they're first pushing through tns ground." She
smiled at %p, Hooper, "There's a poem I love, by Sarah Hender-

e
son Havy, the poet. <t s so lovely."

"0h?" said Mp, Hopper.

"If I can remember--- There're two lines I especially
love: v w
And bladed jo;qﬁils, pricking through,
Can split my very soul in two.
"Yessssss, beautiful!" ;aia up Hopper,

Mother pushed back a strand of halr and sort of laughed
into the breeze, "It rem:nds me of my two youngsters---just
now at the age they are now. Theyv're kind of pricking through,"

They both looked at me. EWBARRASSING! I'm not 1ike any
bladed jonquil, I wish Mother wouldn't say things like that.

I xind of started whistling off around the holly tree., & didn't

want them to stand there smiling at me like 1 was a weed or some-

thing,

"It's a beau-ti-ful, beau-ti-ful garden," #p, Hopper
said,

"Thank you. Both Allison and 1 enjoy gardening." She
turned to him. "4 wish you had time to see the farm,"

"That would be----"

But then Velvet called for blother; somebody wanted her
on the telephone, I could have cried with jovy.

She hurried toward the house and lr, Hopper and 1 were

alone., Now was the time, 1 thought. My heart really started
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' sgmetEd banging away,
PRSI 4

Mr, Hopper was looking up into the holly tree. "This
tree must be fifty-years-old, Bt leasty" he—eaddy. |
"Unh huh," I said and started yawning. "Ohhhh me,"

"Sieepy?"

"Me? Oh, no. I just do wish my Neeeegro friends were
coming over this afternoon,”

I yawned very loudly again and Yp, Hopper looked at me
pretty sharply. "Do you have Neeegro friends?"

not course: most of my friends are Neece-gro." I tried
to look exceedingly bored. "I've got hundreds of them."

"Do they come here?" he asked. "To your home?"

"Occasionally. WNot very often. Mother and Fafher seem
more partial to my white friends, L have one Neseegro friend,
belissa Stewart"(She'd die!) "Shé?gjm:: ;uite frequently, but
Mother and Father put a stop to 1t."

"Why did thev do that?"

I wished he'd stop staring at me., 1 didn t dare look
at him, so 4 just kind of casually started pulling a few berrcies
off the tree. "I don't know why they don't like them to come.

1 guess 1t's because of Yr, and “rs, Ewing and them,"

"What &%é they have to do about 1t?"

"Oh, I guess they didn't think { should be seen with
just colored people all the time, L think they spoke to Mother
or something." Gosh, my heart was about to pop right out of me.
I looked up at him, "But, L forgot, vou met the Fwin s last
night, VYidn't vou?"

"Yessss, I met them all right," He had this kind of

peculiar frown on his face and started looking at hls fingernails,
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"Wouldn't you 1like it, actually, wouldn't vou, if your Neeegro
friends could go to school with you?" -3

I pemembered he'd asked me that before, when he first came,
"Yes," I said, "now that I think about 1t. I'd adore it if
Melissa Stewart could go to school with me, -Sfiususmmdenr-

People in the north go to school with

Neeee-groes all the time, don't they?"

"Some do."

"How L do wish it were the same here! You know, L dontt
think I'd mind it even if L were the only white person in the
room,"

He didn't seem to be listening. "Perhaps your generation—-
you and your friends can do something about all this, Tne Neeegro
just isn't treated right down here, Is he?"

N

.~/ "No, he's not," I started digging my heel in the ground.

///Q;// "And poor Velv-t! She suffers so. So does Lsaiah, <They've

told me so many things,"

"What have they told you?"

"Ohhhn- " I started yawning again---"Velvet says she goes
home lots of times and just crieeceees because she's Neeee-gro,"

"She shouldn't do that."

"No, she shouldn't. < usually try to cheer her up sbout
1t---also Lsaiah., *t's very pathetic,"

"You re a nice girl, Felicla,"

I kxind of turned the corners of my mouth down. "Thank vou,"
TEsad s T anlc you', "

There was this kind of silence, but then Yr, Hopper started

o
beaming around all over the place, "How wauldAlike for me to



take your picture, Felicla?"

"4e1?2 For your nhgazine?"

I nearly collapsed.

"Mavybe," he said, "Wa'll see how it turns out."

I started kind of smoothing my hair back. 1 knew + looked
a wreck, but 1+ had on my black and white plaid dress. "Well,
sure!" I said,

"Good then. Let's see---"

"Are you going to put what 1 said in the magazine?"

"What you said?" His eyes kind of bulged.

"Uh huh. You know, about me and colored people and all?"

"I might, <es, 1 might!"

"Well, surely vou can take my picture!" I nearly floated
away with delight,

"I'd 1ike to show the Northern girls what a fine Southern

girl looks like."

I couldn't help smiling, but then 1 had this other thought:

"Do you think that- -uh---" I kind of looked away for a second---
"Uh---don't tell Mother or anything. She's quite peculiar. She--
uhif-"

"0h, do you think she would mind?"

"Oh, no! She---uh---sometimes she thinks it's kind of
vulgar being in newspapers and magazines and things, 4t_s really
quite peculiar."

"Haven't you ever had your picture in the newspaper?"
I started rolling my eyes upward. "Oh, 1've had chances!
But, you know, Mpr, Hopper?" L kind of laughed. "I've been so_

silly. L used to think it was vulgar too, being in newspapers

and things. + got over it, though."
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"Most young girls in the north like to have their pictures
in the paper," A

"So do I! Now, L mean. I'd just as soon have my picture
plastered all over the place. It's nice to be public like that,
1 think."

"Well, let's sees." He started looking around, "Where
would a good place be? What about on the front veranda? By
one of the pillars,"

"A1l right. You don't have vour camera, though!"

e L U i+ e 2 i

"Don't let Mother or anybody see you," I called after
him. I was so excited 1 could scarcely talk,

Well, 4p, Hopper took a stunning picture., I was smiling
extremely brosdly and sort of had my hand touching one of the
pillars. The only thing was 1 kept thinking sbout my legs.
See, I'd started growing pretty fiercely and my legs are very,
very thin, They don't touch in the middle where theylre supposed
to. 1 did everything to try to make them touch but 4 donit
think they did.

lp, Hopper said he thought he'd gotten a "fine shot." He
liked the front of our house and he was sure 1'd added great
measures to it, HHe didn t know exactly when his article would

\kcx‘(.L‘)w”H * &
appear. Probably not until\ Awssesst 5T somobh&ag But when we
were going in the house he told me he was certainly glad he;d
come to Ashton. "It's been a gold mine, “hose people last
night and now my little talk with you." “e smiled down at me

very nicely. "Amazing," he said. "Simply a-mazing!"

&
_{:}hndrmr4unch‘*“th&nk—iﬁtuh?thought~ILd~gone/iﬂsanajN“Everv-
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During lunch L didn't say mugk while we were eating. I was
thinking too hard about ;ﬁ ell the lies 1'd told. Still, what
I told Mr. Hopper wasn't all lies. I really do love meny colored
people. 4f, say, I sa& Velvet somewhere and she was writhing away
in a gutter or something, I'd just about die myself. Velvet can
make me terribly mad, like out at the farm that time when she told
on me, but 1'd do anything for her. < really would, and if she
died I'd never get over it. I'd go and put violets on her grave
every Sunday. I might even do it if Freedonia died.

You dowu't know Freedonia, but she's Velvet's neice. She's my
age and she used to wear red ribbons in her halr all the time.
When we were children Velvet used to bring her by the house.

We'd play, but the only thing is Freedonia and I are differcnt.
What she wanted to do was play Swinging Hips all the time. What
you do 1s you stand by the Elm tree, put your hands on your hips
and then walk real crazy and fast with your hips swinging all over

the place. I thought that was very boring, but Freedonia

chapter continues---
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nearly killed herself laughing over it. What L1 wanted to do
was jump the boxwoods, Do you know that #» this day L can
clear a five-foot boxwood without even touching 1t¥ Freedomia
coubdn't stand to do that, She'd try, but almost every time
she'd land smack in the middle, Mother got kind of furious
becguse Freedonia had broken about six of her best boxwoods,

I don't know what ever happened to Freedonia. She moved to
Detroit when we were six, Sometimes L wonder what became of
her,

The only thing is I don't like mean Niggers and that isn't
bad to say. Velvet says 1t herself. L told her it wasn't cul-
tivated to say l‘nigg;er"\, but she said it was all right if they
were mean., "Aint no other word for 'em," =she said. "That's
what they is- -'Tiii/zzégersf-" You'd die over them and 4
don't think even Yr, Hopper would like them., They hate white
people, mean niggers do. Velvet said so.

Anyway, after lunch Mpr, Hopper said he wanted to go around
and see something of the people of Ashton., He wanted to make a
call on the head of the N,A,A A,A,C.P, and he wanted to visit
with Velvet's preacher, Velvet's preacher is widely-known in
Ashton and just about everybody in town has contributed money
for this new church he wants to build, People have contributed
for centuries, You'd thkink it ought to be built by now.

"Why don't you let Isaiah drive you?" Mother said,

"That would be nice. Thank you," Mr, Hopper said.

I knew lsaiah would flip over that., Sunday is his day
off. One thing, though, I knew lsi%;gvﬁas counting on a pretty
big tip from Mr, Hopper. Tips arelghe only thing Isaiah likes

about guests, He can always tell whether somebody's gonna tip
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pretty good or not.
"He aint no count,” he savs about some PBople, "He
jes a one-dollsh man." What Isalah likes is a "fi-dollah"
man. I kind of think he thought Mr, Hopper was a "fi-dollah"
man; he was being so nice to Isaiagh and everything,
Mother went into the kitchen to tell Velvet about lMr,
Hopper wanting to go to her church that afternoon.
"What for?" she asked in this down-in-the-mouth 1-0k
she gets sometimes,
"Because he wants to meet your minister and because he's
interested in all things American," Mother said,
"Why don't he write up something about his own church,"
Velvet mumbled to me after Mother had gone,
"Maybe he doesn't have one," L said, "He's divorced,"
My uncle that 1s divorced has simply left the church., He
never goes., 1t worries the family no end.
* PShaw," Velvet said. That's what she alwavs says
when she's thinking somebody's white trash,

"Will you be there, Velvet, in church?"

"If I kin ever get outta here, I will,"

"You've got time," I said, Velvet's church doesn't
begin until two in the afternoon., "Be sure and tell me asbout
it!" ZI-wanted to know all about it.

Mr, Hopper had his camera slung around his neck which
was a very unspiritual way to go to church, L thought., <isaiah
had on his driver's cap too, the one Mother gave him for C.rist-
mas. He's only supposed to wear it when he's driving, but he

wears it practically all the time, He's simply wild about 1t.



"I won't be gone very long," Xp, Hopper said, "I just
want to have a chat with a few of these people.ﬁﬂ

"Fine," Mother said.

"See you later," A,.thur said, and he followed Mr, Hopper
out the back door!

I nearly fainted, <+ didn't know he was going with Mp,
Hopper.

"Ar-thur!" Mother called to him. "Where are you go-
ing?"

"I'm just going with Mr, Hopper."

"It's all right,” Mr, Hopper said.

NG, L don't believe so," Mother sald,

"No, Anthur,” Father said, "Not this time."

Arthur came dragging on back to the house, "Goooo-ud
night, you act like I'm a child or something., You can't do
anything around here."

"Mr. Hopper would rather be alone, L'm sure,”" DMother
said. "He can speak more freely to the people.”

"He asked me to go," Arthur said. “Gese-wdnightrd
STy e s eld . Fowsooudkdnlturg  Hyther=-gadd, "L don't

wan?‘&sLEthgve any Eg;g‘in any of My, Hopper's investigationii"
it My>face started getting red. I wonder what he'd say
if he knew Ypr, Hopper had taken my picture and was also going
to quote my intellect in his article. I decided then and there
I wouldn't tell anybody about it, not even Velvet or ILsaiah.
After it came out, they'd all collapse with surprise,

"What time does his bus 1leave?" Mother asked. She

looked very exhausted,
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"Five," Father said. "He has an elght-o'clock plane out
of Atlanta."

"Is he going back to New York?" I asgg?.

iNo, Flovide, I thinmk,"

N rthemrners are always going to Florida in the wintertime,
We're always havineg visitors come by to see us on their way to
Florida, Most Southerners wouldn't think of going there then
because of all the cheap rich fpeople there then., Besides,
Southerners know the weather down there, and they laugh at all
the Northerners that think they're going to swim and stuff when
all they do is freceze to death and sit around looking cheap and
brassy. Not all Northerners are like that, I guess, just most
of them. They're very loud, as you know,

"Pretty difficult man, wouldn't you say?" Father asked,

Mother just flipped her hand. "Now, Allison, this is the
last., I'm just tired to death of havirg people here like that---
people we'll never see again,”

Father just kind of laughed.

My, Hopper and Isaiah d1dn't come back until just about
bus time, Both of them were bustling around, trying to get all
hix juhk together,

"Fascinating. Ab-so-lute-ly fascinating,' Mr. Honper
sald about Velvet's preacher, "He gave me some excellent quotes
and I took a charming picture---of his entire family, in their
home, All of them were sitting around their table with their
heads bowed,"

I almost died. Me and Velvet's preacher would be in the

Tififz;e togetherl Just us. I kept thinking what everybodv in
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Ashton would say. Mother would collapse,. H‘ face started
getting scarlet. L shouldn't have let him take my picture.
I know I shouldn't've,

"You've been simply charming,” Ur, Hopper said to
Mother, "Don't know when I've enjoyed anything so much. Bless
vou., Come to New York sometime."

"We will!" Arthur said, and I couldn't even open my
mouth.

Lsatiah was sé&?ggling through the door with Mp, Hopper's
typewriter and stuff,

Mr, Hopper shook hands with Father. "I'll remember the
quails," he said, "You'll hear from me next year,"

"Good!" Father said.

"Have a good trip," Mother called after him,

My, Hopper grinned back at her and hustled on out to the
car and lIsaish.

"Well," Mother said after he was gone, She gave out
8 huge sigh. "That is that! "

"I wonder what sort of information he got this after-
noon," Father said.

"The Lord only knows," Mother said, "But, Allison, I
certainly hope he doesn't include us in anything.,"

"He won't. At least he won't use our names, ie assured
me of that."

But the plcture, I thought. I shouldn't have done it!
I shogldn't have., I know I shouldn't've. And I had all the way
to4k;é::é to worry about it.

At six Isaigh came back with the car, The bus had been
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late. He came dragging on in and I knew he was in a horrible
mood because of working on Sudday. < don_t blame him muchj

Sunday's a day of rest. it

N
- »<=7{ He came on in the living room to glve the keys to Father,

He really looked beat up. L gecided to try to cheer him up.
"How much tip did he gtve you, Isaiah? Was he a fi-dollah
man?"
"Nothin'," was all he said.
"Whasaat?" Mother said., "You mean he didn't even tip
you? Did he leave anything for Velvet?"
"Ne'n,?
Mother looked at Father. "Well, now, really , Allison.
That makes me pretty sore. After 2all his high-sounding talk
tool"
Father didn't say anything. e just got up and gave Isaish
throe dollars, "Give this to Velvet when you go home," he
said, He gave !!lﬁég\;;;ther three dollars.
"Gooeo-ud night!" Arthur said. Even Arthur knows how
to tip.
Mother asked Isaiah if he liked Mr, Hopper.
"No'm," he sald.
"Why not?" Apthur asked hi~,
"He's hankty."
"I suppose,” was all Mother said,.
But I didn t say anything, <+ was wondering if ¥other
and Father could actually kill me, They could try, I know, And

they wes@ probably would when the picture and article came out,

I Leih-tike—throwling up;—Reatty;—d—can-bo—so-dreedfuliy lmmeture
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sometimes., I -was almost worried-to.my grave ov%r‘ ~what-L'd

~done. I should have-been a share-cropper, I think L should

have been:
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