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uspradio

\ — Two days later we saw Arthur off to Connecticut again,
Hde had on his o0ld coat, the one that had been sent to the
cleaners too much, and 1 looked at him standing up there on the
platform by the porter and 1 felt something of the sorrow 1'd
known the first time he'd left. The house always seemed so
silent after he had gone,

Ihis time, though, the silence d1dn t last very long.
Arthur hadn't got lost in the station.but he had been a day

Yp, Sykes wrote: "Arthur savs this

late returning to school.
was an over sight on hlis part, “evertheless, we find it necessary
to inflict a penalty; Arthur will be restricted to the school
groundffor a period of one month,"

Mother was furious, "l can't let him do one single thing
on his own, -Not one thing!" She added, however, that she

supposed she should have looked at the school calendar (and‘

Father agreed) but she 41d think she-could trust a fourteen-
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year—otd—to—do-samethingl —She'd-been—so—busy—withlin —Honpeni—
e
andlil}, She—had-been—toor—
Pk poor Arthur. 1t was bad ennugh just being up there but
being locied up made it really terrible. hom!: though, was pretty

much without joy too---at least for me.; Everv-time-L-saw.-a

colored person L fslt like erving. — Thdy kept reminding me’lr,
hgpngr~and_th:,pictunss--ménomandee«.e%ls—areaehﬂf--and~£~ﬂas

oWn would-say, +f-they-thought

terrified over what evervbsdy in
i1t was bad ¥r, Hopper just vis
ﬁmagine what they'd say when-fhe artislée came sut, ~Lf I Just
hadn 't satd-what-edl-t.dida=-1f I just hadn't lied! And, gosh,
if “p, Hopper put in there wh;t I said about Melissa Stewart
she'd ki1l me, <4 just hoped and prayved he Aidn't remember her
name, if Mp, Stewart read where I'd called Melissa a Negro,
that would be the end of me, He's probably come over whth a
shot gun and slay us all. "“p, Stewart is widely-known for his
temper. Unce he knocked a man out on main street just because
the man called his mother a dog. The thougﬂt even made me sick
in my stomach,

E

and worrying so ﬁuch about-it,N\1'd-go-insane .. .The artiecle
,Wouldn|_t be out untiln.wa't and\if L -worried up until-then
they'd have to bury me sure nuff.; Une thing that helped get
my mind off it some was this 1ette;—;;;m Arthur.? Naturalley
as_You osn-imagine; L -thought dpthun'e fimerTatran hone aften
his penslty-would.have.been.a poem of gloom. But it-wesn—t
abwail.z“*t was almost jubilant, for QEEQ&T: His roommate, Bob

Leyden, had not returned to school:
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Y 1
{,( ...He can t come back till he gets cured.‘ And I'm glad.

Now I got this new roomate. His naml is Campbell

and he s from New York City and goes to night clubs a]ll
\ the time, < think his folks are real rich because he s
\ %ot this plcture of his house and it looks like a castle, |
‘ e says his father makes those things---those kind of
g dummy things women fit clothes on when they so. He's in
| all my classes and we go around|together all the time,
| He doesn t like Mpr, Sykes either.

Well, - gotbta /ge: ..
He signed his name "A." And Father wanted to know whv he'd
signed his name like that, but Mother said it was just probably
something he had learned.

Lt was that about night clubs that enthralled me. Ashton
doesn't have any night clubs; the only one we've got is this
one room in the basement of the country club, Older people
stay in there 1literally all the time, Junior members aren't
allowed, but if vou're twentv-one or something vou can go in
there and get as madly drunk as you want to. <+t's a nice
wavy to spend an evening 1if vou're twentv-one,

L don't know why nizht clubs enchant me so. 1've never
been to one or anything, but L've seen them in the movies and
I'd certainly 1like to go to one somett“e*. That's why Arthur's
letter interested me so much., <+ was thinkJiéthur'd probably
start going to them up in Connecticut. Yfeonle in the north
are just thrilled to have thelr sons go to night clubs, Sou-
therners are just stupid that way.

Anyway, thinking about night clubs and stuff sort of took

my mind off Mr, Hopper, Not for long, though, because every-

time I thought 1'd completely forgotten, something strange would

pop up about colored people again : e
Jbr—éneﬁancs7 one afternoon “elissa and L were at the country

-
v
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club, All afternoon we'd been in the ladies' room acting like
we were at a night club. L1t was very immature, of course, but
we'd also been smoking., Melissa can be warld;’of fun when she
wants to.

She'd brought some cigarettes and 1'd brought three of
Father's., We were sitting back there where the dressing table
is, just smoking away, and . started up this conversation,

1 was really forgetting all about dr, Hopper, and it was a lot
of fun. <L started off, said: "Oh, I'm so bored with all these
014 Fashioneds all the time., Aren't vou?" 1 was pretending

I was this very rich lady in New York City. "Aren' t vou bored
with just one night club after another?"

"I'm so bored I could die," Melissa said., '"Hey walter,
bring me another 014 Fashion."

L plew out this tremendous wad of smoke, '"Melissa, deah,
do you suppose we will get drunk?"

"Probably deah, but 1 need to. I've smoked so much my
lungs are literally flapping around,"

ot course,"‘\l said, "Hey waiter, i wanted three 014
Fashions, not just one. Aren't the walters dumb here, though?"

"Dreadfully!"” She kind of raised up one evebrow and she
really did look like somebody in a night club. DMelissa's got
naturally curly blond hair that she wears very short and her
eyes are brown, When she gets older she'll fit in very nicely
with night clubs, 4 think,

"Your hair is chahming todavy, my deah,” I said,

"Thank you. So is yours, but I do think you could have

a permanent wave,"



-125

That did it! That messed up everything. I started talk-
ing my natural way again. "I wish I could have one," I said.
"I predlly do." I put my hands on the side of my face and made

n rypa 4
this folorn expression in my eyes. This ¥s the way look all
the time," L said. "L go around looking like a pathetic hound
dog or something."
Melissa started laughing. "Why doncha just go and get

' But then she started waving

a permanent., 4it'd be cute on---'
her hands in the air. "Oh, oh! Somebody's coming."

I lunged toward the ash tray but it fell on the fl-or.

It was Mother's friend, Mps, “eredith. + guess she'd been
plaving golf because she had on socks and this small yellow hat
with a visor, <+ plopped back in the seat and pretended 1Ad
just been sort of lounging around.

"On, hello, Felicia," she said.

I stood up. "How-do-you-do, “rs. “eredith?" You could
hardly see her for all the smoke,

She spoke to “elissa. "You girls just sitting in here?"

"Yes," Melissa said, "we just this minute came in."

Mrs, Meredith sat down in front of the mirror. "Whewh,
it's so stu-ffy in here,"

"I xnow," I said, "4t was so stuffy we just couldn't
sit any longer. Would you like for me to open a window, Yrs,
Meredith?"

"Yes, thank vou, Felicia," She sort of glanced at me,
"Played golf with your sweet mother today---She's out on the

porch now, "

"She 1s?" I said. "On, good!" But I was about to die.
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I ran and slammed the window open and Melissa and 1 beat it
down the stairs to the golf shop. v

On the bottom step we both collapsed against the wall,

"D'you think she knew?" Melissa asked with this simply
terrified face. Boy, if her mother knew she'd been smoking,
she'd probably be chained zo the bed, EQQQESxig;é;;;;aetiga&;v
BT An s B B TR,

"L don't think she did," <+ said. "But what if 1t'd been
Mo-ther!"

We just leaned there against the wall, vanting. I'd prac-
tically lost my breath out of just pure horror., LIf 1'd got
caught smoking too---PLUS what I'd done when dr, Hopper was
there, + might as well've just gone on home and committed su-
icide.

After a while Melissa said: "Hey, look at that!" She was
pointing to the bulletin board over my head.

"What?"
"Read it," she said and started smirking.
I read it, but { didn't see anything so smirky about it.
A1 1t sald was s /k_xy
ATTF‘NTIOT\T- ALL IADY GOLFERS: L
Beginning January all lady golfers are
requested to wear skirts while playing
ﬁol{ gn thebAshton goungrv Ciub %rezns.
o lady member wearing bermuda shorts or
any attire other than the proper-length

skirt will be permitted on the greens,
— Respectfully,

Mgrvin T, Lane, president !

04K~ﬁ
1So what?" I asked:

Melissa looked at me. "Don't you know why?"
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"Uh uh, Why?"
"Because of the Negrah caddies.," -
"What sbout them?" I'd seen most of the caddies all my

20t reasht
1ife., Most of them were pn@*ﬁggﬁisp except that Father said

they gambled all the time,

"They don't want them looking at the lady golfers all the
time, Daddy says it's horrible the way the caddies giggle and
stuff at the ladies' behinds."

"Onhhh," I said. But frankly + didn't believe it, 1L
still don't, not really. Colored people just don't pay any
attention to white people and certainly not lady golfers. That
was kind of stupid of “elissa, but + didn't say so.

That night, though, Mother started talking about how
she and Mrs, “eredith practically had to sit in the dark while
they were having their little after-golf drink, They were just
sitting there by the window in the night club, she sald, and
Up, Lagne came over and closed the curtain, See, they have
this very large picture window down there and it overlooks the
patio. Le vou're sitting on the patio you can look in and see
evervthing that's going on,

"Why did Lane do that?" Father asked.

"Because of the caddies again, I guess., “e didn;t want them
to see us being served drinks,"

"How stupid," 1 said. I @&hought I'd better stay on this
conversation, + was pretty worried “rs., “eredith might have
told her about us smoking,

"No, 1t's not stupid," Father said, "It's 1llegal to

serve drinks in Ashton, We're certainly not setting a very
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good example for anyone,"

"Colored people do it, too," + said.”

"Where?" Father asked.

"At the Elks Club," I said. "At the colored Elks Club.®
Isgish told me."

"Well, they shouldn't do it etther," Father said.

Mother sort of sighed. "Honestly, this situation is getting
so we don't have any freedom at all any more." She looked at
Father. "Wasn't that simply a terrible thing in the paper to-
night?"

"ieg," Father said, "Now, Sarah, I want you to keep
the doors to the house locked. All the time, Even during the
day. Do you understand?"

"On, we do, now., Velvet sees to that., But, really,
things are just getting out of hand."

"What happened in the paper?" I asked,

But thev didn't have to tell me, ‘“he telephone rang. It
was Melissa,

"Hey, it's me," she said. ™"You know what we were talk-

ing about this afternoon? About ehe caddies and all?"

"Uh huh, "

"Well, did vou read the paper?"
I got pretty interested. "Not yet! What was 1t?"

P

"You oughtta read it. rs. Tate got rapped!"
"Rapped?"
"feah, by this Negrah. *e just walked in her house in
the morning and rapped her."

"lpg Eatc?"
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"Leah, you know. The one that does hair down at Miss
Roper's Beauty shoo. “he blond one., 1he Nefah just knocked
on her door and asked if her husband was there, She said he
wasn't and he just came in and RAPPED her, You know what that
1s, don't you?"

"I_m not real sure., What is 1t?"

"Nasty," she said. ™"The nastiest t ing that---"

"You mean?"

"Uh huh," ¢

m

"Gosh," I said. <+ was terrified out of mind. L could
just picture that colored man,

"They didn't put her name in the paper or anything, but
everybody knows who it was and a11."

"Did they catch the colored man?"

"Not yet. *“ut they've got all these police and dogs and
everything looking for him, *snit it the most horrible thing
vou ever heard of? Wouldn't vou just die? What would you do
if some Negrah tried to rapp you?"

"Pass out of the picture, L guess,”

"See, that's why they don_t want you wearing shorts or

anything at the club., And just think we re going to have to
go to school with them,"

Right away “r. Hopper popped into my mind again. "L don't
think we'll have to yet," I said. "Not in Ashton."

"leah, we are too. WNext vear, They're gonna start inte-
gratin' next vear. We'll probably all get rapped. This girl

up in Fhiladelphia, Fennsylvania did, 4t was horrible. Three

of them,"
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1

"But they don t care up there,”" I said,

"I guess not. But isn't it horrible?"

I didn't say anything and + could hear *“elissa breathing

—
on _the lother end of the phone. I never had thought of all that

W T Mmean~ akoont c’cs‘w)ln.;mu"” '..w

beforef"i~§a5t—theught”5€3§1;:didnuiuxmmwmmih%e2gafzc"s:ho01
with-them-because~some=FF-tHen were -mean-like-Velyst—sadd,

"Mrs, Tate's in the hospital,” *“elissa said. "Se's
all hi-starical and everything."

4E don;t blame hery," Fusemie

"Yeah. “ould you do the third problem?"

"Rithmetic? I haven't tried them vet."

"Well, call me if you get 1t."

"Okay."

"Bve .

"3ye, "

I just sat there, staring at the phone. I sure was glad
Mother and Father haﬂn t told me what was in the paper. Wouldn't
thaéﬂbe9;mbarrassing Mother and Father sitting up there
telling me about all that? After awﬁile i went down and looked
at the paper, ‘t's only a weekly paper but the headlines were
so big 1t took up practically the whole front page:

WHITE WOMAN HERE RAPED BY NEGRO

I didn_t want to get caught reading about 1t, so I went
on in the library. Father was sitting in his red leather chailr,
reading the old boring Sewanee Review . ‘e doesn;t much 1like
to be disturbed after dinner when he's reading, but 1 just thought
I would. I wanted to ask him some things, but i didn:t want

him to know I1'd read about Mrs, Tate., Mother and Father don't
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know 1 know about things, but Ll've known ever since 1 was nine.
Melissa's mother told her about it. Méiissa said it was the
most embarrassing thing she's ever gone through., They went
upstairs in “rs. Stewart's bedroom and %rs, Stewart started
talking very sad and folorn, Afterwards she showed Melissa
this stupid book that Melissa had already looked through one
thousand times. Lf Mother ever starts trving to tell me about
it, 1'm just going to yawn and pretend like L'm bored.
"lielissa says we're gonna get integrated next vear," I

said,

Father didnit even look up., "She does, does she?"

"Uh huh., Are we?"

He looked at me over the magazine, (I think he kind of
knew 1'd read the paper.) "L don't think vou will, not at your
level,"

"I'11 be in the seventh next vear, Junior High School.
It's pretty near colored town,"

"les, well, I think you've missed all that." He went
back to reading again.

"Gooo-ud nighty, + tried to sound just like Arthur and
plopped myself down on the sofa, "Why did thevy have to go and
start up all this integration stuff for? it's just a big mess---
everybody mad with everybody else and us having to keep our doors
locked all the time, Velvet says she's not gonna let them inte-
grate her grandchildren., And they're gonna start school next
year!"

"I'm afraid Velvet doesn t have anvthing to say about

it," He was still reading. Father can be as infuriating as

Arthur sometimes,
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"You mean if she doesn't want her grandchildren to go to
school with white children, she can't even get out of 1t?"

"Afraid not." He looked up then.

"Well, L don't think that's right. Why can't they have
three schools. Colored and white and one that's mixed-up.
Then, if people want to mix and all, they can. Looks like to
me you oughtta be able to do what vou wanta do."

"Who would pay for so many schools?"

"4+ don't know, Same people that pav for them now, 1 guess,
Seems to me you oughtta have some kind of choice and not just
be made to go to school with people vou donlt want to."

He rested the magazine in his lap. "+t builds character
to do things vou don't want to do."

"I don't see why," L said and slapved one of the sofa
pillows in my lap. Father's always saying that about building
character, KIm kind of tired of that saving. "Do vou guess
I'11 ever go to school witHcolored people?"

"o, "

"Why not?"

He started looking very bored. "Forone thing vou'll
be in boarding school and unless the colleges are thoroughly
integrated by the time you get there, you'll probably have
missed that experience."

My heart started pumping away, "Are yvou gonna send me

away too?"
B time "

"To Connecticut?" I felt 1ike crying.

"No, I think your Mother wants vou to go to & Southern

school."
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It was the first time I'd ever heard I was going to get

sent away too. It was extremely sad, Me, being put away some-

7
1

where like Arthur. At least, though, it wasn t Connecticut.
"l don't belleve 1'd much like it up in Connecticut," I said
in this very pale voice.

"Why not?"

"I just don't, that's 211." I didn t want to tell him
about what Arthur said, about everybody being different and
rich and all. I just didn't want to worry him any more, "Did
you know Arthur's school 1s integrated?" I said.

"No, + didn't," he saild and kind of raised an eyebrow,

"Uh huh., Next year they' re gonna bring a whole bunch of

Africans over, "

ne en

ho savs so?
(; "Arthur, "
r-ﬁah;ﬁ
He glanced back down at his magazine and L1 guess he

wanted me to stop talking. But * was thinking that maybe---
just MAYBE---if 1 saw he was in a good enough mood and all, I
might could tell him about me and “r, Hopper, "Father," 1L
sald extremely sweetly. "Are you partial to colored peonle?"

"Some of them, ves. You know we all love Velvet and
her family.,"

"l know, but would you ever invite them to a partv vou
were giving or something?"

"I don't think so. In the first place I don't think they

would enjoy our parties very much,"

"Wouldn't some of them? I mean 1ike the real educated

ones? Like over in the Congo and all?"




-134

] /‘\
"I couldn t say." He put his feet up on the foot stool.,
. /

"It's rather obvious, though, isn'%iit, that the white man isn't
particularlv welcome in the Congo?‘ Thev-wonld-pather -be. wlth
themaelwee™ He must've been getting unbofed because he lighted
a cigarette, "But---1t's always been the same, The good white
man and the good colored @fﬁ have alwavs had nice relationships.”
He 1et out this huge cloud of smoke, "I'm sure, though, each
of us feels easier with his own color."

"Yeah," L aaid, but . was thinking about smoking. I'd
sort of like to have been smoking)too. It's enjoyable talking
deep with Father, He's never treated me like a mogon, even
when L was a child., But . really did agree withﬁ;; was saving,
When I get to thinking about it, L think I'd feel pretty funny
if L was all the time with just colored people, + mean if 1 was
the only white one. Une time Yother and 1 went to Velvet's
church. Velvet's father had died and we were the only white
people that went. #t was terribly pitiful and everybody in the
church started yelling and throwing their# arms up in the air,
We don{t do that at funerals in the Episcopal Church., When
Grandfather Whitfield died, they just read out of the Prayer
Book and in fifteen minutes almost it was over. Colored people
came to his funeral but they didn t vell or anything. 4tk kind
of scared me, frankly, all the yelling and being the only white
person in there. L don't know why, it was just different, that's
all, 1 sure did feel sorry for Velvet, though., SRR RS-
b

"But why are you worrving so about all this?" Father

asked,
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"L don't know. Evervthing's getting so sort of changed
and spooky. We never have had to lock our doors in the day
time before." (i shouldn't have sald that because he'd know
1'd read the paperZ)

fWell, T wouldn t be too worried about 1t."

"Dut, why has everything started getting so sort of danger-

ous and everything?"

He kind of frowned, ™t—isn t-neally-dangemsuss<but So
Tqueanx

much emphasis hes-besm=woumt on this raclal situation, (Fum=lemow
when a person is suddenly glven praise---and priviieges ne's
never been quite accustomed to---he sometimes abuses those
privileges. Etwink that's-what's-happening-in-the Sorth;—+t's
certainly hanpening-in-some-of-our northern cfttes ™

"You mean with colored people? Mean oneg?"

"Some of them, yes, It was the same after the War Be-

tween the States, There were many colored people who abused the

privilege of freedom. Still, there were many fine ones too."

Wire Velvet, ' I satd, "
indew.tork? ~Fhe-one from Migstssipoi?"
"lesy exaotiy™

"1t sure is spooky, though."
"Surely, Felicia. Not sure. Donit say that,"
"Surely, L mean,"
"Well, don't worry about it," he said, "And remember
one thing., Just because a man is a Negro or different in any
way from you, gives you no right to feel superior or be unkind,"
"Oh, I Xnow that," 1 <aid. "But sometimes donit you

think itls unkind to make somebodv ride on the back of the bus
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"As far as I'm concerned, they ~an ride anywhers they like,
As long as a man 1s courteous and a gentleman, whike or colored,
it makes no difference to me where he rides."

"Me either," I -aid.| "But, just for instance, say, what
if you were having a hot dog or something at the dime sto'e and
this Negro man sat down right beside vou? What would you do?"

He kind of laughed. "L don t think I'd be sitting there in
the first place., 1 don:t like hot dogs."

"But L mean 1f vou did like them?"

"1l suppose L'd just go on eating my bﬁg—dog."

"You would?"

"YCS."

"But you're not for going to school with colored pesoplei”

"No, No, I'm not. But 1 do want the colored schools to
be better than thev are, For that matter +{ want our white schools
to be better."

"Yegh, 1ike Nadine Miller's and them's school out in the
country. Her school's the most run-dpwn=looking thing you ever
saw., They even teach three classes én one room,"

"L ¥now,  he said and put out his cigarette. "But speaking
of school, doA't you have some homework to do?"

"Yeah, L guess so."

"Well then?" He picked up his magazine again, When he
picks up a magazine, it means he's through talking.

I just sat there staring at him. <4 wish 1'd had the
courage to tell him about “r, Hopper., I reslly wanted to. 1t
would have been such a relief, But 1'm such a coward at times.

It's funny, but everybodv in our family for simply centuries
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has had courage., L don't know what happened to me.
i) 37/ ["™ell, goodinight," L said.
7, il o )

"Good-+night."
All L could do was drag on up to my room and try to do
my arithmetic, + couldn|t de it though i & couldn't even do
the first problem. <+ guess i was worrving too much. < kept
thinking about ffrs. Tate hysterical in the hospital and about
Mp, Hopper andx%w i’;nd ladies not being able to wear bermuda
shorts and 4+ guess 1 was just confounded out of my mind. &
1hank goodness, we started hearing from Arthur again.
We had a letter the very next day. <+t hurt us pretty bad,
that one. DBut his next ones were quite stimulating. L prac-

1
tically hardly didn t even think about 4r, Hopper at all. Mother

sald she thought Arthur was developing,
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