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/ ~ Arthur really was developing. it was highly inspiring. Of course
he hadn't matured yet or anytining, out it looked like he had a chance y
O You have no idea of all the opportunities he was having, night clubs
;l& everything. Frankly, it made me feel rather pathetlc. You sece,

I'm not a very widely traveled human being. <The on.y place I've ever
been 1s to Florida and Charleston and once to North Carolina when L went
to camp. Lt's perfectly insane, but I've never hardly even been out

of The South.

I guess that's another reason I grew so interested in Arthur's
letters. ©See, I was really such a child---simply dying to mature my-
self. 1 got so tired of liother and Father sitting around wanting Ar~
thur to maturei/that I thought I could show them how good I was t00.

I guess you'd call Arthur a kind of pioncer,—shoughs because actually
he did mature first. 1 did oy a month R okbr By ona s e T

Father were thrilled.



A& too, like I tola you,-his-letters did-heilp-bo-get-my mind

off Mr, Hoppef*aﬁﬁsaﬁ}. L just wish you knew how I was dreading

: e

that article. Even now I dom't much 1ike to talk sbout—ite—Iy

hands stert getting all wet and my stomaech gets sick inside. I'd

T S

much rather talk About Arthurion- LE . to.maturation then-I )

wQuld sbowb-me dredding stuffyandaads »Besid‘, ~-r-1~tv1—a-~selﬁ.sb7.and

Arthur getting matured's whet—i-mostly Wanted to tell you &DOUL

anymgy. Seme of-it's pretty pitiful but-not-eil,
“Eoswﬁnuﬁ.na@,.%ﬁ%waternoon we got this letter from him and

his handwriting was completely changed, you couldn't hardly read

it. It was more of a printing than anything else and he asked us

how we liked it. He said he hoped we did because this was the way

he was going to write all the time now. Knox, his roommate wrote

that way, he sald. Knox also sald everybody at Harvard wrote that

way, but Father said if they did he didn't understand how anybody

ever got out of Harvard.

It was the rest of the letter,,ﬁbnn:hu that hurt us so. He
sald his clothes weren't right:

: L4ARW -
X « . They don't wear théééame kind of things up here )
they do down there. Knox says some of my suits are s
kind of hicky and he said when you get to be almost
fifteen i1t's stupid to wear ties that have scotty dogs
1 all over them and it is. He says his mother knows this
' store in New York City and if you'll Just send me the
‘ money she can charge and L can pay her back. 1 can
i get my shoes hear all right. Knox knows the kind---
{ like his. They call them white bucks but they don't
\ have any down there in Ashton so don't go around trying
to find them. Knox says he guesses I1I'll need about a
hundred dollars for all this, that's all. Well, I gotta
\ EZ0 e
\

KvS:anerely,Q
A
PooT=fpthur. | WOERSESthet pitiful® The only thing about ity
i o
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Mother had such a terrible time readigéyfhat she read white
"lucks" instead of "bucks."

"White Jucks!" Father said and}\é.{dn't stund hurt at ail,
"What in the world has come over that boy? A hundred dollars to
make a sis out of him. I wish Arthur still had that boy who
wet the bed for a roommate."

"Now, Allison," MNother said. "Ferhaps the Northern boys
don't dress ¥lke we do down here." But she added very sadly, I
thought, that she thought Southern boys always looked nice.

"Of course they do!" Father sald. And then he started tell-
ing ebout Mr, Morris. MNr. Morris is a bald man that runs Morr}s's
Store in Ashton.

"Bob Morris know’what he's doing," Father sald. "He and
his father have been in business for more than a hundred years.

If any boy doesn't think Bob Morris's clothes are good enough,
he just doesn't know what he's talking about."

"Allison, really,” Mother said. "Just because Mr. Morris
is in the Rotary Club with you. HNow let's just do this for
Arthur. You know you wouldn't want to be different either. You
know you wouldn't."

"White lucks, my eye," he sald and walked out of the rooms.
But you could tell by the way he said it he wasn't planning to
send Arthur the money.

1t was all just too pitiful for words to me. Arthur up
there, looking poor and hicky. The next day at school I started
looking at all the boys' feet. Not one of them had on white shoes.
All they had on were just these tremendous , terrible~looking brown

things----the same kind Arthur wears. No wonder he didn't like it
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“hera Q 2 wony ik M A ;
up there. Whet—weuld you. have done.if you'd.hed-bo-wear-hmge

horrible brown thingséaggﬁ everybody else wgp prancing around
in nice white ones) Youldufeel-berrivreo-boe,

Anyway, during singing I got this very cheérful idea. We
have singing once a week at school---gll the schools in Ashton
do. This one teacher, Miss Leroy, comes in and blows a whistle
and we sing out of these books she brings. That day we just

happened to be singing "Poor As I Am." It starts off:

L w
2 % A What can I givé/Him, poor as I am?
o A If I were a shepherd 1 would bring a lamb
— If I were a Wise Man I would bring a---
ps But, oh, oh, what can I give Him?
| o Poor as I- -yam.
W i ,/_) (’b

Naturally, I started thinking of Arthur. Well, I went
and thought up the most immature thing you've ever heard of.
You see, I've got thirty-three-dollars and fifty-two cents in
the bank., I know it's very vulgar to mention your income emm ‘
a8, but my money's been piling up in the bank ever since the
first grade, ever sincegﬁzfstarted up Bank Day. Every Tuesday,
See, we have Bank Day in which you are forced to deposit 3:53224 p
The principal at the end of the day puts it in the regular bank
dowtown for you. So with all I'd banked, Plus some my uncle gave
me, amounts up to pretty much,

So you know what I d4id? Honestly, it showed no sense at
all on my part. What I did was, see, I got one of mother's
checks at home and wrote out one for thirty-three dollars and
fifty-two cents. I cashed it at the grocery store where Mother
cashes some of hers. 1 didn't have any trouble at all. My,
Becket---he's the grocer---said he was charmed to do it for me.

; ) ey
When 1 got home I found a qffgpstamp and I just put the money in
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an envelope without writing a letter or anytningu,¢1 wanted Ar-
thur to be surprised and not know where in the wééid it came
from. 1 mailed it that very afternoon, but I made sure the money
was wadded up in a neat piece of paper.
S\ Frankly, I was pretty happy about doing that. It's much

J b
mOwe better to give than to receive, youb?f%§ﬁ£§ thing, though,
my being so nice and everything kind of made me want to cry.
People that do nice things always make me want to cty. I could
just see A%thur in his white shoes and I knew how happy he would
be. 1 thought it was cruel of Father not to send the money. I
know Father isn't made of money or anything and a hundred dollars
is a huge amount, but it did look like he could've sent half
anyway.

Well--- I got caughte I'm the most stupid person in the
world sometime. I'm so ignorant when it comes to economics itUs
simply a disgrace. 1 didn't know you had two kinds of ways to
bank., I just thought if you had the money in the bank snd wrote
a checkvyou conld ‘get  itieut. T still don't see why it isn't
that way. See, all my money was in the savings part and I didn't
have anything in the checking part so my check came back to Mr,
Becket merked L didn't have any fund in there.

Mr. Becket calied up Mother and she was stunned out of her
minds

“Why, Felicia?" she kept asking me. "Why did you do such
a thing? Where 1s the money?"

"In an envelope." Her mouth was all pinched together.

"Well, go get it. This minute."

I just stood there, staring back at her.

"Well2"
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"L cem't 'get 1P

"Why not? Have you spent it?"

I shook my head.

"What did you do with it?" She looked exasperated.

"Sent it to Arthur."

"PO ARTHUR! Did he ask you for 1t?"

I shook my head and kept on staring at her. L can stare
just as hard as she can if I want to. We just stared at’each
other---for simply hours.

"They why?" she asked again. "Why did you send it to him%"

I thought I might as well go on and tell her. So I did.

She collaﬂza:

"Felicia, Felicia, Felicia, I don't know what Ifm going
to do with you."

I started beaming. 1 was so relieved she wasn't foaming
with madness.

Finally she sald she appreciated the sentiment in my act
but that I'd gone about dolng it inila very unwise way.

"I just wanted to help some," ; sald. "You know if Mp,
Hopper writes a pretty bad articleiiéai us, it wouldn't be too
good for Arthur up there." I Jjust thought I'd kind of add that
s e Ahgughé I might tell her about what aill I'd done---maybe.,

"Mr. Hopper isn't going to write an article about us."
"I think he 1s," I said. Poor thing. Spe dldn't know
a thing about the picture.
"Well, that has absolutely nothing to do with this."

"I guess not." I didn't want her to start getting in a

bad mood again.
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Father, though, was pretty harassed. He didn't understand
why the girls at the bank didn't first show him~:?e check when
it got there. He thought what I'd done would probébly reflect
back on all our character because he said what I'd done was not
quite honest. But he guessed it was because all the girls were
pretty new at the bank and that, after all, 1t was just as well
what I'd done because it also taught me a good lesson in economics,
Boring. Father's very anxzious I learn something about economics
in case I ever get married or anything. Father thinks the worst
thing in the world is for a person to marry a girl that is care-
less about economics.

But the maln reason he was so hacked up was because he had
sent Arthur the money also and he;:hgﬁ: had to pay me mine back,
As I've told you, my father is a very nice man, but he gets quite

//;/wl disturbed over money. He just literally loathes it when the bills
start coming in. <4t's pitiful. It puts him in a horrible mood.
I wish I would hurry up and marry somebody rich so 1 could help
him out in these matters. He worries too much.

Well, there was pitiful Arthur up there, simply loaded to
the elild g T b§t he'd never had so much money in all his life.
He wrote us a very nice letter in reply. He thanked me violently
for the gesture on my part. He knew it was from me, he said, be-
cause of the way I wrote the envelope., He also thanked Father
and sald he was recally glad he'd gotten all his new things be-
cause Knox had asked him to visit in New York for mid-semester

vacﬁgation. de sald they'd probably be going to a lot of vemy
Nyont o e

and he didn't want to look ﬂalCnJ LN (Tragic.) But

he also said he would write and tell us how much he would need.

That last, of course, was the worst thing he could have done.
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"How much he'll need?"™ Father asked. "I guess he wilie"

Arthur just didn't know what kind of atmosphere was going
on at home. Father said he couldn't walteg:o get Arthur home
and show him what a dollar looked like. He said he didn't know
how he'd reared up two persons like us. But Mother said to
remember 1t was Apthur's birthday and that it was interesting,
she thought, for young boys to have "experiences."

"Like night clubs?" Father asked.

"Now, Allison, you know better than that.”

"Well, I don't. That knox boy doesn't sound too bright

to me. Arthur ought to be studying instead of thinking about

white lucks and New York all the time."

ARTHUR up in New York Cityd I kept seeing him sitting in some
great silver night club, and there I was---at home, sending
him money and working myself to the bone. Frankly, I found
all this obscene beyond imagining.

My-own life, ih comparison; was just an endless line- of
cold sun and cracked sidewalks along which-I-would-walk the
way to-school and then back again. tfgzying good was happening

to me. Only one sort of pale thing. I got forty-two valentines
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on Valentine's Day. I didn't get one from a boy, though. Mary
Ann Akers got three from boys, but she's this very Dlg@p person.
You have to be plump for the boys to like you. I didn't care,
though. There wasn't a soul else in school that could run faster
than me and I hadn't made any ﬂ@'s".either. Soidd , thewe=waS
Aﬁthuzﬁup_ﬁhﬁxg,_¥$:%g;ggwin—0aa%&es“EﬁH“WEItztﬁg“yreun&—tnﬂmsght
clmse ,
&hon—to—&d&-te~1&ﬂr4ﬂmbgilﬁfthur's letter deseribing his

visit in New York was three pieces of theme paper packed with

e - ooy 1 At

gl rTonres

joy. When L got home from my obnﬁxious music lesson, Mother had
just finished reading his letter. I saw it in her hand, the folded
pages all wadded up and half-sticking out of this very small en-
velope. Her face was flushed and she seemed happier almost than
I'd ever seen her.

"We've had the grandest letter from Apthuri" she said. "If11
read it to you when your father comes home."

"That's all right," I said. "I'll read it now."

"No now, let's walt until he comes. Allison likes to be
with us when we read A-thur's letters."

| f'don't know why we always have to have a ceremony every

$ime we get a letter from Arthur. They*f;;NQ;ﬂt all that impor-
tant, I don't think. But that night we sat down in the library
and Mother read it to us. It was the longest letter Arthur had
ever written and Mother said his new handwriting was improving

béil,*

vastly:

B

g +.First off, we went up on the train---I and Enox and \
anbther boy. The other boy was going to his house
outside of New York which isn't too far from where Knox

‘ and them live. We stayed in the club car most the wayi[

i and then we ate. But guess what? A cHBuffer met us ?

1 at the train. He was white and looks like Uncle Alex.
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We got in th.s huge black cadilac, in thé, back, and then [
we drove and drove until we got to thls luge grey house
made out of stone and it wes Knox's house. Knox's Dad
is really rich but he isn't really Knox's Dad. Knox sald
his real Dad was dead but he acts very nice. Mrs.
Campbell is surely pretty. She's Knox's real mother.
He told me about it. But I can't tell. I had a room
all to myself and this high bed. We ate in the hugest
dinning room you ever saw. It had a fireplace in it,
not like ours, but it was all made of silver. At dinner
Mr. Campbell sald I had a good voecgbalary for a boy my (-
age and he asked me what I was going to do and I said
I guessed I'd have to be a farmer llke you. Mrs., Camp-
bell was always talking about me and how polite I was.
She saild she was glad Knox was getting Georgia from me.
She sald he needed manners, Anyway that night they got
all dressed up and Mr, Campbell put on this top hat and
a coat that had velvet around the collar and Mrs, Camp=-
bell put on on this blue dress and long fur coat and they
took Knox and me to the---STOKK CLUB! We sat in stripped
seats and Mr, C_,mpbell told this waiter he knows to
bring us some cﬁerry wine. Knox drank his and got blotto!
But L didn't. There was a man in there that's been
married 15 times---a real old man and Mrs. Campbell said
he was going to get married again. The Stork Club is
real small. But afterwards we went to the Kopa and it's
even smaller but costs a lot of money. Mr. Campbell said
Knox couldn't have another glass of cherry and I couldn't
either. So we got a coke in there but Knox said they
always put whisk@y in all the cokes anyway and he was
really getting blotto, but I didn't. That was the best
night. ;
Along about the last we had this dance. We dldn 't
have i1t until then because 1 told them about me not be-
ing able to dance too good. Byt Mrs. Campbell showed
me how until I got ?Q_I could do it just fine. She used
. to dance in a night|qlub and really knows how. Agjyway,
/D all these girls Cafe. Knox's girl is a real dame. Sue.
But there was one 2 there better than she., Rose.
Knox said he thought she had the hots for me and she
would write. I haven't gotten one yet, though. Northern
girls are a whole lot different from Southern ones.
They're much more grown up and they hit you all the time. |
Ayso they yawn. Knox sald one thought the way I talked |
was cute, but I don t think she'll write. You ought to
hear the letters Knox gets from his girl---at the end.
Know what I mean? Anyway, Mrs. Campbell said I could
come back any time at alle I think I will. I sure do
like them. And, oh yeah, she was glad 1 knew how to
tip. Tyey've got these two women for maids---white ones.
And I gave them ten dollars a peace. Mrs, Campbell said |
she thought that was too much of me but I told her how |
surprised and all we were when Mr. Hopper didn't tip
Isgiah and Velvet one dime for all they'd done for him. |
They didn't do anything for me, the white ones, but I
Just thought I'd tip them anyway. Apyway, Knox says *
he wants me to come up in the summer but Mr. Campbell said)

\



=148

[ Knox had to go to camp again. But Knox says he's not go- L:
Lo ing because he's tooB o0ld and I don t blame him. Well,
that's all. There's a whole lot more, but I gotta go.

| ® Love, [) !
| | Ae |

.,_—
71 P

Well, we were all astounded by the letter. When Mother fin-
ished reading it, she looked up at us. "Weren't they grand to
Arthur?"

"Ten dollarsl!" Father said. "TEey must think Arthur's a
millionaire."

"Yes, we'll have to tell him to be more conservative. But
weren't they lovely to him?"

Father wasn't smiling. "Used to dance in a night club," he
said.

"Who?"

"That Mrs. Campbell. Isn't that what Arthur said?"

Hother glanced at Arthur's letter. "Oh, that! Arthur just
probably got that wrong. Anyway, she was certainly nice. Ifll
have to write her right away." She opened Arpthur's letter again
and silently re~read the end.

"What about all those girls3" I said.

Mother glanced at me but she didan't say anything. Then =ﬁ§§
she looked past me, into space. After a while she said, "You
know, Allison, 1 do think Arthur's developing. Don't you?f"

"Developing what?"

"Oh, you know what I mean---becoming more mature somehow."

"More mature?®

/ . 4oy {
“Oh, you know," she said end left Father and I alonels, uf"“\/,)
"I do wish Arthur could make better grades," I saidgé%it
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I don't think he heard me. He was smiling and 1 knew he was getting
very pleased over Arthur. He wouldn't get pleased over me even if

I went to a thousand night clubs. Nothing about Arthur seemed very
pitiful to me any more. Only me.

But then his next letter made me feel considerably better. &b

-Shicthetenemprofoumidy, It caused Mother,-—m no end of worry

and Father said he thought Arthur had gone crazy. I=deedsreyr=ts
1 told you, we've nearly. worpied-ourselves—Irto-the-greve-over—shat

bSF-
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