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Chapter 12

\“" Arthur certainly looked different. In the first place he
had lost weight, a lot of it and his hair was cut short all over.
He was wearing his dark-blue suit and right away 1 noticed his
white shoes and the newspaper tucked up under his arm. But the
funny thing weas he wasn’t smiling or anything. He didn't even
seem glad to see us. e cagme down the train steps, slowly, and
WMother rushed up to him and hugged him. He half-way reacted to
this, smiling only slightly. Then he suddenly backed away from
her a few steps and looked into her face as if he were examining
1t. "welll, hellllooocvo therrrre, Motherrrrr,” he ssid in the
strangest accent I'd ever heard. Then he looked at Father. "How
arrrre you, sirrrr?" He shook Father's hand. "and, Felicia,"

he sald, looking at me as if 1 were some mere child. Then he
straightened his shoulders and looked about. "Well.l, I see the

little town is just about the same." He sighed an almost tired



sigh.
We walked to the car in silence. Arthur sat up 5ront with

Father and 1 could see him slowly moving his head and looking
at everything. When we passed the post of'fice he said, "Nooo,
nothing has reallily chenged."

"You've gotten a new way of talking up there, haven't you,
Arthur?" Father said. §

"Why, nooo," A thur said. "L don't reslllly think so."

Mother didn't say anything and I w;s afraid to somehow,
But just before &e got to the house, Arthur took out this PIPE
and sterted knocking it on the window.

"What's thaet?" Father asked.

Arthuf glanced at him. "Just a pipe*" he=said-casaaiiy,

"Arthur!®" Mother said. "Do you smoke?"

."Once in a while," he said. "The Head smokes a pipe, you
know,"

"Who's that?" Mother asked.

"Who?" s

N
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Arthur turned to her. "Realllly, Motherrrr. The Headmaster.
Mr. sykes."

"Oh," Hother said, a little pathetically, I thought.

Arthur held up this hand-painted tobacco pouch and glanced
at Father again. "Two bucks at Penn Station," he said. "Good

stuff, realllly!"®

N "Pretty fancy, isn't it?" was all Father said. It had a

/7 picture Jof mountains and trees on it.

"Made in Japan," Apthur said and started cupping his hand
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over the bowl of the pipe to light it.

We drove the rest of the way home 1n a cloud of smoke. Ar-
thur's tobacco made the worst-smelling smoke I'd ever smelled and
Mother coughed once, but she tried to smother it Iﬁ‘ﬁer heand-
kerchief. I don't know why she didn't say anything to him then
about smoking, o; Father eilther, but Arthur was so strange I guess
they didn't want to right then. 4&e didn't have any expression on
his face and he yawned all the time.

Whnen we got to our driveway, Mother said:. "Look, there's
Velvet and lsaiah. They're walting for you. How nice of them."

Arthur didn't say enything; he just yawned again.

"Wave at them, Agtnurl They're so glad to have you home."

"Realllly, Motherrrrr," Arthur sald again.

o 1 thought thaet was terrible of Arthur, so 1 started waving
at them. They must have thought that was pretty peculiar of me
because I'd just seen them twﬁaty minutes before.

Arthur got out of the car with a trail of smoke following
him. And in thls sort of swaggering walk, he went up and shook

hands with Velvet.

"How arrrre you, Velllllvet%?" he said in that same peculiar
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accent.
Velvet immediately stopped grinning and started pouting out
her lower lip.

"You'rrrre looking well, Velvet," he sgid. Tﬁen he turned
to Lsaiah. "And Isalah,®™ hﬁ.ﬁ&iﬁfﬂﬂﬂgw arrrre you?"

Isaisgh didn't say anything elther; he just stood there, star-
ing at A,thur's pipe.

Mother and Velvet looked at each other and both of them had

this sort of peaceful look on thelr faces. Velvet and Mother pretty
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much understand each other without even saying things. Velvet
has had just about as much trouble with lsaiah as Mother has had
with Apthur. Velvet's got two sons, not just Is8ah. The otrer
one's name is Extra. But Isaiah got in bad one time, gambling at
the country club and that's when he came to work for us. Extra
serves at the country club; everyone's quite partial to him.

lsaiah began to giggle. "What's that thang, Arthur?" he
said, pointing to Arthur's pipe.

"Just a pipe.®

“lt sho do stank," Isaiah said and fell forward, clapping
his hend like he does when he really thinks sowething's funny.

Arthur frowned for the first time, and then started yawning
againe

"Let's go inside," Father said.

At the door I caught Velvet's eye and pointed my finger at
Arthur and then at my brsin,

"Lawdeee mercesee,” Velvet said and in we went.

Winile Arthur was upstairs helping Isaiah bring up his

bags L asked Mother®' "What's the matter with him?" ‘th Father
mgu.j;fu.c) * e oaid Re 9 : : —" ot
OU" sadd he (thought Arthur was getting malaria again. "He looks just

the way he did when he first got malaria- -drained and wrung out."

"No," Mother sald. "L think he's just beimg sopnisticated."

x/< "Sophisticatedl!?" Father said. "Good lordaln
A
Ay L i .
'}f —r a4 __,_'..w'_—« WIS By Qo % t
2 ﬁ:;( as the morning prog¥essed Arthur oeoestemessly forgot

his new accent and at times sounded almost like the Arthur we had
aadways known., I looked at him sitting in the winged-back chair

and + wanted to ask him where his accent had gone but Mother and

Father were beaming so and he was talking so much I didn't have
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a chance. e was talking away about school and Knox Campbell
and somebody else we didn't even know sbout. Suddenly he knocked
out his pipe and said he gad a kind of surprise for us.

"Another one?" Father asked. L

Arthur locked at him questioningly and then got up from the
chair. "It's an award LI got."

"An award?" Mother said and her eyes got very blue and wide.

YObihuh. < L'll go gef it.”

He ran up the stairs three at a time and we just sat there
waiting. 4t was funny but with Arthur out of the room we couldn't
think of' g thing to say to each othser.

"uet's seel" Mother said when he came back down all breath-
less. ﬂe4w;; holding a rolled-up piece of paper and he handed it
to Mother still rolled up.

"What 1s 1t?" I asked, getting up to look at it.too.

"Just a minute," Mother said and unrolled the paper. She
read it slowly and then all radient got up from the chair and with
the paper still in her hand hugged Arthur. "I'm so proud of you,
Arthur., It's just wonderfull™

"Can L have a look at 1t, too%?" Father asked.

"Read it, Allisonl!" DMother said. "it's the grandest thing
1 ever saw."

Arthur was so excited he twirled all the way around on his
left foot. He glanced at me and, all grinning and gasping, seemed
to be saying® "seel I did it! I did iti®

"What is 1t7" 1 asked.

"Well, now, Arthur, that's just fine," Father said. "I'll
have to congratulate you." He got up and shook Arthur's hand and

Arthur just looked down at the floor, trying to be humble.



-166

"what is it%?" I asked again and went over to the sofa and un-

rolled the piece of paper. Lt was written in thls very old-fashloned

writing ‘'and 1t saldy - 1/10 )
T } [ &

| To Arthur Lagare WhitfieYd, who, during the School yea
nineteen hundred and sixty.digtinguished himself

by washing more windows and with the best spirit

of any other single student at the Follett School. d5
We, therefore, the Masters and Boamd of Trustees, [
hereby present him this Certificate of Merit. /

'/PQF

I just stared at it.
"Isn't that fine, Felicia?" Mother asked.
I looked at Arthur. He was nodding nhis head in agreement.
WYeah, it surely is," I said.
"I knew I was gonna get it before I did," Arthur said.
"Mr, Woodford told me I'd been elected because I'd started showing
all this spirit.t
"Well, I'd rather get an award for fine spirit than anything
I can think of," Mother said.
: "Uh huh,” Arthur agreed agaii.. "You should have seen old
Knox when L got it. Mr. and Mrs. Campbell were there and they
started patting me on the back and stuff. Knox didn't get anything."

"I've started wearing stockings, Arthur,” I said.

Aréhur just looked at me with this kind of dazed look.
"Just on Sundays,” Mother said. "For Sunday School and
church,
"She can't keep them up, though," Father sald and laughed.
\\VVPJI canj;gf‘ 1 said. "L tie knots in the garters. Velvet
showed me Low., "
"l bet that looks cute," Arthur said and started reading

his award again. Arthur can be extremely selfish sometimes.,

"Well, we're just so pleaedd about this, Arthur," lMother

i o
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said.

I just yawned. 41 thought 1t was about time we stopped talk-
ing about Arthur's award. <*t's thoughtless to dwell on sulh things
too long.

"Maybe you can give +isaiah a hand in washing our windows," Eg-
ther sald. But his eyes were smiling and I knew how happy every1\
body was. 4 wondered if it was going to be this way all summer-;-
everybody patting Arthur on the back and thinking about him as if
he were some kind of king or something. I think 1 liked Arthur
better when he stared and flipped through worthless magazines all
the time.

1 went ouitside and thought how sad the world is, how traglc
it is to be hated inlour own hogi;p One-tiuwe l-pe«d-this-story.
apgntwamgirlhthat.was.an.orphﬁgyand~had bo-live with this. woman
tngis_'did.,,r}_elip,ins,_but‘ s;p’";;m tear-up-1ittle B1ts oI paper all
thqmgiff;mgiggmgqu%xéa“the girl-eand-mede-her walt on the table
and drink water gﬁé’brqad;u Toere was thls one sentence in there
where the gig}/éries and says‘im“The\ygrld is sad.The—worid is
tragic.

t-ene—star—in-gilthe heaven witi- v o 1 P §

thought about this for ages and even the Chlnaberry tree 1oo:

fter a wnile/ thgggﬁv 1 went back inside and stood in the
hall. 1 heard them still taelking in the living room, so I didn't
g0 1n there. DBut then I heard Mother saying, "But Ar-thur! You
just didn't work at it. 'We're so disappointed in you."

I listened and L1 could feel my heart begin to beat faster.

Arthur had failed Algebra! Everybody was furious agsin. Poor,

poor Arthur. He's such a kindly human being and he has suffered
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sé. Never in his entire life has he hardly ever been able to do
one thing right. 1t just isn't fair that he has to undggzo all
the ‘tribations.’ I started wishing I wasn't so highly(;triculated
Pitiful.

I went on back in the living room. "Gosh, Arthur," I said.

"lt's so nice to have you home again."

N
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