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Shepter 12

X/’\ It was pretty hard for Arthur to be sophisticated after
flunking Algebra and everything. He had also made a D on
European history too and all those teachers up there wrote notes
on his grades. His Ristory teacher, the one that curses all the
time, said: M"Arthur refuses to concentrate in class as evidenced
by his complete failure to grasp the lmportance of the industrial
revolution,”

Mother sald this was exactly what The principal of the
grammar school had told her years ago, but Arthur said history
was The most boring thing he had ever listened to and the only
part he cared anything sbout was when Hitler started coming
in. Arthur thought that about Hitler was "dkvine."

"Why don't we drop that word from our vocabulary," Fa=

ther said.

"What word?" Arthur asked.
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“"Divine."

"Knox says it all the time."

jilgybe he does, but no man in Georgia says iﬁ"‘

"Yes, Arthur,” Mother said. "And too I think you'd better
start acting your natural way. You really were so silly when the
boys came over this afternoon."

i knew what she meant. Arthur had got back in his sophls=-
ticated-malaria mood when Jack Findlay and the Foster twins came
by to see him. We heard whatl Jack sald later. He sald Arthur
had gone up north and got "daft."

Only Mother and I heard about 1t, though, and she made me.
promise L wouldn't tell Arthur. She said she didn't-wantto_hurt
him er-angthtag but it was best, she thought, for Arthur te
start do;ng like the Romans Goe —Li-&greed; but—hehead a prebby
herd time doing it.

Two days after he'd got home we had graduation exerc1ee)at
the Ashton Grammar School. Arthur sald he didn't want to come.
"whaet do I want to go to that for?" he asked aﬁd began yawning
all over the place again.

"Because your sister is graduating, Mother said, "andd

she's also going to make a little speech.”
I guess Arthur thought that was a pretty unsophisticated

t?ifgjgg-have to do, go w1th your mother and father and watch

e v B, e g

a bunch o aagmg-zttz'(gfiauate. But it didn't hurt me too much.

S 7 e i
I don't care whether he comes or not," I said. "1 don t care

~ (3

if nobody comes."

That was pretty much the truth too. 1 don't think L've

ever been as scared about anything in all my life. Making the
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speech was a kind of honor, but just about everybody was asked to
e~
do sometning. My speechgwas the most intellewigual one.
It started off: "Books! What valuable information they convey!
Each one carrying little messages to all partsof the world.” Lt
went on for about three more paragraphs and 1 practiged and prac-
tised until I could have said it even if 1'd lost my brains.
Everybody at home got quite tired of hearing me say it.
I was always interrupting them to practise it. <f they were
sitting around having a fascinating time talking about Connect-
icut or something, 1'd suddenly interrupt with: "Books! What
valuable information they convey!" and they'd all get pretty
furious.
& {tl re;;;;;\zf\to Velvet in the kitchen so many- times she
{
finaiiy said: ”Ifﬁg?;}g; be grateful when you gets through

with“them books!" \

A X

I thought that mas mosé\unkind of her. —~If she'd had to

/ \
/ meke @& spcech somewhere 1'd ofgllstened to her with . -great--interest.
\ ; - x‘-‘ mc‘l“@y’

gt (i made it © { élmost one million

times and she wes never uored: :

YGosh, I'm scared,” I told her.

"There's no need to be," she said. "You certainly know it
by now."

"I ¥now, but all those peoplel™

"They don't want you to fall, Felicia. Remember that, no
one sitting in an audience wants the person speaking to fail.
It's just a human quality."

"I know that, but it's a pretty terrifying thing when you

thlnk about 1t. Me up there on the stage and everybody staring.
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What if I just completely forget?"
"You won't."

Well, L didn't, but I had the most heart-rendering experlence
LAJ'\..(«»

almost you've ever heard of. Miss Mslme, our teacher, started it
off by glving the most excr%i&atingly sad speech you've ever heard
of.

There we all were, sitting up there dressed-up on the stage,
and Miss k*&i&c”shocked us all by first tip-toeing to the front.
She hadn't done that when we were practising. 4 just thought we'd
first sing "Home On The Range" like she'd told us to do and then
everybody would start performing.

She looked nicer, though, than 1'd ever seen her. She had on
lipstick and this yellow corsage and black high-heeled shoes with
black straps arcund the ankles. I don't why it was so kind of

pitiful seeing her so dressed up. <+ suppose 1t was because 1

don't think she'd ever had any other chances to dress up. Lt's

- - ~

funny, but you never really start thinking about somebody like

a teacher until you sec¢ them at the end all dressed up. L'd

never thought about Miss\ﬁiiié maybe having a mother or father

or anything. L don't think she'll ever have a beau either, not

now gnyway; she's sbout forty years old and, too, she chews her

tongue. [50&&&35;L.nsc&. When nobody's looking and she's trying

to think, she just sits fhere behind her desk, chewing her tongue.
She didn't chew at all on graduation day, though, thank

goodness; but ;he did get this very strange high, polite voice.

1t didn't sound like her in class at all, like when she says:

"pll right now, quit rattlin' that paper back therel" Sometimes
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Misskﬁi:;; can sound pretty harassed, but 1 never blamed her
too much. 4it's absolutely ex-as-perating teaching some children.
She told me tﬁat once when I stayed to help her cleaﬂhaff the
blackboard. p
whites

Anyway, as 1 sald, Miss Sesees spcech was horribly sad. How
Strange life is--- You kuow, it's most ignorant of me, but I had
been so worried about my own speech that 1'd never once stopued to
think how really sad graduating from the Ashton Grammar School
really wes. Just sitting up there listening to Misssﬁhisg, though,
1 started thinking about all these very pitiful things. I started
thinking about how this was my last day at school and how I8d never
come back again or walk through the halls again or anything. For
six long years the Ashton School hsad bractically been my home and,
Just think, I'd never come back to it again. Not as long as I
lived.

I looked out in the audience and there was liother and Father
and Arthur, all surrounded by all these other people that had one
time or another graduated too. They all looked so old and tired
and bored, those people, and L got to thinking that in a few years
I'd probably be sitting out there too, looking old and tired and
bored. s

Uhue { ,
lilss rpee started off ner speech in the most heart- rendering
way. OShe sald that everybody was gathered herg today not only to
say lareweil to a graduating class but to also say farewelil to
"ehildhood." I nearly died. "Too soon," she sald, "these young
pPeople you see behind me will be grown. They will be adult men
and wouen."
That's when it all started! I started getting this kind of

lump in my throat. ¥ou see, and I know it's unwarranted on my
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part, but I'd actually never thought about soon becoma.g a woman.
And, just frankly speaking, i'm not very partial to that dord
"woman." Lt reminds me of dark, unpleasant things like laxatives,
church meetings and trailing, black wires on heating pads. Women
never have a good time. They're always sitting around Talking
about gall bladders and toings.

Gosh, you don't kunow it and 1 don't act it most of the time,
but 1 simply love éay things! I love, dearly love, happy times!
For instance one time in the morning i heard this very gay music

over the radlo and 1 dild the most insane thing. You know what I

did?

I went out and simply ran down the jonquil hill. It was
almost like flying. At the bottom of the hill I threw myself down
and just lay there, laughing all to myself> ~6—wes—se—gay, just
dy-ing—%ﬁe-pe—i—& au_thu—éew -and-green—and-l _kept—thrimking—+coutd
qdio—eéLjey—(di know it's odd, but L get so very happy sometimes.
—l—;eve—%e—£ee;—;he_w¢na~on-my~face- Derrhpeyons

"How soon our youth is over," said Mis ;Uibe very sadlye
"We look back on those few short years, and, looking back, they
seem to have been only a day, one day of precious, gay merriment.
Then they are no more."”

Q
ke
sad! Popr iiiss et

There she was just standing up there
in her yellow corsage telling everybody about her happy youth.
LI guess she was trying to warn us, but I wish she hadn't.

"Those were our cherished years, my friends. One long, lovely
/8pring day and then no more. And yet---and yet=--" I was afraid
she was goingko start crying---fwe are privileged to live that day
again--=-in our own dear children. But so short a time. So short....

And 80, to gll you parents, I want to say, in fine, how very mucl
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I heve enjoyed knowing these children of yours. A=-mer-i-can youth!
What e rare commodity!" She looked down at this pigge of paper
in her hand. "And" may I say, too, that i hope 1 have had some
small measure in th;;r development along life's highway."

ﬁ?Life's highway! To me, That is a very besutiful saying.
It's the most saddest expression in the world, I think. I decided
L would start using it quite often in thg suumer., Life's highwa&&
Life's highway! How true. Poor missuﬁ;é;p: Spe hadn't had much
of a highway. Always having to have operations and things.

"And to our children,’ she said, not turning around to us,
"I would like to say farewéll. Egoch of you, wlthout exception,
has a place 1n my heart---and---although I sha'nt be seeing much
of you, I shall be watching you and appleauding migh-ti-1y with
each tiny triumph that comes your way." She turned round then
and sterted frowning. For a minute I thought she was going to
chew her tongue, but she didn't. ©She just raised her arms, the
piano strueck this chord, and we all stood up and very quickly
sang "Home OY The Range."

It was most inspiring the way she did it and my throat was
aching so,4 couldn't hardly get out one word. "ﬁkfﬂﬁﬂﬂﬁ%#&ﬁd@king
of the range as-school and it was just’like’yoﬁhﬁeve'EW?Y”EUme-
where thinking about- your home-but -you-knew-you-couldmt—go o
lt because you were so terribly poor.--The-teawrs-just. abouviwere
rgsdy-to-pop out of my-eyess

Just think! Mpu youth wes all over and there wouldn't ever
again be any joy. "One long, lovely Spring day and then no more."
It was the most excrufiating thing you've ever heard. But then I

got kind of terrified. What if when 1 got up to maske my spcech
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1 started crying all over the place. Everybody out there would
think 1 was an idiot and die of horror over me,

I decided 1'd better stop thinking about not having my
childhood any more or I'd mess up everything, so I started
listening to how Melissa Stewart made her speech. It was g poem
about shooting an arrow into the alr and where it went she didn't
know where. 4Lt's g Very nice poem and Melissa gid it very well
and fast. But there I still was with my huge lump, waiting, 1
kept swallowing so it would €0 away. Finally, it did and I hesrd
my name being called out.

"Books! What valuable information they convey...." I start-
ed hearing my own voice and it was like a dream. Still, and 4
don't understand it, everybody was smliing at me! There was
nothing in my speech to smile about, nothing at all. As I told
you, it was the most intellectual one of all. But even Arthur
vwas smiling! I started looking at Melissa Stewart's sister, the
one that's in college, and she was beaming ail over the place. My
face started getting terribly hot.

Honestly, older beople can be so odd at times. There we
all were, up there saying good-bye to our childhood and me talking
deep about books, and then them out there grinning away like man-
lacs. Wyen I get older and I start going to the Ashton Grammar
School graduations, I'm not going to grin when there's some pitiful
g8irl up there saying good-bye to her childhood. I'll remember
that until the day I die. I mean it.

I did 211 right, though. I didn't miss a word. Wnpen it was
all over, I hag many congraflulations on it. But you know what?

|
1 dldn't even say good-bye to Miss Fome<’ I Enow I should have
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and Mother urged me to. Spe said L was being absolutely unappreci-

ative not doing it. Buty frapieeyy—a—coutandes 1 was aiiraid I'4
start crying and the last thing in they world I Want;ztto do was
stand up there bawling in front of Mi;sttéiﬁé and everything.
That weuld've been just aboutes—bed es—if-Ilté—done—ltwhile—Ll—was
maklog-wy--epoeTile
In the car Mafher said: "Honestly, Felicia, you are the

strangest child sometimes. Don't you think Felicia should have
said a little something to Miss %, Allison?®

"Certainly do."

"Let's not talk about it any more," I sald.

"well, all right," bother said, "but I do think you should

have expressed your appreciation in some way. 4t was a lovely

little talk she gave. She must be a dear person.”

"I said let's not talk about it any morel"

"Don't use that tone of voice to your mother!" Fgther said.

Miygmlowerudipustarteditrombling«wt 1 just let out this
huge sigh.

"I thought you did pretty good up there," Arthur sald.

I turned around to him. "1 saw you out there,W I*éé’i&%uﬂd
nqLAmdce-was»%remb;ing;all*ovnymtheupiaee.vwfWhat were you grinning
so Ior2"

] wasn't grinning for hellsakes!"

"Arthurl!" Mother said. "fgomit-tiwe-thrat-tengwage.

Youdye got-atiost—erute—tri-e—iast—yeare’
"well, I wasn't grinning."
"Yes, you viere too, everybody was," Lygwaed. Y turned

back to Mother. "Did 1 do all right?"
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i
"Yesf, I thought you were excellent."
"Why was everybody grinning then?%"
"They weren't grinning. They were just smiling because they

were so happy for you."

But 1 wasn't happy. We had lunch and afterwards L went out
and sat on tile bench underneath the chinaberry tree. I just
wanted to think for a while. dIt's very odd about me, but I have
to think qulte often. Father does)too. 1l guess I inherited it
from him. Anyway, L got to thinking about how 1'd better start
acting grown“up. My chi.dhood was over now and there weren't
many pleasures left for me. Soon, I'd have to start sittiné around
talking about the price of cotton and colored people. I guess I'd

also have to Join a study club and have a bunch of women over to

eat salads?‘h G pt R e e Gt g8 hadders. 4t was all so vastly

boring. I just kept sitting there thinking about it all and
finally I got to literally hating myself. RSO E Y BT b L €
I hated myself so much

i couid have just thrown myself down oﬁ thew'\ ;nd started
beating my head on a rock.

Ringz +y-—thougil, T de;tvdWﬂMDg
OW@MH; —tt-wes—Arthur. ;

"Hey, 'whé%" ye -doing¥—Getting ready for Miss Esthers"

IW"

Poor-arthur. I guesg he-hetes-himself—boo—sometInes —Ho
hadn't.been-home -more than six hours. be;ere"'mcsmé‘f started getting

Miss E ther on-the. phone-to €Eome o' §

T-ané try “To-tutor ATm. " Shre

Came over-the very next afternoon-and art
norente—ILdlistend-to—them—imr
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W‘ S (s ' .
Low,Arthur,! oo EetntE . " LfEY—-eomes—down—tire—sbrean
and Y. _goos-—up- the-s-treamg-»where-rs—z"" »

Lavesregee -
"I _dunno," Ar thur _Sedd.. -&WW

~L.just stood. i »the-—hai-ar, stening. —Lt-was-quite fas-

cinating because thmwmmwb-

lem-aboub-a-orain—going to (‘Rncago. Sone man onTthe—treiny—s6e,

\

throws a ball qumemnng—%mﬂdn't

exactly get 1t stralght=--. »-;B‘u’a}s%tw—-thezﬁhmcver—i‘b‘ﬁd
——————— T ———

oyer it, Miss.hsths Bo1nE to have to rap Apthur's

\
\

iuoicles 1f he did,e_s.jtéwmmn
"No, you're mot gither," M'”“““\;,ai&a-nd——i—ne&r&y—passed—

N
\

oube—Arthur talking Ao Mise Esther like thatdm
"I think.L ,'n/tjush»,goi.ng,,, _tg...haqierl-%»em&\tgw&t‘b&e‘“tnk

\
\

with.your.mother,’...she said. \
Bﬁﬁﬁh%&ﬁmwmﬁ“my
long silence. ‘/"i,QE,,:,RQ%Q.M‘memeﬂ,,i.ixingmnoom aﬁav vhere-was Ar-
thur, leanin ’/back in his..chair-with-his.arms.crossed-in-front
of nim.. . Even-with~hi§ glesses on you could teii~how TUurlicus he
was. He sn't even looking of Miss Esther;.he.was..just staring
at»fd:and%\ther “Wnitfield's portratt gy ift~he-coutda 've?i,ri'i":ted

Grandfaiicr e

"You-don't-want to be a little-dummy-atil-your—tifes—do
—youttf~Migs-KBsther §aid,

Tf&wn Velvetcame up behrind

e
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"m{{zggchu doin', Felicia? Xou know what ye-Meme—totd—yeu
1bout—spyin'l-onFfolks." -
3 started—ceo—beek—ewey—but-then Arthur did this ve terrikle |

tolng. He "'w 0 pencil and—it—hit—Miss—Esthrer—onlthe arm,
wi,ne,ﬁ,tusl" ,‘_}Le_lvet sSald..anc-—Ardhui—go B Qi & ard
t able—and el h-es-belhe < ing 016 o

"apthur," 1l saidetThat was Lerrible."

"Yo. mama.ls..gwing. . waup. you good, ' —Velyet—said .

ACENP=-gidnttasayanything and just/went on oubedide.

Miss Esther came oub then, bugpig her-Algebra-book-and-Lep
‘nobebooks and this very lange ad-1ooking black-pockei~boek,

"Ia _your mother hepe-Pod cAa?" TSHE AsREG-He"

L VSR SRFPE ¥ W E-3° V0P L churen fixing the altesr for-commun=

Wy.g bretner £ DEEIVEYY Iudé O —~Me el U _Ql‘l..hel‘ L

S-S—Jia-n duSaildand-benwshe.ment to the. front. doopwend
starbed-struggltingwith-iti-You could™ T-by-the-way-she-foughi
W J.t, m ,s.aeu s madder_#than a jay=bimd.

J,‘q;;gad {oorrgRt aVaY Bnd she aldn't.smile or aayeaing.
"Good-afvernogn, Feliciari—was-gll sHe satd
POOT m{ss Esthers—~So- in‘trell*ema‘i""m-h&vlng\%e fool-with

qu-ikﬂ«us . \

Tb.a.t_.uigb.t_ﬂeth-er—sa'iﬁ—%hert-if ATTAUT aIamrt—svop—acting
léke—a-.;um;____welingg ‘t.going-to-let Isaiah teach
M'&MMW“WWWMW
Md— £0-40.. Lhis—puiiEeRv—f—ToUrse Te-can t—drt veuneid
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’t tl;é're. tapping-aer—fIMEETE and ”&WSW
ste&-blue\ eyes. Arthur didn't say anything and I “fe “norrdbly
sorry for. zu.}n;h ..... Lils terribie—to Be trecated so slﬁ%‘y, expeesally
hen voulve been ® Q o oh absand ..-,.>
Qe ed -k 8 Yy i 4, //
" pad-well—she.might, ' Fers i o os—protby—mad.

/
"L don't think-ietsWery €ultivated tg call people that,"

A-said. 7

"jiiss Esther-is an-older -wom { 5] Tilizay
young boy anytuing she wants o, M AET S B : Te
That isn't like you---—throwifngv&-—p’"ﬁtﬁ&'ﬁs&mw.
Why did-youdo Tt?"

" Por—your INIOIMACLION, " _A'rthur ST *it-was-because she

_just-happened-se-—spray-orme. "

*ou've gotten very

-t all.
" eldme==" R FERUT Started GO says
Eather. pushied-his-chalr baCk &nd folded LIS HAPL
L think-you-had-bettet call Miss Egther-and apologize. \RL
‘thts-minuteT™ ;
BEedon 't sce WAy +IEREVETEd-dombivat"
"W.‘Ww@hmk about 1t them;"-He-

e n

thep..
/ Apthur.dragged-up to his—room-and-steyed—tor a long time. ¥ i

L LA,
guess he-wes natIfig Himself too. ~THE gtmosplers was pretby—bad—in
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e house, but at least 1t made me forget my sad experiences at

juatlon. ‘

inally, Apthur came back down and we heard him out iy/ihe

/
/
J
iss Egther?" he said in this very cheery vgfce. Mrhis

hall:s

"Hey,
is Arthur Wh\tfield. Yeh! Ar-thur.... Hey, Miss ggther? You
know when I ki of flipped that pencil over and it/hit you in

y
the arm? You remember? Well, look, Miss Esther7i-see---l don't

know how that happer¢d. It must have sort of }&st kind of been an
accident. Yeh! It jud happened. I surely,ﬁm sorry, Miss Esther."
There was a paﬁse and them Arthur saids "sdfe! My square roots?
Sure, Miss E ther. I'm studying them noy{r And don't worry about
that pencil or anything. Okay, W See you Wednesday.
Bye, Miss Egther."

He came dragging into the libg; y, humiliated. Still, he
had this kind of pleased look onfﬁis face.

"Now, don't you feel bettgéé" Nothdy asked.

"I guess so." _’

"p11l right then," thger said. "Now we\won't mention it
any more. But you get pﬁsy and studyl"

Arthur sat down ;ﬁ the wing-backed chair and for a while it
was very silent. %ﬁinew Mother was still pretty mad, about what
he'd done. But }/don't much blame Arthur. 4f somebo sat across
thé table sPrﬁjing at me, I think I'd throw something td0. Maybe.
il wouldn't/ﬁéll Mother that, though, for anything. As I %aid, she

and Fath are terribly partial to Miss Egther.

A yway, 1t was the biggest relif in the world when the\ front
door/rang and it was Mr, and Mrs. Ewing coming to see bother (o}

Father. Father gawe them a high ball and everybody was happy ag .
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That night, though, Father sald we were going back to
Ponte Vedra again and I could have died of joy. Eﬂntll!l!!!‘s
iawi!ﬂii&!~ané I love the ocean{"l have enjoyed my most en=
j;;Able pastimes of my entire life there. The only thing is
the Woods from Richmond, Virginia are always there when we are

and they're extremely rich and snobbish people. I jﬁst hoped

we wouldn't have to see theml!
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