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Chaptef 13

\ L got to be thirteen right smack dab in the middle of

 Ponte Vedra. FPonte Vedra is this place outside Jacksonvilile,

Florida. Rich northerners go there in the wintertime and rich
Southerners in the summertime. That's the reason we can only
stay one week. lost people stay two weeks and there're some that
even stay three. ' Bk, anyway, 4 had my birthday there and that
night this orchestra thé§ have in the Cactus Room played "Happy
Birthday" and everybody stared. Afterwazd%)l went out on th s
sort of terrace and thought about how soon I would be able to
wear lipstick and ride around waving at everybody. That's what
Sue Fate and Mary Lou Fitts do. LThey're the most popular girls
in Ashton, but they don't speak.

The stars weie ouL>ana you could hear the ocean roar. 1
guess Fonte Vedra is my most favorite place in the world., I

was glad we had five more days. That morning I saw these sad
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people bring out thelr bags and pack up to go home. 1 felt ex~
tremely sorry ifor them but then I knew our tiue would come’too.
It's 1like dying, 1 guess. Lverybody knows you've got to, but

yoﬁ never think about it. L do, though, sometimes. L don't talk
about it; L1 just think and I think it's sluply terrible the way
they put you in those caskets and everytaing. Wben 1 die 1've
already decided what I want. 1 want thousands of violets growing
around me and this very small black iron cross with Just my first
namé on it. I don't know where they'll get the cross. Maybe in
kngland somewhere or 1 guess Mother and Father will have to nave

it made. All they do for you in Ashton is put this huge cement

pPlece of sidewalk on top of you. Lt lemhor piddy—agly . DO o 1

stazs_apo_antwand;llm alonewl-think"ﬁfwaliweepﬂéggﬁixﬁanniiar
THINgs y- o= Yeulie st ST S0t

I didn't think about dying long, é%!i‘&; because Mother came
out and told me it was time to go to bed.\.zrthur was still insideé
looking at this cheap movie they show after dinner sometimes. It
was just as well he was by himself because Arthur had practically
ruined our entire veacation. Almost every night we were having
some kind of argument,

See, Wwhat happened was A thur developed false pride. Hie
developed it about eight miles out of Ponte Vedray~—&wem-pefore
Werpot=tRENS. We had Leen driving all day and 1t was terribly
hot. It's a pretty long drive from &shton to Ponte Vedra and
L couldn't walt to get there because soon as you get to the ocean
it is really quite cool. Sometimes at night you even have tolput
blankets over you. Anyway, Ponte Vedra is about elghteen miles

from Jacksonviile and you think you'll never get there. But right |
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in the middle of Route S AlA, Arthur had to go and develop

false pride. 4+t was about five o'clock and we were trying to
hurry so we could swim before dimnner. As usual Arthur .’s sitting
up front with Father and all of a sudden he said we had To stope

"You just went an hour ago," Mother said.(Ybu know what
:she was talking about{)

"No," Arthur said. "I just want to get my suitcase out,
that'!s all.?

"fhy?" I said. "we'll be there in ten minutes!"

"I just want to," Arthur said. "I want to put on my other
suit." He loosed at Father who looked very hot and wrinkled.

"I think we all should change."
"Really, now, Arthur," lother said. "No one's going to
notice us."

"Yes, they are," Arthur said. "They're always hanging around
in the Inn, waiting to see a bunch of hicks walk in." He glanced
at Father. Y"There's a hamburger place up here not too far and we
cen all Just go in there and change."

"Nobody," Father sald in this very pinched-mouth way. "Now
body is going to stop this car now for anythingl"

"D!ya want everybody to think we're a bunch of jerks?"

"I don't think snyone will," bother said. "They know
we've been traveling."

"Nobody knews it but us," Arthur said.

"Don't have such false pride, Arthur," Mother said. "It's
what's inside a person that counts."

Arthur turned eil the way around. "Nobody'll know what
you've got inside, if you go around looking like a jerk all the

time . M



Y

/

-187

‘ ;’//j—_:;on't speak to your mother that way," Father said. "No-

» &
>///£ody's golng to look at you anyway."

Arthur didn't say anything else until we got !Q the Inn and
then we drove up'under this porte-cochere sort oi thing and there
was old June, the nicest colored man you ever saw. He was smliling
and welcoming us back. But the thing was, Arthur didn't even have
to go inside. Only Father, just to register, because we had been
put down at the lower patio, right on the ocean, where it's priv-
ate and nobody has to see you.

"wWnewhhhihnhi" Apthur sighed, leaning back all relaxed on the
car seat. "We didn't have to go ini"

"You're just geing silly, Arthur," Mother said. ,"How, see,
you went to all that worry for nothing."

But then when we got to the patio, Arthur started up again.
He refused to go swimming. Which was the strangest thing in the

world. Usually, Arthur is the first one into the ocean. But when

we were all ready a£é=-!a=;§‘;&g he was just sitting in a chsair

s e

in his room looking through this pamphlet they put in there for you.

"aren't you coming, Arthur?" Mother asked him. We were
all standing at his door with these striped robes we've got on.

Arthur gianced up from nis pamphlet. "No, I don't think I

will this time."

"Why not?" I asked.

"Hurry up, Arthur," Father ssid. "We don't have much time
before dinner."

Arthur just went back to flipping through his pamphlet
again.

Mother motioned for us to go on and she went and sat down

on the other twin bed.
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Father and 1 went on down to the ocean. Lt was pretty cold;
but not too rough. ¥eu-kmew, cvery year whenever i Pirat go in
i keeé@lthinking about crabs aﬁd sharks and things. It doesn't
last long, Shewaley and toward the last 1 never think szbout them

~
at all. The time I like Father almost the best is when we're in

the ocean. %e's a lot of fun and he @ helps me
N ——— Wt

over the biggest waves, even though 1 can swiaz better than anybody
in Ashton. The only place 1 have to swim, though, is the Ewlngs
swimming pool and llother won't let me go until 1'm invited because
she thinks people are always taking advantage oi the Ewings. 1
went practically every day last summer. The country club's going
to bulld a swimming pool next year and I can hardly wait.

I thought Mother would positively never come, but she finally
did.

fwell, I finally got it out of him," she sald to Father.

"Wnat's his trouble now?" Father asked.

"He says we're white.!

"We 're~-~-~whaazaat?" Father said, frowning at her.

"$hite," Mother said.

—

I just looked ﬁg/at her.

"He says you can alwsys Tell new people because they're
so much whiter than anybody else. &5He wants to wait until he
gets tanner before he comes out.”

"How's he going to do that?" I asked.

"it seems he bought some lotion at the drug store before
he left. IYou put it on and you can tan---even without the sun."

She glanced back at the patlo. '"He's up there now, putting it

on."

Father just shook his head and then the three of us went




further out into the ocean and it was wonderful. Mother adores
the ocean)too. v

I can't tell you how good you feel after swimming. 1t makes
you heappy all over---so happy you almost feel like crying. 1
could have cried while we were walking back to the rooms, but 1
wasn’t in the mood. it's just when things are boring that you

~

feel 1like crylng.

-~

We all got dressed for dinner and while we were sitting
around walting Ior Mother and Father to finish thelr high bail,
Arthur started getting orange. He kept getting oranger and oranger
and the only thing white about him was these two white circles
round his eyes. His neck looked funny too.

"Arthur!" I saild. "Look at your face!"

He went over to the bureau mirror and stood looking at
himself, turning his iace from left to right. "Uh huh," he
said. He actually sounded proud.

But tThen when 1t was time to go to dinner Arthur said he wasn't
hungry.

"Now, Arthur!" uother said. "we're all getting just a little

*Lrﬁévof this! Felicia, you shouldn't have told him his face was orange.
It isn't, really. He looks quite nice. Up you go now. It's
late. "

"It's not orange, Arthur,”" 1 said. I was starving.

"I'm just not hunégry," he said and then I noticed him looking
up and down at us. I wondered 1f he were ashamed of us or any-
thing. I knew he couldn't be ashamed of Mother. She was wearing
a black dress and she really looked pretty. Father looked nice

too- -for a man. He was wearing 2 dark-blue sult and he wasn't
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as tired looking as he is in Ashton.

I started backing away, sort of. <L guess it was me Arthur
was ashamed of. AsS I ﬁ&%ﬂ.\, I'm not pretty.‘-l have these very
long, thin legs that look like sticks and my hair is too blond
and no eyebrows hardly. Also I inherited Grandfather Whitfield's
no@e. it's not too bad, I guess, but it doesn't turn up enough.
Mother says I look alright. She says L have a fine twinkle in my
eye and that my face has character. But who wants to have that?!
To be popular you have to be short and plump and have a turned-
up nose. One whole month L kept putting adhesive tape on my
nose, at ac;Lng it to one end and clamping the other to my fore=
head so I'd have a turned up nose, kind of like Melissa Stewart's.
But it kept coming off in bed and didn'§ do anything.

"Well, I'm pretty hungry," Father said. "bet's gol"

Mother looked at Arthur again. "Are you sure you don't want
to come, Arthur?”

"Yep," was all he said and we left him there.

I didn't say anything all the way over to the Inn. I kept
wishing I didn't look the way I did. Faﬁer sald if Arthuygot
hungry enough, he'd come.

Dinner was wonderful and all these people kept coming up
to our table. uother and Father are these very well-liked people
at Ponte Vedra and even though we do live in such a small town,

some of the people we see there come from afar to visit us.

I had pompano and right in the middle of it, ARTHUR came

- walking all orange into the dining room: The only thing was he

was wearing dark glasses like a blind man and he also had this

cigarette holder dangling from his hand.
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Right away I felt the blood rush to my face. "Do something,
Mother," I said. "Tell him to go back." e

"Heavens," Mother said and I knew everybody was sfafing.

Arthur plopped down in a chair and didn't say anything.

"Arthur," bother whispered in this almost rasping voice.
"Put that awayid"

"What?" he asked very innocently.

*You know what," PFather sald. "Give it to mel!"

Yy holaer?®

"Give it to mel"

Arthur handed over the cigarette holder, and then our waiter
came over. Arthur looked up into his face and I wondered if he
could see anything. 1t was dark in the dining room anyway.

"The pompano is very good," Mother said. 1 guess she was
trying to help him out. It was impossible for him to read the
menu.

I declare, I can't understand why Arthur does these batty
things all the time.

Anyway, when we got to the dessert, Arthur changed his dark
glasses for his normal ones and in the soft light you could hardly
tell he-had those white circles round his eyes. The rest of
dinner was great, excepty; later, when they served coffee in the
lounge, we spES%ed the Woods from Richmond! I saw them first,
because 1 saw Margaret and Jonathan. largaret and Jonathan are
the daughter and son of Mr. and Mrs. woods. L despise them. Mar-
garet is Arthur's age and Jonathan 1s in college now. They surely
had changed---just in one year!

"How lovely," Mrs. Woods sald when Mother went up to

speak to her. They never come over and speak to us first. Margaret
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and Jonathan were talking to some people their age, but Mrs,
Woods went right on telling us about them aggaay—--without our
even asking. Margaret was at Miss Porter's School in Farmington,
Connectlcut this year, she sald, and of coursyJonathan was at
Frinceton. "We're quite proud of him. He made Henry's club, you
know."

"What club were you, Henry?" Mother asked Mr. Woods.

"Ahvy," Mmr. Woods sald as 1f he were sbout to throw up. He
has these very large nostrils. He meant "Ivy."

Mother invited them ALL over for cocktails the next night
end L could have died. But she sald the Woods were always having

r
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us ase and she thought we should do sometn;ng)thls time. L hate,
Nt “

HATE the Woods!
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