J;hep:sea?ls

f“//~I never did get a chance to talk to Winky. Just as I knew
she would, she played golf all the next day and she never asked
me what it was 1 had to tell her. I guess she was too interested
in Arthur and his huge bandage on his nose. She kept telling him
he ought not to be embarrassed, but he was. He wouldn;t even go
in the dining room so we had to send trays and things over to him.
False pride, W&—courses We do hope he will triumph over that.

Poor old Arthury eewsss 1 don't think his vacation had been
a very enjoyable one. But mine sure had. Lt was the saddest thing
in the world saying goodbye to Fonte Vedra. Also to Winky, but
Mother kept telling her we'd see her soon. "Yes," I thought, "after
I'm exposed as the most tremendous liar in the entire universe." I
started up worrying again, terribly this time.

So that's the way we roturned from vacation---me, half worried

to death and Arthur with his bandage. <Thank goodness, though, Ar-
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thur got only a slight hump on his nose. We were worried he would
have to go back to school with a large one, but he didn't. It was
pretty sad,seeing him gqf‘again. The night before he left we had
a kind of celebration dinner and we all gave him presents. Iﬁéave
him a tie Mother had got in Atlanta. Father was kind of mad about
our going to Atlanta to shop. He still wanted us to be "Joyal"
and go to Morris's store in Ashton because My, Morris was in the
Rotary Club with him. But_Arthur-seid—Attente wes—the—enly piace-
&hat hed-eclothes like—he—wented-——northernclothes.— Anyway, o=
ther gave him a sweater, dark greye But Father did this very pe-
culiar thing. He gave Arthur a New Testament, with his name on
it. I gon't know what Arthur thought because he didn't say very
much.' Inside, Father hed written: "To Arthur Whitfield from his
father: September 20, 1960." And underneath was written: "Re-
member Now Thy Creator In The Days Of Thy Youth." I read it and
felt a huge sorrow---worse than when we left Fonte Vedra. 1 don;t
know why L felt that way, but when somebody's le%zizgrzza then your
father does something like that, 1t just sort of makes you really
wﬁnt to cry. 1 kept thinking: "What if we don't ever see Ar-
thur again?" Connecticut is so far away and everybody's so diff-
erent and you can't ever tell what might happen when someone's
away. That's what Mother always says.

nphat's lovely, Allison," DMNother sald when she finished ex-
amining the New Testament.

“Now thet's the most important thing you have, Arthur,” Father
sald.

"igs, gir," Arthur mumbled and he just sat there with his

head hanging down, looking at his gold name on the outside.
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The next day we all went down to the station to see him off
agaln---even Isaiah and Velvet. Sometimes when 1 thiﬂk’gb?ut it,
it seemé I've spent my entire life in the train station. We:re
always going down therfmeeting somebody or seelng somebody off.
Across the tracks from the station there's this colored house and
these colored children are always racing around drinking great big
bottles of orange. Everytime you go down there, one or other of

the children has grown some more. L watch them all the time and

think about everybody growing old---us and they.

(ﬁhé}f;lﬁyb GLJYLJ:(\LAJ/D —
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But there was Apthur. +t's terrible to always be the one

going. I mean we could all be safe together at home, but not
Arthur. 1 guess it's sort of like going into the army. There
you are, getting on the train to have your brains blown out and
everybody else is just standing there, forcing this terrible
cheerfulness.

"Now you won't get lost this time," Mother said. "You kuow
how to go through the station in New York, don't you, Arthur?"

"Certainlyl" Apthur said and 1 thought 1 heard a tinge of
his sophisticated accent again. 1 guess he was getting ready for
up there.

And then the train came in. Llu4us%4ﬂen4t“teil“you*wnat"truins
do to.me...They're the saddest~things—in-the-woritd:—itne-wheels
always.seem to be shouting "good-bye’and jou know that the cities

they t Jou gf9ﬁ§gwyggﬁwgpdwd%rferéﬁt=f=§3p€tt§11y~in~bhe
{ Mother and Velvet hugged Arthur good-bye and Lsaish and Fahher
only shook hands with him.
"Now study hard," Pather sald. "ket's see some A's this
year---including Algebra.

"Okay," Arthur said, grinning, a little too much, 1 thought.

He just glanced at me. "Bye, Felicia."
BRye . T sald.

He looked very nice this time. He had on his dark-grey
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suit\and even though he was a little too chubovy from the summer,
1 bet he looked just as nice as anybody else on Ebg train. fThe
only thing was 1 like Arthur's hair better when he doesn‘t put
too much water on it. When it gets dry, he looks better:

Velvet started waving her apron and cutting up like she does
soumietlies. Arthur was laughing, but 1 knew he didn't feel much
like it. I know I didn't. Lit's pitiful when s member of your own
family goes away and you know they're going to stay for months and
months.

The train jerked and the porter hopped on the platform and
slammed the door shut. There was another Jerk and the train began
to go. Arthur was leaging out the door, still waving. You could
tell what he was saying but you couldn't hear. He was saying:
“Good-bye. Good-bye. Good-bye," You—would have died.

When the train disappeared we were all still stending there,
grinning. "Oh, I do hope something grand heppens to him," ko~
ther said. "I just pray it will."

"p-men," Velvet sald and we all walked back to the cur

with our heads hanging down.

But I walked back into stark-raving tragedy. I don't much
like to taik sbout it, but since it's part of last year L guess
1'd better put it in. For the life of me I don't know how 1t
all happened, but what happened was + grew one ﬁillion feet tall.
Just over night, almost. It must have happened in the Summer or
something. Nobody else much had grown and Mother had a fit be-

causge 1 hed to have all these new clothes and things. <t was g

dreadful entrance into the Ashton Junior High School. See, Junior:

High School is attached to high school and there're all these boysg=-~

7S
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older omnes and everything.

Literally everything about me started getting long---arms,
neck, legs---even my fingers. + got to be even taller than Mother.
At gym one day we all had to measure and welgh gnethis teacher
That has cross—eyes and goes around bouncing the basketball all
over the place looked at me when my time came and said "whoopsi"
and stretcned the measuring part of the scales so high 1 could have
cried. I was five feet seven and a half inches talll

I don't know why that had to go and happen to me. Everybody
else got extremely beautiful and popular. Mother said that when 1
I get older 1I'll be thankful to be tall but she déesn't know any= ‘
thing. Sometimes I'd lie in the bath tub and think if 1 could
only cut off about five inches off my legs, then attach my feet
back on again 1'd be all right. You don't know what it's 1like
walking down the hall with somebody like Melissa Stewart who is
short and cxceedlngl\iz;;;fiﬁg there you are this huge thin giant
of a human being.

— 1t was so terrible I couldn't even listen to any of Arthur's
letters. 1 remember he did writé something about not rooming with
Knox Campbell this year because both of them had forgotten to sign
ugll\ﬁnox had to room with Bob Leyden who was back and cured and
Arthur was rooming with a thin, excrqﬁiatingly intelligent human
being from Lake Forest, Illinois that never took baths.

Mother and Father were always trying to get me to join in in
reading Arthur's letters, but all 1 could thin&‘about was slam books
and dances. See, that's what started up that Fall., | *wguese-xou

i

et |
Gon—t—RKIOW-_WHaL Elam books are/ Paegelis. these notebooks and you g

- -

put everybody's name at theSZoP, then everybody flips through and

writes down what they really tnink of you. ALit's strange, but if
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1t's your book everybody writes "cute¥]l "pretty heair® and "nice
clothes" all over your name, but if it's somebody glgglé_ they
write what they rcallttuinn of you. In Marilyn Summer's book some-
body wrote under my name "too tall, bean pole." Tyere wasn't one
single "cute" and only four "nices."
In my diary l made %/list:

)
| Populer: G
U Mellﬂga Stewart

} Marilyn Summers

Mairgaret Apn Akers s :

Eloise Adams 2‘55( ;

Virginia Sue #arkham

Betty KHice

\ Unpopular:

|| Felitia Wnitfield!!!

Jane Farris

Katharine Armstrong

Charlotte Harrison

Sally Ann Greer

Mary Elizabeth Harmon

//L 0 »

These meant boys, not girls! I stiil had hundred of friends,
but no boys. Girls were always bounding around all over the house.
_Melissa sald that if I started eating---eating everything in sight---
I1'd start getting fatter and thén I wouldn't look so tall., +

tried it, but it didn't work. Nothing worked. This new girl
moved to Ashton---Carolyn Dunwoody. She was a half a grade above
all of us, but she lmmediately became the most popular person you



ever saw. She had green eyes and long stralght brown hair that
she wore with a silver clip. Boys were always going‘ﬁo her house---
even on Sunday afternoons.

Every one of us bought silver clips for our hair, too, but it
didn't work with me. I started letting my hair grow franticslly
long, but Mother made me have it cut. Mother kept saying: "Fe-
licia, you're going to be all right. <You have a lovely complex=-
ion and your hair is a fine color of blond."

UBut that doesn't help," I said. "You've got to be short
and have brown hair and a turned-up nose."

"Ohhhhh me," she kept groaning. 1 heard her telling Mrs,
Ewing that 1 was at the difficult age which is strange because

once L heard Mrs, Ewing say that Mr, Ewing wes at the difficult

age.

Actually, L didn't like to talk very much to Mother about

my tragedy. L don't know why exactly. <L guess L didn't want her
to know how pitiful I was. As you know, no mother wents e know

they've brought some goon into the world. It's just too humllia-

ting for them. Besides, Hother was always exceedingly popular when

she was my age.
]

'\One day we went into the shoe Store. Mother had/on this

sult/ and looked very bcautiiul. But there ; was- -taller
looking 1ike I was Malking on stilts. X
R y

/ /
something thoat fits," Mother sald, talklng to thls

"0f cour Mrs/ Whnitfidld," the man said, rubbing his
> 2 8‘)

hands togefkher. negt ¥s see what
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i
L\E?t my foot up on the f%gif bench thing it looked

like it was Bing up for mil€s and miles---1like gré‘./long shipe.
I could haye cri whck into/the back and
y / .

YELLED bgck at us--- ize&aMrs. Wnitfield=-~

not in/just the 3 . g ;x ck. "But we nhave
these." ous brown £hings\that looked
1iké sometiing Miss Esthepr”would have £

/

4 - N . % '/’ * =
}ﬁo, L don't think so," Mother MSaid and we draggsd on out

sens}ble.

Se=yei.sce, that's pretty much the way it was. Except for
dances. They stafted up because thls dancing teacher started
them. But then later Mellssa and all of them started giving
dances., Mother at first didn't think I ought to go. She saild she
thought thirteen was too young. "+t's ridiculous, Allison," she
said. "They just start things too early in Ashton,"

"Everyvody else 1s going," I said.

i

YI know, I know," Mother said.
"Well, why did you let me take from the dancing teacher then
if 1'm not ever goilng to dance."
"I think it's a good idea to know how," Mother seid. "But
there's plenty of time for that yet."
I stood up. "I hate you! I hate you! I hate youl"

Mother and Father looked at me as if they had been shot.

L don't know why I said that. Mother was just getting on my

nervous system, that's all., “S~wes—sitlk-bo-weathoofheyalways
Tetwing-hie.whak..she Lhought - was.vighty-what-she thought was wreng,

"Pelicia, what has come over you this year?® she szid.

"You've slways been such a pleasant child."

agi
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"I'm just tired of always being different, that's all. Every-
body else buys their clothes and I still have to go up there to
Miss Hodges. She sticks pins in you on purpose. Ezerything's
different. All the timel"

"Well, your father and 1 are doing the best we can for you.
Now, you just get some controlil"

"And stop that whining," Father sasid. "I don't want to hear

any more of it,"

I just went on up in my room and thought about dying. When
I was dead they'd be sorry. Everybody would come to my funeral=---

even boys s- --and people

would never forget it because of all the violets and everything.
4+ cried for hours it was so pathetically sad.
Yot

See, 1t was Mellssa Stewart wme was giving the dance. Ft
was the first private one any of us had ever givem. Literally
everybody was invited, older ones too. Lt was going to De in the
basement of the coca cola plant. When we get older L guess we'll
start having them at the country club so we can get drunk. But
the basement of the coca cola plant is pretty good too. There're
cokes all over the place and “r. Stewart, who owns a flecet of res-
taurants in Ashton, knows how to buy records that are really good.
Marilyn told me.

Well, anyway, there 1 was up in my room crying away about be-
ing dead and in Mother came., ©She said she and Father had been

talking it over and they guessed L could go to the dance. She

didn't really approve of it because it was "just siily, that's all---

at your age."

"But I can go?"

"l suppose so." She didn't share my joy at all.

"Hot spit!" 1 said and started bouncing up and down on the




bed.

it.
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But, later, after Mother left, L got to really thinking about

The dance. 1 was scared out of my mind. SEAENEEL
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