Chapte¥ 20

K“\ The day before we left for Charleston, Mother started talk-
ing around about that she thought 1t would be a good idea for us
to go to Commecticut in June.

"We've never real.ly seen that part of the country and 1
think it would be interesting for Arthur to see more of New Eng-
land too. We could take a little trip after school is out."

"Gosh," I said,and 1 meant it. 1t was bad enough just go-

J

ing to Charleston, but to have to go up to Connecticut and have
Arthur ashemed of us, was just about the worst. kebther—and Falher
don't know one thing about-—hmow-peoule—ere.

"Why don't we just let him come home on the train," 1
said.

"Why, Felicia, don't you want to see Arthur's school?"
"Not particularly. I'm sure Arthur'd rather come home

on the train. That's such a long ride in the car.”
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"We can drive leisurely." »
"Okay, but you're not gonna like it up there."
"Well, we'll see. Now, Felicia, have you finished pack-
ing?"
“Un huh. I packed two weeks ago."”
llother laughed end kind of put her arm around my shoulder.
"You have been looking forw “rd to Charleston, haven T youl?
e O A galu,i" G‘Mas a distinct lle. One reason was
I wasn't Looking so hot.: Ib's funny about me but some weeks I
can really look pretty good and then let something coune along
like going to Charleston and I look perfectly insane. Yau.luaew T
Gharlesion-was.a.big ciLy,wdidn{hayauz Gk ygie gyerybodytégb;;h\Qn
is highly advanced. Girls start wearing stockings ;;-eihiﬂiiﬂﬁuL

vhen they're eleven even.

would get along.all pisht,
bbB«nGVuﬁ b@l&&ﬂao in. just. thoreughly-aban

\f@ther had wented to come along with us, too, but since it
was Spring he said he had too much to do out at the farm. So it
was Jjust Mother and me. We had s hilarious time, driving in the
car. Lt was the first time just us had ever been anywhere to-
gether and it was lovely to drive along in the warm air and sort
of talk decp,smd~stufé. 1 Keptl asking her why so many people in
Charleston were snobbish and she sald they weren't really, they
were just used to their own ways, "that's all.”

SEuk mean--;just say I might have turned out this altrl

with sort of pathetic parents and all---they wouldn't even let




me in the back door of the St. Cecelia Ball, would they?"

I was talking sbout this Ball they glve every February.

It's mainly for debutantes but you're supposed to have about one
million ancestors before you can go. Some inferlor people sneak
in sometimes, but not too many.

"In that case, I guess you couldn't go then."

"Do you think that's fair of them?"

"Yes, I think it is. I'm sure the other girls have a dance
they enjoy just as much."

"] bet they don't. I bet every girl in Charleston would want
to go to the St. Cecelia Ball. To me, it's pitiful. They can't
help who their ancestors were."

"I don't know. Decency also enters lnto it. If you're di-
vorced, for instance, you can't go."

"Just because you're divorced?"

"Uh huh."

"l guess Uncle Alex couldn't go then, could he?"

"No, 1 guess he couldn't." ldother kept looking straight
shead at the road, but I couldn't tell what she was thinking be-
cause of her dark glasses.

"You went, didn't you? Didn't you make your debut at the
St. Cecelia Ball?"

"Yea."

"Well, didn't you feel kinda sorry for all the other girls
that couldn't got"

She sighed. "I don't think L really thought about it then,
but 4+ suppose if it weren't the St. Cecelia, it would probasbly be

something else. When you give a party you only invite your

friends. The Ball is the same."




"Ohhhh me." I leasned back on the car seat and thought about
how if 1 ever gave another party 1'd invite even some of those
people thet live down near the train station. I'd be nicer to
them then snybody and Marilyn and Melissa would tuft out these
excruJiating snobs.

At Junior-iigh School therec're lots of poor people. There
weren't hardly any in gremmar school, but once you get to Junior=
High School just everybody goes there. [?fter"schcoi-ehe—peep-enes
with white eyelashes walKAone~waywhOmeM&némwe~wwu4LJnua4ﬂﬂm&ywway.
You kind -of kuow Bhey want to walk the-wey-you-doy-so I hever
1ook-when. Lhey. sbart—offin the-wrong directlon.l-m%!sntnagic.]

"I do wonder how Pett is," Mother said. 1 guess she was
tired of talklng sbout snobs. "Petrie wrote she hadn't been
feeling well lately."

"I hope she's all right," I said and sat up straighter.
"But, look, Mother---when she has her little glass of sherry at
night, let's don't-——zgg know--~-get her to talking about how
Charlecton's changing and all. That's kind of boring to me."

"You use that word too much, Feliciz,"

"Whet wordf"

(’, Y "1Boring.! You say it much too much."

We were just whizzing down the highway. "Well, I'm bored
pretty much of the time. Things are all the time boring me."

"Ihey shouldn't! 1If you're bored, it's just a sign you're
not a very interesting person."

"Well, I'm not. I'm not interesting at all."

"I think you are."

1 looked at her. "Do you? Do you, really?"

"Yes, you have a fine spirit about things,"

<




“On, that." Irritating! Wwho wants a fine spirit sbout things?

That's not very lnteresting.
"An interesting person alwaygﬁhas inner resources. Ilye
never heard your father use the word 'boring.'"

"Maybe so," I sald, but what I really think is that Father
does get bored. 1I've seen him talking to some of the women around
Ashton. He's listening 21l right, but I know he's probably
thinking about the farm or going hunting or something. You can
Just tell,

Mother started talking about Aunt Pett again, "Most people
in Charleston think she's fascinating."

"I know but- -1 don't mean she's boring all the time, but
I get kind of tired listening to all that sbout Charleston---sbout
who's nice and wio isn't. Some of those she thinks are so nice
don't look 80 hot to me.M

"fes, well, that's one of the reasons for this trip. You're
gettiig old enough to appreciate Charleston now."

"Like snobs and allfg"

"Of course not! The history and charm of the city. You re
very/ ve-ry fortunate to have an aunt and uncle like Fetrie and
Aln---and a great-aunt like Pett too. You can learn a great deal."

"I kpow, but- -" Oh well, it didn't make any difference.

When Mother doesn't want to understand you, she doesn't even try.
I really do like “unt Ann and Uncle rFetrie, but at night there's
nobody there my age and you know how it is. Winky's always gone
out and they really don't care whether you're there or not,

You'd like Afunt Ann, though, I think. She's this grand worie

horse. At least that's what a friend of hers told us the last




time we were in Charleston. Aunt Ann's always wearing sports

clothes and tearing around working herself to death for the chureh
and for these House Tours they glve every Spring. "Phe also plays
a lot of golf, but not as much as she wents to because she's al-
ways having to drive Aunt Pett and this other extrmely feeble

aunt of Uncle Petrie's around. She's pretty too, I think, with
dark halr and blue eyes, but a lot of the time she looks tired
because she's just got through working herself to death. Bvery-
body likes her.

' Uncle Petrie's different. He's very tall and about Father's
age but he never has made much money. He just simply can't make
any, that's all. He's an insurance man and he never has ever really
liked it. UNobody ever understood why he went into it. Pather says
Uncle retrie should have been 2 minist@r or a teacher or something.
Wnat he cares most about is Charleston---gardens, old churches
and nistory. <hings like that.

Uncle Fetrle and Aunt Ann had enough money to send Winky to
schools and stuff, but they don't have anything like what Aunt
Pett has. Aunt Pett lives in the house with them and she even
has this trained nurse that goes literally everywhere with her.
Miss Boggs. Even when the telepinone rings, Miss Boggs answers it
and finds out first if it's somebody with ancestors Aunt Pett wants
to talk to, Miss Boggs knows about everybody too---even wno your
great, great, grandfather was. She learned it from Aunt Pett, but
she also has a red nose.

The thing that everybody in Charleston really likes, though,
is Aunt “nn and them's house. It's very large and has two drawing
rooms! In the upstairs drawing room they have these two Chippendale

A" ! 1 A
Cchairs of Aunt Fett's that everybody s always slurping around about.
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They also carry on about the *iihg paintings in 3b¢ dining room.
In the biggest drawling room tnege's this harp! Aunt fett says
that I may inherit the harp some day, but 1 don't much want it.
To me, it's pretty ugly but Aunt Fett's always talking sbout this
famous harpist that played on it once. That's the kind of people
Aunt Pett likec---famous generals and herpists and stuff. You
ought to hesr all the famous generals and politlicans Aunt Pett's
related to. Practically the entire Confederate armyl She's got
all their swords and portraits and things. <Llhe Whitfields have a
drunkard in their background. (Boy, I shouldn've put that inl)

But we don't talk about it when we go to Charleston.

Well, we didn'gxg;ere until late afternoon which was un-
fortunate. See, people in Charleston, the nice ones, have their
dinner in the middle of the day but not until about three 6'clock

L e
in the afternoon. If you miss that, Nondueshedwdt, because all
you get at night is some pitiful salad or something. Feople in
Charleston have been eating their dinners at two and three in the
afternoons practically since the Wise Men. Lit's very peculiar
and I don't know how 1t all got started. If you really want
to know you can ask #r. Stoney---lr, Sam Stoney. He knows every
thing sbout Charleston. He's this walking book of knowledge and
he's also got ancestors. But vhen you Visit somebody you nearly
die of hunger until three o'clock comes. They do give you a
little snack around eleven in the morning, but it doesn't help
too much.

Gosh, but it was nice driving along the Battery. 4t was

warm and there was a slight breeze coming in from the water. ng*e
PR NP
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We passed the Fort Sumter Hotel and went riding along doumeisest
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Dagesi®ees. Lhot's what I always think of when I think of Charles-

ton---East Bay, the water and sailiing. Also trees with moss,

S — s

flowers, oldlstreets and brass doorknobs. A lot of people even
live in alleys, not the kind with garbage cans, bug-ét. Michael's
Alley and Price's Alley. A lot of Aunt Amm's friends liuwe therec.
The houses are very nice but not like ones in Ashton.

"Well, here we are," Mother said. We parked in front because
Aunt Ann and them don't have a driveway. See, their house has
a huge brick wall in front of 1t and this wrought—iron gate you
walk through. Inside 1s this kind of court with all Uncle Petrie's
flowers and shrubbery and stuff. There's also a small fountain.
After thet you go through another kind ol gate and there's the
house. +t's very encient ‘brick and hes a black-green door with a
sniny brass knocker. Everybody keeps their brass shining in
Charleston, even the doorbell on the outside wall. +t's a mark
of decency to do so, you knows

We rang the door bell inside and guess who me® us? Winky!
Right away she and Mother started kissing each other. How I do
wish you could just shake hands!

"pelicial® \Winky finally said to me. And we just kind of
put our cheeks together. Embarrassing! "Gosh, you've growan
some morel"

I didn't think Winky would've said that. As LI told you,
she's tall herself. I just grinned. .dbhal.slee--een-—do-yous-
You ean't just suddenly shrink up or anytoing. I daid feel pretty
tall in the hall, though. I just kept holding onto this one
suitcase and grimning. 1 simply never know what to do when &
first come into their house. DMother's always carrying on with

everybody and l'm usually just stamding there. What-aresyou-




28%

suppoEea to-do?—JUSt Keop on grinning, I guess:

Winky sterted calling for Aunt Ann and Uncle retrie. They
came down from upstalrs and there was more joy! Aunt “nn looked
tireder than I'd ever seen her, even though she was pretty tanned.
Uncle Petrie always looks tired. He kind of stoops some and has
wrinkles round his eyes. They acted overjoyed to see us, though.

Then Miss Boggs---the nurse 1 told you about---came from
somewnere in the back!

"Thet child's the tallest thing I ever sawl" she said to
Mother about me. "When did it happen?"

"Oh, it just happened,” Mother said, 6 and put her arm around
3 i 2 < g

t\_:

my shoulder. That was nice of MNother. _ut I could have killed
Miss Boggs, naturally. I have discovered that many women that |
have worked a long time in other people's houses are very rude.
Al so-fhey getto NEVENg-red 1006 .

My jaws were aching from grinning so much. But then we
heard Aunt Peti's deep voice from the east parlor:

"Seyruh! Seyruhf Is that you?t"

"Ogh, it's Awnt Pett,” Winky said. "She's been waiting
all afternoon. Didn't even take her nap."

"Well, of course," Mother said.

We went into the parlor and there was Aunt rFett, sitting
all dressed up in her chair looking exactiy llke Franklin Roos-
evelt. She had on & grey dress and pearls and you've never seen
anybody that looks so much like Koosevelt. I have this feeling
they're related, except he was a Northerner.

"Pett, you lovely darling," Mother said. She's practically

wild over Aunt Pett. Mother can say things like "lovely darling"
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and it sounds all right. But if I said it, everybody 4 really
think I was insane.

! ul see

"You're looking well, Seyruh,” Aunt Pett saill
those Georglians haven't changed you too much."
“ungl! Right away I thought of the article in the magazine.
I hoped she'!d forgotten about it. I hadn't even mentioned it
to Mother on the way over because I didn't even want her to talk
about it.
"Now, Pett, let's not get started on Georgia right away,"
Mother said.
Thank goodness, she didn't say anything about the article.
But there I was, walting for my time to come.
"Pelicial Felicia, is that you?" she said.
SOhe bl oM T sadd."How are you, Aunt Fetty® . 1 weﬁﬁ—hp and
didn't do & real curtsy, only the jerk one.
She took hold of my hand. "#et me see you."
I tried to stick my face out better.
UCharacter!" she said. "Seyruh, she has character."
1 guess that's all she could think of to say. "Thank you,"
I said, but I was pretty disappointed.
"Bhe's a Whitfield." She started chuckling. "Through
and through, & Whitfield."
That wasn't much of a compliment. In her mind 1t's a whole
lot better to look like her side than the Whitfield side.
"You had a sweet grandmother, Felicia."
"Granduother Wnitfield?"
"Yes, she was a sweet woman. Used to come to Charle:ton
to visit. ©She had nice connections here. &~lways came with her

colored giri."

J——"
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I guess maybe she didn't think the W%;tfield slde was too
bad after all. ©Sut that's the thing about Aunt Fett. She gets
you to looking at her and then tells you these things about your
family as if she were telling you history. All you can do 1s
Just stand there and nod your head violently every now and then.

At least, though, she didn't mention the article and she didn't
say anything about me growing or how tall I was. She's not at
all mean or anything. She just isnlt very partial to "simple
people." That's what she says gbout you if you don't have any
ancestors. "Good people, yes, but simple people. Just a simple
little famiiy."

Thank the lord LI heard Aunt 4nn seylng something about go-
ing upstairs.

"l guess I am a bit tired,"” Mother said. "Come, Felicla,
jggjgggﬁsee Aunt Pett later." As if 4 were just dying to stand
there, holding Aunt Fett's hand all afternoon.

We started up the stalrwazy and Aunt Ann followed us. Half
way up she told us she wes giving the cocktail party tomorrow,
éib glanced back at her.

HPor ibath of you,.  she said.

"Oh, &nn, that's too much trouble now," Mother said.

“Nooo. Just a few in after church,"

"After church?" Mother s:id. YHonestly, sometimes I forget
the way we do in Charleston."

I dian't say anything but 1 nearly fainted down the stairway
with joy. She was reslly going to give 1t. She really was! Me,
at a cocktail party! In Charleston! Hot spit!
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