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\‘/ Poor Winky. We didn t know until thet night it was her
birthday. We were all sitting in the upstalrs drawing room
and sihe came in all dressed up in a black cotton dress. Her
cheap-rich northern beau was giving a party for her, "and I'm
in kind of a hurry," she szid.

"Winicy, not again," Aunt Ann said. "You're not going to
Tom's apartment again? Ifjust doesn't look rlighti!

She was just standing up there by the door and we were all
staring.

“The party's for me and I can't exactly not go," she s:id.
You could tell she was pretty furious with Aunt Ann.

"I don't like you to go driving sbout alone at night,"
Uncle Petrie said.

BId0 1 ber all ird ght ¥

"Why doesn't Tom come and call for you here?" Aunt Ann

1 5 s D
saild. "I don 't think that boy ever heard of manners, "




Nyell, you just sit there and fume about that for a while,"
Winky said. "I'm late now." i

We heard the downstalrs door close and Aunt Ann let oul this
loud sigh. "Twenty-elght-years-old and still not® married.”

I didn't think that was too nice of Aunt Ann, saying that
in front of us. You shouldn't expose that someone's an Old
Maid,

"I don't think it's so important to marry so young," Mother
said, "The English girls don't marry until later and thelr marriages
always seem more succesful than ours. Winky seems a fairly happy
giri s

"Well, she's not,” Aunt Ann said. She looked at Uncle fetrie.
1 ‘really don't like her going to that boy's apartment that way,
Petric."

"prash," Aunt Pett said. "I tell you Charleston is changs
ing. Jets flying over all day and our girls marrying the Lord
knows-wno. You ought to see some of the famiiies the girls are
marrying into. Nothing's been the same since Taber died. Nothing,
absolutely nothing."

Taber was the colored doorman at the St. Cecella Ball. lio-
ther used to tell me about him. He was always dressed in a high
silk hat, long coat, and white gloves. He knew every guest by
name and had even opened carriage doors for the debutantes' grand-
parents. He died a few years agoe.

"Everything's changing except Sam Stoney." [ols the wa
Peok—ofrnowledse—in—GChertostonyi

I just kind of leaned on the arm of the settee and started y {

staring at the old harp I was going to inherit. If we were go-
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ing to sit there and talk about Charleston changing and all,
at lesst I was going to get cmmfortable. 1 gotjscrunehed down
Q5

and walted /for the long, boring talk to come on. Thank goodness,

though, Aunt Ann gidn't want to hear about Charleston changing
elther. / She looked at lother.
"Seyruh, they're simply terrible wewrpeople,” she sald.
tyhoY" Mother asked.
”TDOSe-——Glbkbnﬁior vhatever there names are, the parents

of this Tom."

"Yes," Aunt Fett sald. (She doe:n't care whether anybody's

talking to her or not. She just speaks up anyway.) "They came

down here from one of those places up there. Frobably crept
out of a mine or something. Wanted Charleston to absolutely
fall at their feet because of thelr moneyd" She moved her
shoulders. "Those people think money's everything, you know. "
iihey bought the old Ladeunc plantation," Uncle FPetrie
said.
A

"Yes, Winky told us.™
an

"But now, really, Pett," TUncle Fetrie "The father~--

Gibbinﬁ-——must be a rather gifted fellow. They wouldn't have
made him president of the coupany if he hadn't been."
"Industrial trashl” Aunt Pett said. "Seyruh, Charleston

is being absolutely rulned by these---these people moving in.

ke
You'lve never seen auytningpgome of thémenen.”

“I thought you always enjoyed golng to Canada in the summer,

Pett," Mother said. "You always said there were some lovely

people tunere."
*

UMostly Southerners,"k Pett sald. "And from Boston.




Boston has some breeding."

"Well, what's so wrong with the boy's family?" Mother asked.

“they slt on the floor,"  'Aunt: Petf isgid,

"Now, Pett," Uncle Fetrie said.

"Letitia told me. She sat right where you're sitting, Sey-

rub, and told me all sbout it. Letitla's just as bad as Ann---

both of them going around with the Lord knows -who, just to get

people to work for the church."

sald. "And some of them are really quite nice."

"Letitia sat right therc and told me all about going there

feridinner," punt Pett suid.

"They are good workers, some of the new people," Aunt Ann

Uncle Petrie wanted to know if that was when They sat on

the floor, but he kind of chuckled.
"They certainly did! All got drunk and after dinner
G.bbinéf man sgt his large self right down on the floor."
"Did Letitia sit on the floor too%?" Mother asked.
"Uf course not! They played jazz records and danced
common taxl drivers. Letitia told me all sbout it."
"Wnere in the world did Letitia meet them?" Mother

Woosp*

For some reason shepall that was pretty funny.

that

like

Yinithe curch,” Aunt Pett said. "They joined Grace

Church vhen they moved here., Frobably never heard of the Epis-

copal Church before. That's what they all do, thece northerners,

come down here and think they can get in with everybody by
ing the Episcopal Churchl!

"That's a mighty spiritual feeling you have, Pett
Uncle Fetrie said and winked at Mother.

Aunt rett must not have seen the wink.

join-

i tellj you, Seyruh,




everything's changing. MUr, Waring down there at the newspaper
telling everybody to be Republicans and---" Lo
Uncle Fetrie said he didn't think Tom Waring was wrong. He

asked Aunt Pett if she wanted to cast her vote with all that

Democratic rabble in the north.

"They're no different now than they've always been." She
held up her eupty sherry glass. "Here, Petrie, give me another
one, !

Uncle Petrie got up and took her glass. "Would you twoe like
something, some Scotch maybe?" He was asking lother and Aunt
Ann. He just ignored me.

"Fine, Petrie," Aunt Ann said. "How about you, Seyruh?"

"Yes, that might be nice. Just a little, Petrie, pleasec.™

They all seemed much happier after it was decided there'a
be some booze on the scens. People always are, you know.

"Is Winky going to marry that boy?" I thought then was

the time to ask.

: siti LT / £ ;
"Heavens, just don'st Speak abeet it," Aunt Ann ssid. She
looked at Mother. "It worries me so, Seyruh. Really, it does.

You know for years Winky never went with anybody but Roman Catholics.

One right after the other. I was sic%w=:ally sick. And now thig---"
I guess I didn't tell you that people in Charleston aren't

very partial to Roman Catholics. Lf you're French, the best thing

Jou can be is be a Huguenot---not €atholic, & donit know why

they think that's so terrible, being Catholic. I wouldn't mind

being one too much. I think it would be kind of nice, going into

& church with this veil on your head. You'd be all alone with

this lighted candle and everything. Some boy would see you and

know right then and there you were the kind of human being he
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wanted to marry. You'd have to wear a blue vell, though, sort
of like the one the Virgin Mary was always going around wearing.
"Well, L wouldn't worry too much about thky," Mother said.
"Has she ever indicated she was really serious?" I guess Mother
didn't want Aunt Ann ko know Winky had already talked to us about
it. Mother can be very loyal like that sometimes.
"No, but she sees him all the time," Aunt “nn s-id. "They
g0 over there to his apartment and cook dinners and listen to
records and all that foolishness."

A1 teld you,"

Aunt Pett said, "I told you if you sent her
to that college up there she'd get =all sorts of fool-hardy no-
tiong. "

"Where did the boy go to school?" Mother asked.

"Yale," Aunt Ann said.

"Humph," Aunt Pett said. "Just like them. Always have
to send their children to a name school. Trying to hide behind
the name of a college. They don't have anything else. Trash,
Common. *

"He's also fat," Aunt Ann said and let out this really tre-
mendous sigh. "jut he does have a rather nice face---a bit or-
dinary, but nice features."

"Winky thinks he's amusing," Aunt fett szid. "I told her---
1 said never marry a funny man. Funny men never succeed in life.
Always too busy trying to be the center of things. Never saw a
fuiny man yet who ever succeeded in anything."

Uncle Fetrie came in with the tray of drinks. "Lavinia's
broken three more ﬁlasses, Anpn "

"Oh dear, these colored people you get nowadays. Nothing's
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been the same since my dear Millie died. I miss her to death.”

"It's the N.A.A.C.P.," Aunt Pett said. "Absolutely ruined
every one of them. They don't half work and all.:hey're interested
in is sitting at the dime store. They're--- Seyruh! That amrticle
was a disgrace! I was so ashamed 1 tore it right up. What in
the world were you thinking about?"

I knew it! I knew it! I knew we'd get around to it. I
sat up.

"Yes, 1t was extremely unfortunate," Mother s:id.

"And letting your chilid's picture be displayed like thatl"

e didn't‘“aﬁ:.}thing about, $hath" Mether said.

They all looked at me.

"He just, took 1t," I said and blurted out this horrible
laughe.

Nobody else laughed. They just looked back at Mother.

"Thank heaven, they didn't use your name," Aunt Fett said.

"But)of course, everyone who knows us knew who it was. After
all, there was Felicia's picture."

"Most disgraceful thing I ever heard of,ﬂ. Aunt Yett saild.
UMade everyone of you sound like diessermmssse~

,sﬁkljnn;No," ‘Mother said, "He sald Allison and 1 were 'charming,
V‘well—intentioned people.! Don’t you remember?"
"Well-intentioned!" Aunt fett said. "Just because you don't
/i/’ go around waiting EE your own servants. What's the matter with
> those peopié]up there? They're all alike. Never had any back-

ground, never been anywhere decent. They're---"

"They're so conscientious now," Uncle Fetrie said. "Suddee-

ly after seventy-five years of saying nothing, the north has finally

declded to get quite saintly about conditions here---but only here,




in the South."

w

"Exactly," Mother said. "wag 9ou know !lread 8o much now-

adays, so much criticism and, really, hypocrisy, that it's---well,
I told Allison it's turning me against the colored man."

"I know," TUncle Petrie said. #It's very sad, this feeling
that is developing." He lifted his glass. "We're the minority in
this country now. The Southern white man. Thank the Lord for a
newspaperman like Tom Waringl"

"Yes," Aunt Pett said. "They had all that fuss around here
about Fort Sumter last month. People making speeches---fine
speeches. Fire works. All that. And where are we? We're Just
about where we were one hundred years ago, mad enough to secede."

"With two exceptions, Pett," TUncle Petrie said. "The
Russians and the moon." =

"Savages!" Aunt Pett said. "I'm tired of having to fool
with savages! All this fuss about the Kussians!"

"You don't wapt them comlng over here, do you?" TUncle
Petrie asked her. "As conquerors?"

"Wouldn't be any worse than the Yankees! Wouldn't be a bit
wore than what the Yankees did to us during the War!"

Mother laughed. "Ah, Pett, there'll never be another like
youa

"Well, it's the truth if I ever said it! Those New E;glanders
brought the darkies down here, expected us to civilize them in one
generation when for a tﬁQEEEE@ generations they've been eating
people in the jungle. New Englanders never have understood us and

we don't want to understand them,"




-295

Boring. #unt Pett didn't care a thing ab?ut the Russians
ai%’s pretty interesting to me but it's
also pretty scary. I can just see all these Russians running
around in Ashton. 1I'd die. %nyway, though, we weren't talking
about the magazine article any%ore. Thank goodness, Mother didn't
say anytaing about me lying. Sye'd probably tell Aunt Apn and
Uncle Fetrie about it later. That's what she usually does.

LLneve
"I wish we had seceded," Aunt Pett said. "It wouldn'twe

Jr—

made any difference. We're like another country anyway."
e 2R /.z,gf

"That's what Allison 'Ealways saying," Mother said.

"why, yes! We're---" : '

I got up and started walking toward the door. 'I almost put
my hip out of joint but & rememberdwhere I was. L've got to
stop doing that because I may really forget some day and do it
at a cocktall party or something.

"Where're‘you going, Felicia%?" Mother asked.

"Downstairs. Out in the garden."

WANT rights but don't stay long. we're all going to bed
soon. You want to be alert for the party tomorrow, remember."

"All right." Frankly, I wasn't feeling very alert right
then. Lt's the most peculiar thing about me but I can just be
sitting up in a drawing room somewhere, listening to other people
talk, and I can almost go to sleep. Sometimes L really have to
fight ?& almost to keep my eyes open. I think 1've probably devel-
oped some kind of disease, but then I'm always thinking that. You
can just mention you've got something and right away I start
aching all over and feeling horrible.

I felt much more alert, though, when 1 got outside. It was
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a warm night and the wisteria on the side of the house was bloom-
ing violently. I walked around the garden for a while and it
wasn't too spooky because the lights from.;he house kind of lighted
things up some.

After awhile L got to thinking zbout what all Aunt Fett had
said. ©She doe:n't really hate colored people. I donot know why
she carries on like that. She's all the time doing things for col-
ored people and once when Minnie, her cook for simply centuries,
nearly died from this coﬁﬁhgeous disggse she got, Aunt Pett stayed
with her for three whole days and nights and newer once left her
side. None of Minnie's family would do it because they’said they'd
heard "death bells." When colored people hear "death bells", they
jusé?%on and give up the ghost, but Aunt Pett didn't did Minnie

got well, Aunt Pett's all the time doing things like that, but

she‘wguldn'fgé ever 1l.vited Minnie to a cocktail party. Minn%%jvgxfﬁ

thought drinking whiskey was sinful anywey.

What 1 think is the truth is that Aunt Pett is Just paying
hombrage to the glorious Southern war dead. Which 1s nice of her,
I think. Most people go flying around and forget what somebody
did once. The Northerners really were terrible to us during the
War, just like Aunt Pett sald, and they weren't cultivated people
at all, as you know. The North Jjust doesn't understand and, too,
when they freed the colored people, many of the colored were simply
a disgrace because they didn't know how to conduct themselves. We
had to put up with all that and, too, when you think of it, colored
people really haven't been cultivated very long---I1 mesn in our

ways. 1 guess they had their own ways over in the Jungle. Bt

Sottiessyouwdmowrwhat® 1 think 1t was terrible of the New E,glanders
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to make them leave thelr home in the jungle in the first place.
Sometimes when you think about that you could almost die of plity
for them. I certainly do. But I don't pity them now because 1L
wouldn't want anybody to go around pitying me. Vousse—yragg:
Anyway, 1 don't want to talk sbout that any more; Charles=-

‘ ,7ﬁ ton in the Spring is the nicest place in the entire universe. This
3(2};/1i’//very warm breeze came floating in from the water and I did the

craziest thing. I just held out my arms to if, as if 1 ecould
somehow encircle the whole night---the bay, the water, steeples,
all of it---and 1 got to thinking about growing up and being a
part of everything, going on trips maybe and coming back. Alwayyg
coming back. Have you ever done anything like that? I mean when
you were alone? Sort of felt like crying and yet you were violently
happy? 41t's really peculiar.

I went over to the little stone bench by the old oak tree
and I don't know how long I sat there. After a while, though, I
heard a car door slam. I jerked around. Winky or somebody was
coming through the gate. It was Winky. Put she just stood there
for a spell and then I saw her put this handkerchief to her eyes.
She was crying.

"wWinkyt"

She jerked the handkerchief away.

"wWinky?" 1 asked again.

She came over toward me. 1 couldn't see her too well, but
I knew by her voice she really had been crying.

"§hat 're you doing out here, Felicia?"

"I don't know," I said in this very kind woice. "They're
up there talking sbout Charleston changing and stuff. That doesn't

fascinate me too much.”
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She sat down beside me and I knew I'd have to think up some
really wise things to say. “

"You didn't stay very long," I said. "Didn't you have a
good time, Winky?"

ZNot very." Her voice was shaky and she blew her nose.

I sort of wished I'd been ninety-nine instead of thirteen.
I really wanted to help her. "D'you sit on the floor and every-
thing?"

She glanced at me. "You've been listening to Aunt Pett, I
see."

"No," I said. "We didn't mention Tom or his family or youk¥
or anything after you left." (Forgive me, Lord:>

She kind of slumped her shoulders. "That jerk! He asked
me to marry him! That fat---Z" ’

"Tom did?" 1 wanted to shout with joy. "How word erful,
Winkyes You're gonna be marriedl"

"For godsake," she sald. "I wouldn 't marry him if he were
the last man on earthi"

"Oh," I said. I didn't know what to say.

"I don't know why Mother and AWnt Fett have been carrying
on so. 1 told you and Awnt Seyruh, you know, down in % Vedra.
He was just somebody to---a friend. You have to have somebody
to talk to. 4It's so---V S, e shook her head.

Poor Winky. L knew what it was like to be an old maid.
"You're not going to be an old maid, Winky," I said.
"Everybody likes you and English girls never marry until later.

It is#i't so important to marry so young."

She looked at me again. "You really have a lot of sense

for someone your age."
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"I think an awful lot," I sald. "velvet's always telling me
I put her in mind of somebody old." -
She just gave this short laugh and then whid, "Damn! The
nerve of that weak---"

"Didn't you like him at all?"

"Yes, I liked him. He was a friend of this other boy I
used to go with at Yfale. You know the one I---" her voice started
up shaking again:l—"ggg\just showed me the clipping from The figgg
tonight. He's ﬁérried;.the one I used to--- He just got married---"
"Oh, Winky," I said. That was the reason she was crying.
She had been betrajyed.

"Uh huh, I had a letter from him just a few weeks ago. He
actually said he was coming down here. He---"

I sort of folded my hands in front of me and leaned forward.
I was trying desperately to think up something to say. It was
terrible.

"Everybody's in New York," she said. "All my friends at
college. #nd where is Winky? Charleston---good, old, conservative,
quaint Charlestoni!®

I thought she was going to cry again. "I guess they want
you to marry someone with good conections,Winky. 1 mean somebody
from Charleston and all."

"Well, who?" she asked. "A cousin or something?"
"Don't lots of people here marry their cousins?" I thought
I'd heard Mother say they did.

"Not first cousins, for heaven sakesi"

Yonl"

"I've got to get out of here. Somehow I'm going to get

out of here."
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"Tom was sort of like your friends up thefe,‘wasn't he? 1
mean he just kind of reminded you of them."

"Something like that." She just sat there and didn't say any-
thing for literally hours. Finally she said, "He'd bought this
damn ring and everything. He showed me the clipping about Bob's
marrying and then handed me the ringl I could have killed
o1, hasn't even --" She didn't finishe@y

I searched my brains for something to say. "I know what
you mean, Winky, Why don't you go on back to New York? I
wouldn't mind going there. Arthur just hates it at home. He's
all the time wishing he was back in New York." Another lie. Oh
NE e

"I can't go. I'm stuck. No money, nq thingl"
"Want they give you some? Aunt Ann and Uncle Petrie?"

0 =

'?/;/g/;’x "They'd rather die than see me working in New York." She

-

W})’ shook herkhead agaln. "Everybody here's married. There's rno=-
thing. Absolutely nothing."
Nothing but old oak tree I was thinking---and moss---long,
hanging, grey moss. I reaily let out a sigh. It was tragic.
"Well, things aren't all that bad," she said, getting
up. "But, look, Fellcla, pu-leese don't say anything zbout all
this. You know how it is. AwWnt Pett and Mother and---"
I stood up with my hands clenched. "I won't, Winky! I
never will as long as I live. I'll never tell anybody!"
"Good girl," she said. And we walked very sadly back
to the house.
But poor Winky. How would you like to be some o0ld maid in

a place like Cparleston where everybody else goes around all happy

and married and things? It's terrible. Really. Still, to me,
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that was one of the most inspirational things that's ever happened
to me. I mean some twenty-eight-year-old perggn talking to me
about thelr troubles. Winky is one of the most inspirational
people in the entire world. You've absolutely nc#¥ seen anybody
like her. And, too, she didn't even mention my disgrace about
being in the magazinefﬁfbidn't even bring it up. How like her!

So kind. sShe knew how I was feeling. “Waen-you-go—to—-gheritestomn,
Go—bo—geo—ner,

When we started inside, I said, "Anyway, Winky, there's go=-

ing to be the cocktail party tomorrow! Guess we'll have to be
alert for it." I was trying to cheer her up.

"Great," she said)and sounded almost disgusted. I guess
she was just trying not to cry or anything. I decided I was going

to wear lipstick. 1I'd have to borrow some, though. Pitiful,
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