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Chaptetr 25

Y“ But wasn't I siuply a success at the cocktall party? 1 know
that's very selfish to put in, but it really did make me feel so
pleased. L mean so much bad had happened that it just showed I
wasn%t such a terrible goon after all, Now the only thing next
I had to worry about was going to Connecticut. But, of course,
that would be much more harassing than Charleston. Up there we
wouldn't even have any relatives to tell people we were nice. Not
a soul would know us and we'd be up there trylng to get along all
by ourselves.

I decided 1'd better have a talk with Arthur about 1t when
he came home for Spring vacation. Naturally, L wouldnit tell him
I was afraid to go to Connectlicut, 1'd just sort of ask him how he
wanted us to look and stuff. Isn;t life the biggest worry in the
world, though? ©Soon as you get through with one thing, bang, you

have to go flying off into something else. Always having something

to worry about.
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I do wish we could have stayed in Charleston longer. 1
would've adored to have been hanging around when #\nky announced
she was goling to marry Tom. < could just hear Aunt Pett and them,
but on the way back to Ashton Mother and I had a deep conversa-
tion about it. She szid she didn't think Winky would do anything
foolish like running away, but if she did she was sure Aunt 4nn
and Uncle Fetrie would be loyal and "back her up."

MG s tragic ' T isadid,

"What?"

"l dunno. There's nobody else for her to marry, 1 guess."

liother sadd she hoped Winky wouldn't marry just for that rea=-
son.,

"So. do I," /I said, "but I think she 1s."

We didn't talk too much else about it because Mother was £oo
concerned about Arthur. That was the main reason we had to leave
Charleston. Father had called and said he was all right but thast
we'd had a letter from Arthur. He didn't say over the phone what
it was about. He tried to, but Mother didn't understand it too
well. Sometimes Apthur's letter can be extremely confusing, es-
pecially over long-distance. Anyway, we had to get on back and,
besldes, L was dying to talk to him about Connecticut 1like I told
you. :

Well, it wouldn't've made any difference if L'd talked my
head off to him. Nobody could talk to him hardly! You see, what
happened was---and this is the worst thing that hae)gggg happened-~-
Arthur had grown sincere! Just since Christmas. You've never seen
such a mets in all your life. The first thing we did when we got

home was to read his letter. Right off the bat, he announced he

was bringing the most unpopular boy in the entire school home with

——
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him. "It's Bob Leyden and he's started up again!" Somehow it had
become Arthur's duty to be nice to Bob Leyden: "...Only last week
the Head thanked me personaly for my spirit in a%ging the handy-
capped." At the end of the letter he sald for Mother not to worry
because "old Leyden" had these rubber sheets he took around with
him all the time.

Mother was furious! She sald she didn't have enough sheets
to be changing them all the time and it did look as if Arthur could
be a little more considerate of his own family. "Why can't Ar-
thur help out some normal boy?" she asked.

I didn't want to say anything. Not sbout that! I could just
hear everybody in Ashton talking and, besides, we'd already been
exposed to the public too much zlready. But Father saild it wouldn't
hurt us to be nice to the boy. He sald if necessary he would go down
and buy some extra shecets.

Mother despises Father when he starts getting humble that way,
so she went down and bought the sheets, six of them. YLhen she had
Velvet string this rope between the two oak trees in our back lawn.
"We may have some additional washing to do next week," was all she
told Velvet. L guess that was why she was sort of upset when Ar-
thur's next letter camexl mean she had gone to all that trouble

and everything and Arthur wrote that Bob wasn't coming:
|

;4,

T ...His parents sald h% couldn't come because he's {
got To go to this doctor the Head recommended. The
Head told Mr. and Mrs. Leyden that if Leyden didn't
get cured for good, he believed it was a good idea
for them to keep him home permanently psychologically. |
Poor old Leyden. You ought to see all these alarm
clocks and everything he's got. I'm like the Head,
though. #He says he thinks it's unthinking the way

E

|

all the boys tease him. And yesterday the Head told j
me privately that 1 stand a good chance of getting

‘ L? the Amos T. Caldwalder award because 1've started

(’X’ showing all this Egigggier. He sald all the masters
had been noticing-mé and he hoped 1 don t flunk any-
thing. I told the Head how I had always believed in
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)  the helpless and down-trodden. You have to i? you
‘ want to get the Amos T. Caldwalder award. +t's the /
highest award a boy can get. 1 gotta go. /

%

L’gTrdially,I] J

A.
V/L )i |

Mother became extacized over the award. "Arthur's just
like my father," she said. "I don't think I ever heard Father
gsay an unkind word about anybody." Arthur was the same way, she
said. She just hoped Arthur would get that award and show every-
body. "My, Allison, he really is maturing, isn't he? It makes
me feel quite sad, really.”

I thought about that for a while. Mother didn't mention me---
she hardly%ﬁles in conversation---but it seemed to me I was ma-
turing too, just about as much as Arthur. Of course I haven't
had the exposure to as much intellect and travels as Arthur has,

but I've even taken up reading the old boring Sewance Review. It

doesn't have hardly any pictures in it and I force myself to read
lae, pexn L_wsexatd be & Copaccicudt

it once a day. Articles and everything.) That'll make elght states

I've been in in my lifetime, L mean counting the ones you go

through to get to Connecticut. Thatls pretiy-geody—dont—you |
gt

Anyway, on Thursday, down we went, back to the old train sta-
tion ééi: to welcome Arthur again! The little colored children
across the track had grown ten thousand inches since Christmas.

I tell you, when I dle, they're going to put on my tomb stone:
“SPENT LIFE IN TRAIN STATION!"
Arthur was the only passenger to get off the train this

time. But immediately I noticed something different about him.

ey
At first L thought it was his glasses but 1l remembered he had B
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"Well, I haven't gotten it yet," he said, turning all the
way around to smile at her. "I really don:t deserve it. It's
just like Albert Schweiltzer says...'a thoroughbrea/doesn't need
the ear of corn.!'"

"Did he say that?" Mother asked.
"Uh huh. W,'ve taken up old Schweitzer in English." He
turned back to Father. "Such a great man. If only there were

more like him in the world."

Nobody sald much else until we got homiy I didn't say hardly

anything. For one thing, I wasn't real sure who Albert Schweltzer

was. Wasn't that hysterical? I know now, though, of course, and
he 1s kind of like Arthur, in some ways.

For instance when we got home, therc was Isaiah, ready to
help with the luggage. i say !

"lsalah, how are you?" Arthur said very gloomlbert Schw

Isalah said he was all right and then reached doficoursthe
luggage.

"Oh, no," Arthur said. "Let me. I never want to consider
myself too good to carry my own baggage."

Isaish kind of half-way raised up.

"Now, you rest," Arthur commanded Igaiah.

"Gosh, Arthur,” I s 1id.

"Yes, sistery®

Throw upd Arthur has never called me "sister" before. I
hate that---brothers that call their sisters "sister;" It's ex-
ceedingly tacky to me, but he had such a kindly tone}rl Jjust said
"nothing" and we went on in the house. g

That night after dinner, Arthur bored us nearly all to death,

tal ing about Knox Campbell and Albert Schweitzer. He hated Knox

RS
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Campbell now because Knox didn't care s thing in this world for
anything except football and all these girls he had in New York.
Albert Schweitzer wasn't like that. Knox was alg;ys making people
do things for him, but a man like Albert Sc?ﬁiiﬂ;z;.wouldn't let
a8 worm work for him if he could help it. He thought we ought to
fire vVelvet and Isaiah.

"Whatever for%?" Mother asked.

"How would you like to be some slave in somebody's house?"
he asked Father.

Right away @r. Hopper came popping back into my mind., I
was thinkingngagi Arthur had probably got that from Mr, Hopper
instead of Albert Schweitzer.

"Fay them any-way," Arthur said. "We've got a lot to. learn
down here in Georgla. A great deal."

"What do you mean, Arthur?" Mother asked. mind.

"We have to learn to accept challenges and work--+eveH if

idesk
we're jeered at. We gotta get the old\g:a-izfagés out of our

brains."

"Where did you get all that?" Father asked.

"Get all of what?"

"ﬁ:ggﬁéideas and such."

"Just thought it up."

"I see," Father said.

We all just kind of stared for a while. Lt was pretty un-
pPleasant, so I said: "Hey, Apthur, Aunt 4nn really did give a
cocktall party when we were in Gharleston. It was divinel"™ (Itve
started saying divine quite frequently now.)

Apthur didn't say a thing. He just sat there, staring =t me
and then started shaking his head.
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"I enjoyed it thoroughly," I said.

He looked at Mother. "IMthink that's rether careless of
you."

"What?" Mother asked.

"Need I explain." He looked back at me. "Did you know
that alcohol eats up your liver? Did you know that it takes your

bralns eway? Did you know that it BB breaks down your fabby
acids until you're just this glob of---"

"That 's enough, Arthur," Father said,

Arthur looked terribly distressed. "No," he said, lifting
his hand, "just look at Knox Campbell. Tpere he was---- g nice
guy and---"

"Don't say guy," Mother said., "it'g ordinary."

"Well, this nice, clean American. Now he's pract: 5l=
coholic. (Craves the bottle. dJust $its up 1n his roomid, 1i€giy
He looked back at me. "His liver is just this patheticweuuen-up---"

"I said that was enough," Father said.

Arthur certainly had gotten peculiar. He used to simply worm
ship cocktail Parties, at least last vyear he did.

"What are your fatty acids?" I asked.

"I think we've talked about that enough," Mother said. "Nevere
theless, Arthur, I'm proud of you. I hope you never will start haye
ing drinks."

"I don't plan to. I've seen what it does to a man."

"Of course," Mother said.

Father just kind of slunk down in his chair. He just never
can understand Arthur.

RSat; Arthur," Mother said.phanging her tone of voice, "did

we tell you we'r: Planning to come to get you in June?"
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I nearly died, but Arthur was very cheerful. He dldnﬂt
sound like he would be ashamed of us at all. "You arel? Gosh,

then you can be there for the awards and evefyébingl" He didn't

even sound his sincere way any more.

"I think we can," Mother said. "Do you really think you
might get the character award?”

"There's a good chance," he saild, looking back and forth
at Mother and Father like he was watching a tennis game. "I
donit know of but one other boy that might get it---David Totten--
but he's always secretly going around calling everybody 'son of
a bitch&q The masters never---"

"ARTHUR!" Mother said.

"Yes," Father said. "I don't want to hear that expression
in this house again---ever! Do you hear that, Arthupavid T«

"I didn't say it, I said he said it. Amos T. Cabody 'son
would turn over in his grave if he knew somebody like got
the award. 0ld Totten says worse than that too."

"Felicia, I think you should go up to bed," Mother said.
"I'm not tired." Shoot, I wasn't going to miss what that
boy said for anything.
¥es, 'but L think it's time.M
"Oh, all right," I said and did my old immature thing of
walking out of the room with my hip out of joint. It makes every-
one so furious.
"And don't do that any more," Mother called. "You may
freeze that way."
"Okay, I won't.” But I did it all the way up the stairs.
L1 cen be such a child sometimes, just plain right-down silly,like

Velvet says, but it irritates everyone so.
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When I got to bed, though, I started'thinking how very kind
1t was of Arthur to say he was glad we were coming up to Connect-
icut. Down in Ponte Vedra, you remember, even Father said he
thought Arthur was ashamed of us. Frankly, I just hoped he would
stay in his sincere mood until after we'd come and gone. I knew
what 1t was going to be like up there. Arthur did too, I bet.
He'd seen everybody else's parents a dozen times--~people driving
around in cadillacs and glving buildings and things. And there
we were, not even being able to build a new bathroom hardly. I

started thinking about wha§ that man in Charleston had said about
e s DRAND

me ¢ bewes"Quite a girl." I tiink

s ol N I Y

about that quite often. When things start getting kind of bad
at school, like boys walking down the hall with Melissa Stewart
or somebody, I think about what the man in Charlestom hardlynd

it mekes me feel a hundred times better. had said

Well, anyway, 1 don t know how long Arthur and thtw sTayed
downstairs. It must have been late because Arthur didn't get

up until eleven o'clock the next morning. Father wanted to know
1f we thought Albert Schweitzer slept that late. But Mother said
for Father not to be "flip" about Arthur. "He's just feeling his
way, that's alle Let's not worry about him. Things could be a
great deal worse."

But he kept on acting funny. Later on that week, Velvet
sald she thought Arthur had got "sanctified." "He acts just 1like
somebody what's aanctified.,"

You don't know what sanctified is, but Velvet's got this
one friend, Martha Mae Johnson, and she's sanctified. Every day
at noonjshe changes the sheets on her bed and lies down with

Jesus---just for twenty minutes. Velvet told me about it. She
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has to sit out in the living room until Martha Mae gets out of
the bed. Also she says she yells so loud in church "cant nobody
hear nothin' for her carryin' on like a crazy person." Velvet
wouldn't Dbe sanctified for anything. o

"No, he's not thet," I said. "He'g Just trying to get the
Amos T. Caldwalder award."

"What's that?"

"lt's the highest award a boy can get. We'll be up there to
see him get ithoo."

"Well, I wish he'd hush thst racket upstairs. L1t gimme the
sick headache."

See, Apthur had also started staizing up in his room typing
on the typewriter. Uie goesn't really know how to type. So all
you could hear were these grcat long pauses and then san occasional
click on the keys, +t gimme t©

"Arthwr don't know nothin! 'bout no typewriter,"
said. "He's just playin! up there."
"Mother says he's thinking."
"How come he thankin' on the typewriter then%h
"I dunno.” But I told her I thought Arthur\Gught to sce some
of his contemporaries around Ashton. They'd think he'qd probably
gone insane or something, never coming out of the house or anything,

I guess that s why I told Carolyybunwoody what & dia.ﬂrggyggl;y

I don't know wnether L ought to put this in or not. I don't know

WRYIT s afidi 46 lt Just came out.  Oh, well---what happeneg/was\{

/ )
the st office“steps, and sh¢’ spokes: )

ran into her, smack dab

"Arthur's home isn't he?

she ag
4L~atapte&*getttng“this~exb@emﬁly aadmlook on my face. "Yes
L said.




st ©

My

"I haven't seen him. I just heard he was sort of---"

"No 9ne has seen him," I said, b

"Is he sick or something?" Carolyn Dunwoody has the most
green eyes you ever saw and she lhas vasily interested in my
conversation.

"He's pretty sick, Carolyn," I said and/kind of lowered
my head.

"What's the matter with him?"
Ly P lookedxgt her straight in the eye. "Arthur has
TB." .

That's exactly what [ said! I/can't tell you for the life
of me why I said it. It jﬁgt camg to me and I said it. Carolyn
nearly died and even walked\h@lf-way home with me. I told her
not to tell a soul because Mo“ér had practically colArthur bver
it snd didn't want to be disturded with having to an tel-
ephone all the time. Carolyn said\she wouldn't tell Senghbody"
and I think she liked me better then\fhan she ever had before.

Well, the next day the new rector suddenly came to call.
The fox-hunting rector’ Mr. Ewing wanted for our church hed re-
fused to leave Virginia and come to Ashton}\so we got Dr. Lee,
this very old rector from Arkansas. Motherxggid she was going
to be loyal to the church and support the rect;r from Arkansas
for all he was worth because it was the church,.A\lz’//-‘:?ﬂ'~ that
came first, ' Anyway, I couldn't imagine why he'd c&ﬁg toé call
on us again because he'd already made his pitiful liQtle Firste
call, But I found out! He sald he wanted to tell us haw sorry

he was to hear about Arthur and he knew how Mother was fe ling

because his own sister had suffered the pangs of TB for yeaks.

"Why, Dr. Lee," Mother said, "what are gou talking abo




He looked at me and then at Mother in thi.s confused way.,
"It is trus, isn't it? Your son does have tuberculosis?"”/"

/s

"Why---¢ I thought Mother was go.ng to fall outfoﬁ-hpe
chair. "Heavens! However did you get such an idea‘?;x ,’

I decided Jjust to concentrate on this onelépot on the wall,
They say if you do tha?}it'll keep you frgm dLshing. All the
time Dr. Lee was apologizing and gasping, I kept looking at that
spot. It helped immeasinreably. )

But after he'd gone---well, you know what happened. Uh
huh, Mother found out.... She wanted to know how in the world I
could possibly say such a’thing abdus\?y own brother, and Father
sald it was a dishonorable thing to dow They hated me for five
straight days. Even Arthur. See, I thiﬁk\Arthur'd fallen mad-
1y in love with Carolyn Dunwoody and she abéSlgtely pened. o
go out with him because of his disease. Arthurkfoldin the was

Just teasing, but she didn't believe him. So all poor Aznhur

//// could/do was pretty much stay up in his room all night, typing

i and clicking.
41\\\\\-~l1 Well---and this is the terrible part---Arthur just clicked

too long. He went and did the worst thing almost he's ever done
in his entire livelihood. It embarrassed us all out of our minds,
but when it was over Mother said she thought Arthur had just fallen

too much under the influence of Mr. Hopper and the Amos T. Cald-

walder award. I, too, am of that opinion.~-F—tkhink gou will-shape—

.

th4&0@&ﬁien—aiﬁeT—ba%—%he—ﬁe%ﬁt—ééTyou never can know all about

e

a human being. You don't know what ever really makes them do
anything.
See, 1t all started off one day when we were having lunch

and lsaiah told Father he was wanted on the telephone. It's pretty




-329

insane but we always answer the telephone during meals. A lot of
people don't, but we think it's rude not to.

Anyway, we heard Father say, "Whaaaat? What are you talking
about, Charlie?"

Mother put down her fork and listened. "It must be Mp,
Henry. Wonder what he wants with Allison%"

Arthur stopped eatlng and his eyes behind his glasses got
very wide.

"It's rude to listen to other people when they're talking
on the telephone," I said.

But then Father's voice got louder. "No, Henry. No, I never
wrote anything for your newspaper in all my life. Yes. Yes. I

know. Well, you go down ther and stop the press then Somebody 's

|
Just trying to make a---- What d'you mean you can't ste talki |
\
"Heavens," Mother said. "pllison shouldn't ta ch
an old man like that." Ne. &

"l guess he's gotten something wrong again," I said. Every-
body in Ashton knows about Mr. Henry. He's editor of our weekly
newspaper---The Ashton Courier----and he's always getting things
wrong.

Father came back in the room and his face was redder then
his tie. "Somebody wrote some damn fool letter to the paper and
siéiped my named™

"What was it about?" Mother asked.
"I don't know. I didn't ask him." Fither stood up. "Now
I've got to go read what I've written for the whole town to see."

"Poor Mr. Henry," Arthur said. "I guess he does get things

confused. He must be talking about my letter."

Father just stared at Artnur. There was a white line roungd
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his mouth and for a moment I was frightemed. "Youl" he said.
"Why in the name of heaven did you sign my name then?"

"I didn't," Arthur said sadly. "I signed my initials and
last name. 1 guess they are the same. Nevex'%hought of that."

Father didn't say anything. He walked out of the room, but
in a few minutes he came back and he looked more harassed than
I've ever seen him: "I wish we'd never heard of that Hopper
fellow, Sarah. You can write your cousin Hugo that for me, please!
He's..." He didn't finish and in a few minutes we heard the back
door slam violently,.

®iow,—now—don't—you-seer—Didntt—I—teti-you? Even in the
beginning didin't I tell you how profoundly Mr. Hopper's article
had affected Arthur? That and the Amos T. Caldwalder award had
practically torn our life asunder. Arthur's article.wardthe most

obscene thing you've ever read. I decided I'd never ahy

the house again, not as long as I lived. Even in

&=

You-don*t know How terrible-it-wase —Honestly.--still, though---
I fear I-must say,-in all fairity to Arthur, I guess we didn't
know exaetly why he'd written-his-articles —We.dldn't kmow. until
we===well, until~we got to Connecticube - Then we found out.

e

How strange/life is! W

—————
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