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ChapteT 26

Y\\ Well, we didn't turn out too badly after all. Wh ove
up to the school, though, I nearly collapsed. There were these
thrce very long black cars where you had to par&(and standing

by them were three white chauffeurs! There were a lot of other
cars, just plain ones like ours, but just seeing the chauffeurs
all drecsed up in their hats and coats and the cars shining and
everything made you kind of guess what was inside and 1 really
felt like turning back. 1 kept rolling my eyes upward but Mother
made me qult it.

The reception was held on the lawn like Arthur said it would
be, in front of this very old brick bullding. They served lemon=-
ade, cookies and nuts and there were all these white women servimng
behind tables with tablecloths on them. Arthur and them weren't

there. Just parents. Most of the boys were practising for the

songs they were going to sing at Class Day.
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I guess there were about fifty-million people milling around
on the lawn---women with hats on and quite a few bald-headed men
wearing heavy tweed jagmets, even though it wasjggiﬁf That's what
I hate, you know, when you fiﬁ% g0 into an unknown place and ab-
solutely nobody speaks to you, like Charleston. I felt like my
arms were getting longer and longer. It didn't seem to bother
Mother and Father, though. They just plowed right on in and
immediately started talking to this teacher that had perspiration
on his upper lip. He said he knew Arthur but had never taught
him or anything. Kight away he wanted to talk asbout the situ-
ation with the colored people in Georgia. | guess he had read
Mr. Hopper's article too. He wanted to know what Father thought
now about colored people and he listened like he was really in-
terested. You could sort of tell, though, he didn'tever tauke
Georgla, but he was nice about 1t anyway. t the sit

As usual, nobody said anything to me and I wondered-dif we
were golng to stand there all morning talking about colored people.
You'd think people weren't too interested in all that up in Conn-
ecticut, but they are. You can just sit and have dinner with
somebody up in “Yonnecticut and they'll start talking about colored
people. Up there they think people go around beating colored
people in the South---all the time. This one wmman we met said
she had sent money to the N.A.A.C.P. to help the "poor souls."

I thought it was just as bad of her to be calling colored people
"poor souls" as it was for her to be telling us that. 4f I were
colored I wouldn't went to be called o "poor soul" and I know
Velvet would die---so would a lot of people I know.

Anyway, 1 just kind of stood there by Mother and Father,
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but since what they were talking about didn't interest me too

much any more, I started looking around at everybody else. 1
wanted to see if 1 could spot any™ight-club people. There was
one woman that was very popular. Everybody kept coming up to her
and saying things, but she never said much back. Mr. Sykes, the
headmaster, stayed by her all the time. I knew it was MNr. Sykes
because his picture was all over the catalogue we had at home.

I used to stare at him all the time. But he looked younger than
in his picture and very superior. He was wearing a vest and

smoking a pipe. Also he had these chsains dangling across his

‘front. lfguess you'd call Mr., Sykes a handsome man, but he cer-

tainly did look superior even if he was beaming at everybodyi He
had the pinkest cheeks l've ever seen.

The woman he was talking to was tall and she hadvest andrk,
knitted-looking dress which made her look awfully thacross hiy
now and then she would sort of twitch a smile at Mp, Spubshand
then go back to looking somewhere else again. Mp, Sykes talked
end laughed all the time, but she never said very much. I'm
sure she went to night clubs because she looked awfully rich.
lsn't 1t peculiar that rich people are always thin and poor people
fat? Every rich person I've ever met was thin, especially up in
Connecticut, and they always look dreadfully unhappy about it.

But then I nearly fell over when I heard Mother telling
the teacher that she had never met Mp, oykes and that she cer-
tainly would 1like to. The teacher pointed him out and then leév
us over to meet him. Mr, Sykes seemed overjoyed to meet us and
then he introduced us to the woman, Mrg, Ws.

Mrs. Phillips just stared at us and it turned out she was

I —
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from a place called Oyster Bay, New York and was always giving
benefits. She had a son at school, "Chawlie-#®y," that she was
taking to Kome with her next year because she had always believed
in first hand education. Mr, Sykes explsined all this right in
front of her and she Just kept staring at Mother and Father. Fin-
ally, she asked where we were from and when Mother said Georgia,
she just kind of raised one eg%row and said "coot."™ I suppose
she meant that it was "cute" we were from Georgia. That's the
dumbest thing I ever heard and Mother and Father looked down at
the ground. She wanted to know if we lived there all the time.

"Yes," Mother sald, "Georgia is our home."

I have friends in Thomasville," Mrs, Phillips said. "They
hunt.,"”

I told you, didn't I? I think I dig anyway. Eved downtherner
you meet knows about Thomasville and when they tell yad the timét,
you're supposed to die of Joy or something because you they
expect you to. I don't know why they buy all our old houses down
there; they're not Southerners. Why)do you suppose?

Mrs.,Fhillips, though, was a d%eadful women, 1 thought, be-
cause when Father started talking to her she began waving to this
other woman in g large hat and left us without even saying any-
thing.

Mr, Sykes sort of laughed nervously and moved to stand nearer
us. "well," he saiq)as if he were trying to sound relieved that
lirs, Phillips had gones "I'm certainly pleased to meet the parents
of Arthur whit-fieldy"

I could have sunk right down in the ground. The way he said
i1t made you wonder if he really meant it or not. If you ask me,

I think he would much rather have been standing there talking to
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"Chawlie-boy's" Mother because she's so rich and all.
"We're so pleased with the school, Mr. Sykes," Mother
sald. "Arthur has certainly developed in these two years."
Mr. “ykes smiled and began knocking his pipe on his shoe.
"We usuelly find this," he said, "---especially when we get a
boy early. The change is more rapid then thaﬁi_it ever will be
again."
"Yes, I suppose so," Mother said.
Father started to say something, but then theése very piti-
ful-looking people@ame up to shake hands with Mpr. Sykes. Both
of them, the man and the woman, had sort of pink-gray hair and
white eyelashes; their eyes looked like rabbitt eyes. Pelham was
thelr name and and their son was a senior who had writéen this
very beautiful and proﬁiing poem about being sixteen.- Veryss go-
ing to read it at Class Day. The name of it was "woykes. Behd",
which, frankly, didn't sound very beautiful to me. Yy hair s
Mr. ®ykes is very partial to explaining other people' to
you. All the time was explaining about the Pelhams, Mrs. Pelham
kept giving out this gasping kind of giggle. She was a poet, too,
she said, and began gasping and fluttering her eyelashes. She
practically committed sulcide when she heard Father had gone to
Sewanee Militery Academy. *“he had had a poem in the Sewanee
Review once. She thought that was about the best magazine published
in America today. 1 sturted to say I was reading it, too, but I
thought 1'd just better be quiet. I decided I was going to look
up one of her poems when 1 got home.
Mr. Pelham didn't say much because he was an insuranceman and
didn't know too much about poetry and Sewanee. His Company had

an office in Atlanta, though, and he had to go there sometimes.

———



I thought he was pretty nice because he said he was very fond of

the South. He wanted to know if we'd noticed his Company's new
building in Jacksonville, Florida and Father said "yes."

Pretty boring. Who in the world wants to stand up and talk
about buildings and junk? All the time they were talking, Mr,
Sykes kept glancing at Mother and Father very secretly. I kept
wondering what he thought of us, so I looked at them too. To me
they looked just as nice as most people---nicer than a lot of
them---and thelr voices sounded so much softer and kinder. I
don't think Mr. Sykes thought we were rich or anything, but he had
a look in his eye---a kind of beam---that made you think he liked
ug=--

Finally, though, there wasn't much else to say to Mr, Apnd Mrs.
Pelham so we excused ourselves and went over to get kdnder.onade
L knew Mother had wanted to stand there and talk to.fng, but
about Arthur, but Mr. Sykes was this very popular man &ni jou knew
he didn't partiggtrly want to taik about it then.

3 Inside this one buiiding you could hear Arthur and them sing-
\,* ijEng. A very pretty dark-haired woman with exceedingly high heels
; began talking to Mother and I. "The dahlings! Just listen to

them!" She sald she was going to have to go and h;ve a peak at
them. "Don't you want to see?" she asked Mother. Father was
talking to this bald man, so Mother and the woman and I went over
to the door and looked in. The boys were standing up on this
kind of stage and there was this tall maen in front of them, wav-
ing his hands like a mad man and clapping his hands: "Pee-nisimol
Pee-nisimo!" he kept shouting, even while they were singing.

"The lambs," the woman kept saying.

Mother and L didn't say anytning. Arthur was in the back and
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all you could see was just the top of his glasses. They were

singing:
G glng /. v/]/ /Q
M / Falr are the me—a—doﬁ%. Fairer still the woo-ud-lands.
Coganl o / In the-uh bloowm-in-ing garb of Spring.
oy ( Je-sus 1s pu-u-er. dJa@sus is fair-u-er

v/ | \

0 WY ihan all the...." : 2
; e then the man started !Eaﬁting. "All right now. Againl!
Begin againil"

I didn't think the singing was all that bad, but the director
looked like he was ready to have ten million fits. He kept ducking
his head down and raising his elbows like he was ready to dive into
a swimming pool. The singing wasn 't all that important to get so
mad about, I didn't think. Byt the boys looked like it was. They
all looked scared to death.

"Falr are the me-a-dows. Falrer still the woo-ud...@;ﬁ,

"We'd better go," Mother said. "I guess they don'tto diveo
be disturbed." 1t to get

The woman crinkled her eyes at us. "I Just can't waitwhe.see
little Knox. He's my hearrrrt!"

"Knox?  Mother asked. "Not Knox Campbell? Are you-=--%"

"Why, yes," the woman said. "And- -? Of course. Your Sou-
thern accent!®

Mother said yes, she was Arthur's mother and when she did you
would have thought Mrs, Campbell was ready to fall all over Mother.
Then she sighed this heavy sigh and sazid Arthur was "just a little
engel. I'm simply mad for nim." Mother said she did so appreciate
their having Arthur to their house and she didn't think Arthur had
ever been so royally entertained. "+t was so dear of you to take
them to all those places."

"Cute," MNrs. Campbell said. I declare, everybody in the

north says "cute" all the times--cute of you do this and cute of you
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to do that.

"We loved taking them," she went s "+f you could have
seen Arthur's expression---especially in the Stork Club. I thought
his eyes were going to pop right out of his head. "

Mother laughed and put her handkerchief to her lips. "It
was certainly a thrill for him,"

I didn't think Mother ought to have said that. It sounded
like we never had been anywhere and that if somebody ever did tage
us to a place like the Stork Club we would be so pitifully over1
Joyed we'd probably pass out or something.

Also, 1 was thinking about what Arthur had told us sbout 8nox
becoming an alcoholic, sitting up in his room and shaking and

stuff. I wondered if Mrs. Campbell knew about that.

Anywey, we alked on back to the lemonade table andi#iily Gampbell

said she just had to find her husband so he could meet fou
Just have to mecet Campie." Then she went flying arounus sbou&wn

looking for him. I spotted him right away. %“e was this dark-haired,
sort of embarrassed-looking man and Mrs. Campbell practically
dragged him over to us,

"Egggg," she said, waving her open hand out at Mother and
Father, "are the Wnitfields{!"

We all beamed triumphantly and Mr. Campbell sort of half+way

smlled and shook hands with Father. He was a heavy-set man with

L

very nice eyebrows. I kept seeing rows and rows of dressmaker
dummies, I remembered that that was what Arthur s.id Knox's’fa-
ther did. Too, I remembered he wasn't really Knox's father, but
that he was always taking Knox to night clubs anyway. <+ liked

him exceedingly because he shook hands with me. He was the only

one practically that did.
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"Later, though, I told Mother I thought Mrs. Campbell was sort
of pecullar, but Mother said she thought she was "sweet." The thing
was that Mrs. Campbell kept attaching herself‘zo us and when that
one teacher we'd met at first brought over this Episcopal rector
to us, she didn't even go away then.

The rector started talking sbout some of Mother's relatives.
He knew Aunt Fett ("Yeeeees, of course") and Uncle Petrie and
everybody. He had this church in New York now, he said, but he
had grown up in South Carolina and knew literally everybody in
Charleston. ("Charming place. Abso-lute-1ly charming.") He told

N Separh Cangnos

a story about some Gullah)F%ﬁfjﬁ;?ﬁjfizﬁzzed hysterically, but it
wasn't funny at all. He thought so and practically perished laugh-
ing at him himself. He was very nice, though. He also knew Father's
cousin that is a lawyer in Baltlmore and goes racing arybody ifng
church work all over fﬁe place. Y ol e

While they were talking, Mrs, Phillips (}) came overland Jjust
butted right in. She wanted to talk to the rector about this church
benefit she was having. Mother tried to introduce her to lrs. Camp=-
bell, but she just barely nodded her head and went right on talking
to the rector. She was nicer to him than to anyboi{;J‘Wonder why /ﬂﬁ\/
it is that rich women are always so nice to ministers. They're / V
horrifyingly rude to everybody else, but Just let them start talking
to a minister and they smile and carry on like they were the most
wonderful, religious person in the world.

We left them talking and the four of us (with “rs. Campbell)
went dragging around the lawn some more. We did meet a lot of other
very nice parents, though, and this one man and his wife asked us

to have dinner with them that night since we were all staying at

the Hotel Browne. Later we discovered he was one of the largest




-556

bankers in the world. He didn't look it. His‘fife was very sweet
but she didn't have too nice clothes on. Maybe it is true what Father
sald about what's inside you being all that counts.

Anyway, L thought Class Day would never begin. 1t got pretty
tiresome, just wandering around listening to everybody. MWy jaws
were aching from having to grin so much and there wasn 't anybody
there my age---just these very, very small children---little boys
all dressed up in dark-blue coats with brass buttons and little
girls with high white sock$7 They all looked nice, though.r_

FINALLY, after literally hours, people started wandering
into the chape;. We followed them and sat near the back with all
the other famifos. 1t was a very beautiful chapel with stain-glass
Windows but also pretty bare. Arthur and the rest of the boys sat
up front. I could just see the back of Arthur's head ough. ticed
he wasn't grinning and whispering like the rest of the wanderinge
was looking straight ahead and I knew he was waiting forktws thmoment
when his name was called out and he could walk up and receive the
Amos T. Caldwalder award. e had even had hls hair cut, because the
two bumps on the back of his head were standing out.

1 wasn't going to kneel when we first went in. I wasn't sure
whether they did that up in Connecticut. But when I saw a lot of
other people gorheid b Botatdl toe, o So T prayed Arthur would get
the award, "Let him get 1t, God," I said. I know you're not
suppose to ask God for all this Jjunk and stuff you want. He'll

think you're a heretic or something, but I did 1t anyway becausey®

kaew-Me%hoa—?Pebab%?—weﬁ—aﬁév—beeééCEPq;;;izfjénted TosnaReiee

ve-ry much..,..
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