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i\/Mrs. McBee rose early to prepare herself for the Ltéwl)
visit to the doctor. It had been sixteen years since 'X;fz

she had seen a doctor of any kind, and she didn't

;?33' mind admitting she was nervous.

@“Jb 1;}§:1The alarm sounded at six o'clock and instead of
lying in bed for a while she got up immediately. First
she took an unaccustomed morning bath, soaking for

Qf)bﬁ& half an hour in the sudsy water and rehearsing again

kyjmyek what she would say to Dr. Wilson, just how she would

record the odd symptoms.
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17 f*’lfter the bath she generously powdered herself

E-the

1)
with the lilae taleum her sister—in-lawﬂhaé given her

two Christmases ago. She~remembe%eé—E%hy%—had_g;xen
nermembene ch kg =t
Tt—te—her—becanse she had—thought at ﬁ’E time 1t wasn't
muchito Bia i At con31der1ng she had given Eg? 5?4Fmﬁ{
that piece of sandwich glass for which she had never
received so much as a thank you.
=

Usually any thought of her sister-in-law was uns
pleasant at best. But, surprisingly, now, she began
Clo ium Bat it il ev - Eunei. "We must smell sweet---- We
must smell sweet," she sang as she patted herself with
the over}gize [ONDIEAT

Then she was tired, enervated. She sat on the
edge of the bed, her heart fluttering inside her like
the wings of a small bird. She thought of telephoning
the doctor and calling the whole thing off. Doctors
weren't like they used to be. They were society now.
Too good to make a simple house call.
A {By seven-thirty, however, she was at the breakfast
table, dressed in her new dark blue suit with the fake

red geranium placed just so. She felt like a warm,

pulsating tea cookie.




Nie sy she walsl nervous.,

"At my age, you know, I guess you can just look
for anything," she said to her son John Bedford, who was
sitting across from her, coffee cup in hand staring

113 fixedly at the wall with his puffed eyes. "I hope it
isn't gall bladder. Last night I was lying in bed and
something just came to me, said 'gall bladder'."

John Bedford said nothing and his eyes, hound=
dark and sad beneath his balding hairline, gazed out
toward the window as if even that was a movement he
would have avoided could he have.

Mrs. McBee took note of the fact that John Bedford
was galning weight. It was more obvious in profile,
cheeks and jowls. She hoped he hadn't inherited anything
from her brother-in-law. Forrest McBee weighed two
hundred and sixty pounds when he died. He had eaten
himself to death. But—that-was rare—in—a McBee. Mast
of—them—weore—thin.

"Sadie Parkham has it, gall bladder, and she can't
eat cabbage or black-eyed peas, turnip greens or any%p
thingJ-and here I'd been thinking all these years greens

/'\
would cure you of anything. Funny world. Funny world."
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She buttered a half piece of partially burned toast.
Iihon bt vou s thimlssioR !
\ F"Uh," said John Bedford.
}"They say they don't eat them at all in the North.
Did you ever eat them in New York?"

"Eat what?" he said in his slow drawl and frowned
as i1f he were in pain.

"Greens. Turnip greens."

UNo. !

Mrs. MeBee gave a little laugh. "I guess they
thought you were just some sort of little Georgia hick
up there, didn't they?"

"I don't know what they thought."

"You sound kind of irritable, dear."

John Bedford continued to gaze out the window with
an expression so empty Mrs. McBee was sure he wasn't
listening.

"T think it's nice to be cheerful in the morning;:

even 1f you do have to go to a doctor."

' "Go right ahead," he mumbled.
|

' | "Dear me, dear me. Aren't we touchy?"

KJohn Bedford glowered at her.
|



"You are going to fix yourself up a bit, aren't
you? We don't have much time. The nurse said Wt ToRE e

. come, first serve,' and I don't want to sit there all
1N

n

day.
Mrs. McBee wanted to ask him to wear a tie and a
coat. She didn't know why he had got so careless about
his dress since he had come home, just sitting around
all day in his shirt sleeves, sometimes with that bit
of skin showing over the beltline. As intelligent and
smart as he was, it did look as if he could take some
care. How in the world did he ever expect to get him?
self a decent wife? But there was time enough, she guessed.
He was only thirty-two.
"Still a rollicking youth," she said happily, and
John Bedford gazed at her questioningly with his heavily
lidded eyes.
"Ah, me,! Mrs. MecBee sighed.
"We'!re just golng to the doctor, for Christsakes,"

¢ said John Bedford.
u) \0 "Now, don't dear."
’—_hjp—hﬁzDon't what?"

"Don't speak of our Lord that way, not in the

morning."
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John Bedford dragged his open palm down the side

of his face. Certainly he would shave before they went.
She didn't want to walk into the doctor's office with
somebody looking like that.

W Justl think 1t's nice to look' ag mneat asl pesigibile
when you go out," she said. "I even try to look as nice
as I can around the house. You never know who might
just wander in."

INobledy. ' That s whiol !l

"Well, I declare," said Mrs. McBee rising from
the table and taking the dishes back to the kitchen.
"You can't say anything to some people nowadays. You
can't say anything. Well, well, well."

"What time do you have to be there?" drawled
John iBeldford, istill sdtting at the table.

WIust lag seon las the fdooriopens. ' I dentt mind
admitting I'm a bitﬁ%"

"The doctor won't be there. He won't be in his
office before ten."

/ "But all those other people will be ahead of us."
i"Well, I've got more to do than sit around in a
doctor's office all day."

Mrs. McBee started to ask just what. "It won't



g ..

be long. I just want to ask him a few questions. That's

skl
o "A few questions. From you?" There was a slight
X J S
\
moan. |
N
The moan was the final insult. "You don't have to ¢
€
take mes" Mrs. McBee could hear her own voice, weak, even g
g ?)
NS
shy. "I guess I could get a ride in with Mr. Flemming." {*

She didn't want to ride with Mr. Flemmimg. Mr. Flemmlng qﬁ/

H S NoPE) Hdosdined ’Lh——;g > &d"
also lived out from town A% ! dﬁ Iﬁ?’i?Gve
/ /I

to his government job in a plck—up truck.
"1 sald Tfditake you. Didatt T?"
"But you sound so unpleasant about it. I don't
want you to do it unless you can go in the right spirit.”
"What do you want me to do? Dance a jig?"
"You can be awfully unthinking sometimes, son.
Just a simple little request and—rf‘
s a fidl T d b alce ronl, éé; irgon't see why we have

to get there at dawn."

V. px |"Just a simple little-=" All at once Mrs. McBee

1 M

thought she was going to weep. She hadn't shed a tear
in twenty years. But now, standing in the cold kitchen
all dressed up with the dirty plate in her hand, she

believed she was going to break down and sob like a baby.
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Here she was, nothing but a widow with one lazy son, a
daughter who was too busy to write her, and she was
getting old and sick trying to turn every stone to make
a'proper, dignified Lliving.

"I could tell you right now what's wrong with you,"
said John Bedford from the breakfast room.

| Mrs. McBee said nothing.

\s | "I told OBl ML Y dalkEalalt g

‘ "What?" managed Mrs. McBee.

"Psychosomatic. Anybody who's got as much energy
as you've got, there couldn't possibly be anything wrong.
Itt's all in the mind."

A fine one to talk, thought Mrs. McBee. She
gulped back the tears.

"In the mind," said John Bedford with finality as
he scraped back his chair. He shut the breakfast room
door with more force than necessary.

"There's nothing wrong with my mind," muttered
Mrs. McBee to the empty kitchen. And then the possibil4
ity that there might be struck her. John Bedford knew
all about such things, though if you asked her he
certainly didn't practice what he preached. Always

complaining. Still, he knew about things. P%ycho—this
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and psycho-that. It was his whole talk since he had
come home. But there had never been anything like that
in the family. Nothing mental. "On either side.”/

"What I have is real." Suddenly she wondered if she
were going to die. She pictured herself in the four=
poster bed upstairs, %ﬁ;&i@%l and John Bedford standing
by with his hound's eyes saying he was sorry, sorry,
sorry he had been so wrong. And she would go home gently
as a lamb.

The thought was so beautiful the rush of tears

came with full force, and she stood for what seemed a

long time picturing her death, fighting the tears, fightf‘

ing the heaviness in her chest.

She was so upset she believed she would have to call
the doctor. "I just don't have a way to get there," she
would say pathetically. Then she would march right up
to John Bedford and say: "I am not going. I hope that
pleases you. : It's all ‘in my mind.,"

But she had to go, and the thought brought the weak-

ness to her legs. "Ah, Lord." She gazed hollowly at &

deippinglfancetiilat thet sink v imtiratildthadinot beon

/ ;
mended. "Maybe I should just go on and die--an old worky

horse just run out."
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With—tho—lefit—hand she idly ran herq&and across the
§ = |

material of her skirt, and the touch, the very newness
of it, its softness, brought her back again, bringing
back the old strength like a healing. She was feeling
sorry for herself, simpering like an old fool. She didn't
know when she had done such a thing.
rx'l"Why, Letitia Graham McBee," she said aloud to the
colldikittchen. UNew, Fou just get held of yourself. W Get
up some gumption here now. There isn't anything in the
world that can defeat Letitia Graham McBee." She put

~ 4 L
the dish down with authority and marched into the break-
fagst room to gather up the rest of the dishes.

"Yes, now. Remember you're a Graham! Just

remember that."
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