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I. The Parental Bent






I. THE PARENTAL BENT

I

THE BIRD cocked his head as he hopped out into the sun
from between the flowers behind the hoops round the flower-
bed. He kept his feet side by side when he hopped. When he
cocked his head his eye was looking right in the little boy’s
eye. He pecked hard into the damp dirt between his feet.
When he hopped again a pink worm was wiggling in his
beak. The little boy yelled to Old Soul to look he’d taught
a worm. Old Soul raised his cane into the sky and sighted
along it at the bird as he flew and made a popping noise with
his lips. “Bagged him, Glenn,” he said, and the middle of his
eyes were bright and black like the bird’s eyes, in his white
face that ended in drooping white whiskers that hid his chin
and most of his necktie. “Now he’s dead,” yelled the little
boy.

z)ld Soul said the bird was dead as a door nail and that made
the little boy laugh. Then he said that when he’d been a little
boy, bigger than Glenn but stll a little boy, he had been
reputed a good shot with a rifle, he could shoot a railbird’s
head off at a hundred paces and not ruffle the feathers, but
he’d seen too much shooting along the Potomac and in the
Wilderness and besieged in Petersburg and now he wouldn’t
shoot a living thing. “Shoot him,” said the little boy, pointing
at the gentleman on the horse who was taking off his hat while
his horse stood on his hind legs. Old Soul said he wouldn’t
shoot him, he was General Andrew Jackson of Tennessee,
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whatever might have been said against him he had been a great
heart and a Christian Gentleman.

The lady in the big white hat with flowers on it coming
towards them down the path was Mother. The little boy ran
to meet her yelling, “Oh, Muddy, Old Thoul thot a bird.”
Mother’s skirts swished as she stooped and hugged him and
he could smell the sachetpowder smell of her clothes. She
said Old Soul wouldn’t hurt a fly.

He pulled her by the hand to where Old Soul was slowly
getting up off the bench, taking off his black hat with a sweep
like the Christian Gentleman on the horse. From under his hat
skimpy white silk hairs shone in the sun round a pink bald
head. Mother kissed Old Soul at the corner of his whiskers
and asked Papa darling had the little imp been good. Old
Soul said a regular little preacher. Then Old Soul took his hat
off again and said Granny would be worrying if he were late,
Granny would think he was out skylarking, and Glenn and
Mother watched Old Soul, limping a little and leaning on his
cane, walk off slowly down the gravel path between the hoops
that kept you off the sunshiny grass where the birds hopped
looking for worms. Straight as a ramrod at eightytwo and a
Christian Gentleman, was what Mother said Old Soul was, and
that that was what little Glenn must always be. They started
off the other way towards home, Glenn holding tight to
Mother’s hand that was warm inside its white glove.

2

GLENN AND DAD were taking a walk downtown; he
had a stitch in his side from trying to keep up with Dad’s long
steps after all the stuffing and mashed potatoes and gravy of
Mother’s Sunday dinner. Glenn’s high black shoes pinched his
toes and a frayed place on the stiff Eton collar sawed at his
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neck. The blue serge suit he’d been bought for sundayschool
and was beginning to grow out of bound him under the
arms. It was Sunday afternoon and he hated it. He was afraid
Dad would say something about his black eye. Dad hadn’t
said anything about it yet. Dad stopped short at the corner to
look at a headline on a ncwspaper on a rack outside of the
drugstore. Now he was going to say something. The paper
was yesterday’s and was all gritty and curled at the edges from
being out all day in the dusty fall sun. Glenn gulped a breath.
The stitch in his side eased up.

“Puffing, eh?” was what Dad said, looking down with his
head on one side the way he had.

Dad took his spectacles out of his case he carried in the
inside pocket of his coat, and put them on to sce the headline
better. Then he said for Glenn to tell him about the fight.
‘Glenn felt his face go all hot; he couldn’t say anything but
just swallowed a lump.

Dad’s glasses were so thick that the way the light struck
them it looked like he didn’t have any eyes behind the glasses.
He was saying slowly that Mother had said Glenn had gotten
into a fight sticking up for a smaller boy, and that it was a
Christian Gentleman’s duty to protect the weak, but it was just
as well not to do it in school hours when it was against the
rules. Glenn gasped that some big guys who were big bullies
had jumped him in recess. Dad went on, pronouncing every
letter of each word in the carcful poiscd way he had, like he
was speaking to an audience in a hall, to say that guy was an
English word for scarecrow and he didn’t want his boy pick-
ing up slang and fighting and bad manners in school, and he
went on telling about Guy Fawkes and the Gunpowder Plot
and blowing up the Houses of Parliament in England in the
reign of King James and the dreadful tortures they had in the
olden days, and how they used to burn people at the stake.

Ed Welsh and Joe Herman had had Piggy Green tied up
against a post in the basement and had him almost scared to
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death telling him they were going to burn him at the stake
when Glenn had come out of the toilet and said it was a shame.
Ed had come towards him on his toes shadowboxing with his
fists and asked what did he want to make of it, and Glenn had
said all he’d said was that it was a shame, and Ed had socked
him right in the eye so that he saw stars like in the funnies,
and Joe had tripped him up from behind, and he’d bumped
his head on the floor, and that minute the bell had rung and
Ed and Joe had beat it and there was Mr. Hines standing over
him, and Piggy, the dirty little snitch, had said it was Glenn
had tied him up, and Glenn had been sent still blubbering up
to the principal and he’d been kept in every day for a week
and had to copy A bully is the most despicable of men five
hundred times. But he couldn’t explain all that to Dad; all he
could say was, “Yes, Dad,” “No, Dad,” while Dad went on
lecturing him.

3

THE KIDS were all fooling round the pond when Jack
Simmonds said let’s play Washington at Valley Forge. Freddy
said it was a slick idea, he always did back up anything Jack
said, and Jack said he’d be George Washington and Freddy
could be Monseer Lafayette and the rest of them could be
the army. When Freddy yelled out that the Kid had to play
Benedict Arnold it made Glenn feel all chilly inside. They
didn’t need to call him the Kid even if he was the youngest
of the bunch. He said he didn’t want to play Benedict Arnold.

Jack was already George Washington and he had a lath
for a sword and Skinny Ames was making him a wig out of
a piece of gunnysack. Freddy was saying hadn’t they better
start with the Declaration of Independence, but Jack said to
hell with that, they were at Valley Forge and it was snowing
something awful.
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Freddy said that would cost Jack a penny because he’d said
the first guy that cussed or talked dlrty would have to pay a
fine. Jack said it didn’t count because it was in the part.
Freddy said sure George Washington swore awful but he
didn’t tell lies or say shit. Jack said that would cost Monseer
Lafayette a nickel. Freddy said he hadn’t said it, he’d just said
that George Washington didn’t say it. George Washington
said all right but the next guy that cussed or talked dirty got
a kick in the pants.

Then he said to Benedict Arnold to start his treason and
bowed low to Freddy and said in his best elocution voice that
it was snowing something awful and that the troops had their
feet bound in bloody rags and that the redcoats were all
around them and that they were encamped in the valley by
the forge and that he hoped there weren’t any traitors around
because he and Monseer Lafayette were going into their tents
to get a few winks of sleep.

Glenn said there weren’t any traitors around because he
wasn’t going to play Benedict Arnold, he wanted to be the
Green Mountain Boys and attack the redcoats from the rear;
and George Washington jumped up from where he was lying
in the grass under the willow tree and said Glenn would damn
well play Benedict Arnold or get his block knocked off, and
Freddy made a fist under his nose and said sure the Kid was
cut out to play Benedict Arnold because his old man was
against preparedness and that was the same as a traitor, that
was what Freddy had heard his Uncle Will say, he didn’t care
if that damn Spotswood was a preacher he was against pre-
paredness and that was the same thing as being a traitor to the
flag. .,

Glenn stood facing them with his fists clenched blinking
without being able to say anything, until Skinny came towards
them across the grass frowning and said well he guessed
Freddy was fined that time. Freddy said it was Uncle Will
talking but Jack said it didn’t work unless he said quotation
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mark, and just for that Freddy would have to play Corn-
wallis when they got around to the Surrender of Yorktown.

Freddy said that first they’d ought to try Benedict Arnold
for treason and then they’d hang him to a sour apple tree.
George Washington said that would be great and made a big
speech to the army saying that there was treason in the camp
and some caitiff had sold the country to the redcoats and to
go, men, and hang the traitor to yon sour apple tree. Glenn
felt he was going to cry. He turned and bolted off through
the bushes, blubbering as he ran, with all the bunch yelling
quitter after him.

There was a little footpath round the edge of the pond that
wound between yellowtwigged willows that already had tiny
green leaves on them because it was spring. The hoots of the
bunch got fainter as Glenn ran, they weren’t coming after
him. He sat down on a rock at the edge of a little cove. Tad-
poles wiggled out of sight when he reached for them. He
folded an old piece of theme he had in his pocket into a toy
boat. Hoptoads were trilling along the cdges of the pond. A
little chilly breeze started just as the sun came out and took
the boat out of reach into the blue center of the pond.

It was Skinny Ames who had a longer reach than Glenn
who fished it back with a stick. Skinny had come up behind
him, talking tough out of the side of his mouth, and saying
to hell wid ’em he was trough wid dat bunch, let’s Glenn and
him be outlaws and act like they damn please. Glenn said if
he was a traitor he might as well be a traitor. Skinny said
solemnly shake, traitor, meet outlaw, and said he’d damn well
like to see Jack or any other son of a bitch call either of them
a traitor. They’d be outlaws the both of them.

"They roamed round the pond, getting their feet wet in the
swampy places where the skunkcabbages were thrusting up
their fat slushy green leaves, catching tadpoles in an old tin
can, watching the hoptoads sitting on each other’s backs all
round the edges of the water. Glenn asked what the hoptoads
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were doing. Skinny threw back his head and laughed, shaking
his thin sides the way he did and said couldn’t he see?

Glenn got cold all over. Skinny said go ahead say it, it
wouldn’t burn him. Glenn said it and blushed red. Then
Skinny caught a couple and showed him how the little one
on top with the dark markings was the male and the big fat
one was the female and how she was laying her eggs in a long
jelly ribbon little by little. The eggs wouldn’t hatch out with-
out the male sitting on top and squirting out his jelly on them.
Even in Skinny’s wet hand the top one went on trilling, puff-
ing out his white neck like a little balloon. Wouldn’t they give
you warts, Glenn stammered. Skinny screwed up his nose and
said he bet Glenn bclieved in Santa Claus, naw, things didn’t
hurt you if you weren’t ascared of ’em.

They were walking up the brook to a place in the birch-
wood where Skinny was going to build a treehouse and he
was saying he’d let Glenn help and they’d have a slick time
trapping muskrats and catching bullfrogs and be outlaws,
when they hcard the supperbell tinkling distant and silvery
through the still afternoon. The sun was setting all yellow
and bright behind the birches.

They began to run. Skinny was ahecad. About halfway up
to the Home House he turned around and said breathless,
“Snap it up, boy, stretch ’em.”

Dr. Cope was just saying the blessing. They had to stand
in the door holding their mouths shut so as not to pant right
out. They were in luck because there were two sixthformers
late too and they slipped into their places right after them.
Glenn looked to see if Mr. Atkins at the end of the table
pulled out his book but he didn’t; he was talking and laugh-
ing about something with the mathematics teacher at the next
table. Glenn’s heart was pounding so he could hardly eat.

It was reading night, and after supper in the livingroom, Dr.
Cope read about Richard Coeur de Lion in his booming voice
that faded off now and then and made the words sound so
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far away and long ago. It ended about how after Richard
Cocur de Lion had died in the Holy Land his faithful retainers
were bringing back his heart to England and fell into an am-
buscade and threw his heart into the center of the fray. When
Dr. Cope stopped reading everybody was so-quiet you could
hear the bids washing dishes in the kitchen and Glenn was all
chilly down his back thinking that Skinny’s name was Richard
too, and that if he’d been his faithful retainer bringing his
heart back from the Crusades he never would have thrown it
away like that. But Dr. Cope went on booming about the
Crusades, and how, when boys went out from these walls and
entered the various callings and professions of the great world,
he hoped they too would always be crusaders for what was
right and just without fear or favor; and he told the story
about a town out west where he’d once taught, where there
had been an accident to the sewer, and due to some labor dis-
turbance or other there had been nobody to mend that sewer,
so that the town was in danger of an epidemic and the boys
from the school had volunteered to go down and mend that
Sewer.

Some boy giggled. Dr. Cope glared round the room and
said severely that he’d rather go down into a sewer than into
the mind of the boy who giggled. Filing in to study hall
Glenn caught himself blushing thinking it was an outlaw he
said he’d be with Skinny not a knight. Maybe they could
be outlaw knights. Through the open window next his desk
as he worked over his French he could smell the skunkcab-
bagy smell of spring and from way off down at the pond came
the trilling of the hoptoads laying their eggs in a long jelly
ribbon round the edges of the water.
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4

GLENN had just finished packing his trunk to leave that
school because Dad had written he didn’t have enough money
to keep him there now that he’d lost his position at Columbia
on account of this war business, and when he’d come out on
the landing with his overcoat on and his hockeystick under
his arm, and his skates in his hand that he hadn’t been able to
get into the trunk, he’d found Skinny there waiting for him.
There wasn’t anybody else there and Skinny said he’d sneaked
out of study hall to say Goodby and Jesus Christ he was
sorry Glenn was going. Then he suddenly ran over to Glenn
and kissed him on the cheek and Glenn didn’t know what to
say and all he could say was he was scared. “So am 1,” said
Skinny, and that was the last time Glenn ever saw Skinny
Ames.

5

THERE was the time Uncle Mat and Aunt Harriet came to
Thanksgiving Dinner. The sizzly smell of the turkey and the
spices in the stuffing filled the kitchen every time Mother
opened the oven door to baste. Glenn had helped lay the table
in the cramped diningroom of the little apartment and had
filled the two china swans with red white and blue candies
and, carefully, with only one or two smudges, had printed out
the names on the placecards.

Dad had been around the house all morning getting into
Mother’s way in the kitchen and frowning as he sat bent al-
most double reading, with his green eyeshade on, at his desk
in the corner of the livingroom. A letter had come from
Tyler overseas that morning that had upset Dad a good deal.
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The letter had said that Tyler wasn’t coming home with his
outfit but that he had just gotten under the line with his com-
mission at Saumur before the armistice and was going to be
sent to Coblenz in the Army of Occupation. Glenn was too
excited about Thanksgiving and everybody coming to dinner
to pay much attention. He and Mother were attending to
everything and Dad was just mooning around, now and then
pulling at his sandy mustache with that worried look and
taking down first one big book and then another from the
top of his desk and setting them down on chairs and forget-
ting to put them back.

Mother, in her pink apron with her hair in curlers, was lean-
ing over the oven of the gasstove basting the turkey. Glenn
was standing beside her with his mouth watering as he
watched the little splashes of juice sizzle as they trickled off
the kitchen spoon onto the brown tight skin of the turkey.
Mother was out of breath. He said couldn’t he do that because
she’d promised him and Dad she wouldn’t do too much. She
said never mind, darling, for him to run around the corner
to get the icecream at Etienne’s. It was all ordered but she
was afraid they wouldn’t bring it in time, and twentyfive cents’
worth of salted almonds, and to be sure to wear his muffler
because it was a terribly raw day.

Glenn ran down the three flights of steps two at a time and
almost fell on his neck in the lower hall. Outside, in the broad
streets, behind the trees rusty with fall, the waving flags and
the bunting showed up bright and candystriped under the
gray blustery sky. Down at the end of the street there must
have been a parade or something because a marching band was
playing “Over There.”

In the French candy store on the avenue it was warm and
smelt of chocolate and baking cake. The fat lady behind the
counter gave Glenn the icecream and the salted nuts in a little
fancy pink carton tied with ribbons at the top and, first thing
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he knew, he’d bought a plaster turkey with little tiny gum-
drops in it for seventyfive cents out of his own money. That
sort of thing helped to garnish the table, the fat lady agreed
in her wheedling French accent. When he got home he ran
up the three steep flights of the back stairs and broke breath-
less into the apartment through the back kitchen door.

Dad was in his shirtsleeves mashing the potatoes and saying,
Ada, he couldn’t help feeling bad about the thought of our
boy in a uniform strutting around lording it over those miser-
able defeated Germans. “I'm afraid he’ll never be good for
anything again.” Mother was whispering she could only feel
thankful that he was safe.

Yes, indeed, Dad intoned in a loud false voice that made
nothing seem fun any more to Glenn, it was a real Thanks-
giving day for the Spotswood family all right, wasn’t it, my
boy; and then he said for him to help his mother beat the
potatoes, because he had to change his clothes; the family
would soon be coming and it would never do for them to
find him like this; they had a poor enough opinion of him
as it was. And Glenn set to beating the mashed potatoes with
all his might with a big fork while Mother poured in a little
milk from a cup. Then she put the mashed potatoes on the
stove in a double boiler to keep hot.

My, they looked good, he said, he was so hungry he could
eat an elephant, and Mother told him to run along now and
brush his hair and wash his hands, because they’d soon be
there, and to tell his father to come and open the oysters.

He'd hardly gotten into his bedroom when the bell rang
and he ran to the door, and there they were, Uncle Mat and
Aunt Harriet and Lorna. Aunt Harriet and Lorna smelt of
perfume and furs and Uncle Mat smelt of bayrum like a bar-
bershop. They had so many coats and mufflers and furs to
hang up that Glenn was still in the coatcloset when Cousin
Jane and Miss Jenks arrived in tweedy outofdoorslooking
wraps, and everybody was crying out, my dear, what a won-
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derful Thanksgiving it was, and the news about Tyler, im-
agine his coming back an officer and going to the Army of
Occupation and maybe he’d have a career in the regular army,
and when Mother came out of the kitchen in her new silky-
ruffly dress and with her hair all curls there was such squeal-
ing and kissing and, my dear, you look like a schoolgirl, and
to think that Tyler’s a second lieutenant at twenty; and out
of it came Uncle Mat’s voice grumbling that Tyler had ought
to have gotten his commission before he went over like the
other college boys did; but Miss Jenks screeched that Herbert
hadn’t wanted him to, he’d wanted him to rise from the ranks,
it was so much more democratic, and she thought it was
splendid.q

Mother said for Glenr: to go help Dad bring in the oysters
and Uncle Mat followed into the kitchen where Dad was
standing by the sink. Dad had a couple of plates of oysters
ready but he’d jabbed himself with the oysterknife and was
standing there looking down with that slow puzzled look he
had at a little drop of dark blood swelling up in the palm of
his hand.

Uncle Mat roared that it was too bad, Herbert, and that
he’d ought to use a leather mit, and grabbed the oysterknife
out of Dad’s hand and started to open the oysters at a great
rate while Dad and Glenn carried the plates into the dining-
room where the table had every leaf in it and they’d hung
paper festoons round the electriclightfixture that Mother
always said was so ugly. Glenn went around straightening the
old linen tablecloth with its stiff creases and Mother’s best
silver spoons and forks that had belonged tc Grandmama
Carroll. Uncle Mat caught him at it and slapped him on the
back so hard it hurt and said he was darned if they hadn’t
turned little Glenn into a regular parlormaid, and Glenn felt
his face getting red, and went out in the back hall and stood
looking out the window at the garbage cans and the spilt
ashes in the back yard, where there was still an oak all golden
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with fall and a scraggly privet bush with green leaves on it.
Somebody had stuck a faded paper American flag at the top
of the privet bush.

When Glenn got back they were all at their places and
Dad was standing still with his eyes drooping, waiting to say
grace. As soon as they’d sat down Aunt Harriet said, now dear
Ada mustn’t do another thing, she was afraid she’d overdone.
Mother shook her head, but she did look pale instead of look-
ing flushed like she had in the kitchen. Her voice sounded
tired when she said she’d so looked forward to having every-
body at her house this Thanksgiving so that they could be
happy with her because she was so happy, and tears began to
run down her cheeks.

Well, now the Huns would get what was coming to them,
Uncle Mat said. He was lifting an oyster dripping with cock-
tail sauce into his fat mouth. He smacked his lips and said he
for one hoped they’d hang the Kaiser and burn Berlin to the
ground, teach ’em a lesson, that was all they understood.

Two wrongs didn’t make a right; Dad was speaking his
carefully pronounced words from the end of the table, when
Lorna began to kick up a row because she’d found an oyster-
crab in her oyster. Uncle Mat roared that she must eat it and
Glenn said he thought they were cute and Lorna screeched
that they were horrid, and Dad said nothing that was Na-
ture was horrid, they were just cute little pink crabs that lived
in the oysters. Lorna dared Glenn and doubledared him to eat
it and poked it across the table at him on her spoon. The tiny
crab crawled a little on his tongue but he crunched it up and
swallowed it. Then Lorna kicked him in the shins under the
table and said now she thought he was horrid.

Uncle Mat got red in the face laughing and spilt cocktail
sauce on his chin gulping down his oysters, so that he looked
like he’d cut himself shaving. He said he didn’t think the
younger generation appreciated oysters, so he distributed
Lorna’s oysters among the grownups and Glenn lost some of
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his too, though he liked them fine. When Uncle Mat had eaten
his last oyster he pushed back his chair a little and Aunt
Harriet made him wipe the cocktail sauce off his chin and
he declared that nothing in the world could beat a Potomac
oyster. But now that we’d won the war the Huns would have
to pay for it, he said looking straight at Dad. Mother and
Cousin Jane were fluttering around taking away the plates.
Dad got that cornered look on his face. He took off his
glasses and rubbed his gray bulging eyes and leaned forward
across his plate before he spoke. He hoped that those really
responsible for the war would be made to pay for it, instead
of the poor people of Germany who were its first victims, he
said, his voice trembling a little; he had confidence that the
President . . . Cousin Jane came to the door and said in her
businesslike way that Herbert must come help them with the
turkey, they were afraid they’d drop it, it was so heavy, and
wasn'’t little Glenn coming to act as headwaiter, so that his
poor mother could sit down and entertain her guests a little.
When Glenn was through passing the vegetables with a nap-
kin on his arm like a real waiter, he sat down and began to
eat. Oh, she hoped the turkey wasn’t dry, Mother kept saying
as she watched Dad shakily carving. Everybody was eating
the turkey and saying how good the stuffing was and please
pass the cranberry sauce or the piccalilli, and it wasn’t until
the second helpings had gone around that Uncle Mat started
to argue with Dad some more. Of course, Uncle Mat said, he
was for backing the President but he thought the leniency
shown to conscientious objectors and disloyal elements in this
country was a scandal. Dad flared up and said did he call
twenty years in jail lenient when the Constitution . . . Uncle
Mat interrupted that that kind of talk was disloyal at a time
like this when our boys were giving their lives to defend the
very principles . . . “After all, Brother Matthew, Tyler’s our
son,” Mother said with a shy smile, “and we ought to know
about sacrifice.” Then she told little Glenn to clear the table
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and bring in the icecream. She said for Lorna to help him but
Lorna didn’t move.

When Glenn brought out the icecream it slithered back
and forth on the platter. Cousin Jane, who was following
with a silver sauceboat of chocolate sauce, cried, “Whoops,
my boy,” in her jolly way that made him feel good again.
But Uncle Mat was still talking about how pacifism was giv-
ing aid and comfort to the enemy and at a time like this. . . .
Dad looked very pale and stern and was spacing his words
slowly and saying that he realized that a great deal of dogma
was out of date and rather obscured the gospels than clari-
fied them but that he could find no justification for a Chris-
tian to take part in war and that he thought the application
of Christianity to war was not only spiritual but practical.

Uncle Mat pushed back his chair and got very red and
said he hadn’t come to listen to a sermon but in his opinion
all pacifists were yellow. “Mat, now you promised me you
wouldn’t,” Aunt Harriet was whining in a singsong voice.
Cousin Jane added in her snappy cheerful tone that this was
Thanksgiving dinner and that arguing at meals gave people
indigestion.

“Herbert, don’t argue with him please,” Mother whispered
down the table, and made Glenn get Uncle Mat’s plate and
gave him another helping of icecream. It made Glenn feel
awful to see how her hand was trembling when she poured
out the bitter fudge sauce. “I should think his own sons would
be ashamed,” Uncle Mat muttered as he helped himself to
another piece of fruit cake.

Lorna started giggling. Aunt Harriet kept hissing hush
across the table. Uncle Mat went on rumbling in his throat
that it was a surprise to him Herbert hadn’t been arrested
before this for his disloyal utterances and us with him for
listening to ’em.

Dad had gotten to his feet, leaving his icecream untouched
on his plate. “After all, Matthew, you are my guest and
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Ada’s.” He walked over to the window and stood there look-
ing out with his thin hands clasped behind his back.

“Mercy,” broke out Miss Jenks, who hadn’t said much dur-
ing dinner because her new set of false teeth bothered her,
but had sat there, with her little pursedup mouth munching
fast like a rabbit’s, in the middle of her bright little lined
pink and white face. “You wouldn’t think the war was over,
would you?”

Then Aunt Harriet suggested that Glenn take his little
cousin Lorna for a walk around the zoo. Lorna pushed her
face out in a big pout and said she hated the old zoo but
everybody thought it was a lovely idea and Uncle Mat gave
them a half dollar to buy peanuts for the elephant with
and they were bundled up and shooed out of the house into
the chilly twilight of the streets.

“Aw, it'll be closed anyway by the time we get there,”
Glenn drawled out of the corner of his mouth, trying to
talk tough. Lorna put her hand on his arm and said, “Let’s
us go downtown and go to the movies. My Uncle Herbert’s
a big sissy, isn’t he?” That made Glenn sore and he wouldn’t
speak to her all the time they were in the movie.

6

IT WAS BEGINNING to get dark. They’d been a long
time without saying anything in the chilly stuffy little apart-
ment, Dad sitting with his head bowed over his desk and
Tyler walking up and down with his tunic open and the belt
of his uniform dangling, smoking cigarette after cigarette and
scowling out the window, Glenn on the davenport trying to
read a book of Howard Pyle’s he’d read when he was a lit-
tle kid. The steampipes began to clank. That was Charley the
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janitor stoking up the furnace like he always did at six o’clock.
Glenn got to his feet.

“Suppose I scramble up some eggs,” he said. His voice broke.
“We'll have to eat.”

“You can’t cook,’ said Tyler sourly.

“You tell him, Dad.”

“You can do anything you put your mind to, never forget
that, boys,” said Dad without turning around from his desk.
Something about the way he said it set Glenn’s teeth on edge.
It was a relief to get away from the others and to start doing
something. He closed the kitchen door behind him and turned
on the light.

When Glenn found himself alone in the small kitchen he
couldn’t keep the tears out of his eyes, it looked so much
like it used to times he’d helped Mother get meals or had
washed the dishes for her. There was the pink scalloped paper
she’d cut out for the shelves of the china cupboard, the row
of old porcelain jars she used to tell him Grandmama Car-
roll had painted the flowers on, her apron with lace round it
still hanging behind the door. The tears didn’t run down his
face, so he wasn’t exactly crying, but his eyes swam. He lit
the gas and filled the teakettle with water and got out knives
and forks and plates. He found some eggs and a tomato and
a few strips of bacon in the icebox and got a yellow- mixing
bowl down from the upper shelf of the cupboard. The kettle
had begun to purr. He lit another gasburner.

The sweet smell of the gas brought back to his mind the
sweet smell of the lilies that morning, the sorry closeness of
black clothes that came from Aunt Harriet and all the cousins
who had come to the funeral, and Charley Nice’s, Dad’s col-
lege friend’s, newly pressed black suit that smelt of the
cleaner’s. Glenn could still see Charley Nice’s round face
pale and pursed above his parson’s collar, the undertaker’s
long yellow teeth bared in a kind of doleful grin, the closed-
up careful faces of the undertaker’s two helpers who looked
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too young and healthy for it. He could still see Mother’s wax
face, motionless under glass, that looked like her but didn’t
really look like her, and the dirty nails and big redknuckled
hands of the young helper who had taken off his black gloves
to screw down the top of the coffin with a shiny new patent
screwdriver with a red handle, and hear the creak of their
shoes and the way their breath hissed through their teeth
when they carried the coffin through the door and down
the narrow stairs. He had felt better when he and Tyler had
had to help. The metal handle had pinched his fingers and
the corner of the coffin had gouged into his shoulder as the
five of them had wrestled with the heavy oblong bulk lurch-
ing down the narrow stairs.

Glenn sliced the tomato and while it was frying in a little
butter went through the livingroom to lay the table in the
diningroom. Dad and Tyler were sitting in the dark without
saying anything. It made Glenn sore the way they sat there.
He lit the light in the diningroom. He wanted to say some-
thing but his throat was too stiff and he couldn’t think what
to say. As he went back into the kitchen he yelled back over
his shoulder in a voice he hadn’t meant to be so raucous, “I
put on some hot water, would you like some tea?” “Allright,
son, anything’ll do,” came Dad’s tired voice back.

“Haven’t you got any coffee?” grumbled Tyler. Glenn
didn’t answer, but went ahead and made the tea. He had
some toast on and stirred up the scrambled eggs with the
tomatoes and fried up some bacon in a separate pan. Then
he buttered the toast and brought everything in on a tray,
calling, “All right, gents, come and get it,” in as cheerful a
tone as he could.

The three of them sat down at the table and began to eat.
Dad poured out the tea. “This is very thoughtful of you,
Glenn,” Dad said. “I guess the kid was hungry,” said Tyler,
smiling. The color had come back into Tyler’s brown face.
He was looking at Glenn with friendly brown eyes under
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his straight black brows. “Hey, I'm not a kid any more,” said
Glenn.

“I guess not, Mister’s in long pants now.”

Dad couldn’t eat anything but he drank a couple of cups
of tea. Then, while the boys ate, he began to talk in his slow
even lecturer’s voice about how happy their two lives had
been when she was perfectly well, before the Caesarean she
had in Cleveland when Glenn was born. Of course that prob-
ably hadn’t been the cause of the cancer, but she’d never
been so well after it, that was a certainty. He remembered
so well the night he took her to the hospital. He’d been giv-
ing a talk about citizenship at the Y.M.C.A., and he’d walked
home out the boulevard feeling frisky as a colt in pasture
because, although the boys had been restless at first, he had
managed to get their attention and to hold it; that was in
the days when everybody was in earnest about reform, and
thought the democracy would be saved if we could only get
honest men in office, T.R. and the progressives. Well, he
still thought he’d been right. But that night was the first
time he’d really felt he could convince others by talking to
them man to man. He’d walked home.feeling like a million
dollars in spite of the heat. They lived a couple of miles out
in three rooms they rented from a Methodist minister’s widow.

“Sure, I remember waking up scared to death and how
Mrs. Appleton dressed me to go to school and did everything
wrong,” said Tyler.

“How can you remember?” Glenn asked.

“I was nearly six, wasn’t I, Dad?”

“You were nearly seven, Tyler,” Dad said.

Glenn was sitting on his hands and rocking back and forth
uneasily on his chair. Why did they have to talk about it,
he kept asking himself. He could see that Dad felt better
now that he was talking about it. He’d even started to eat
a piece of toast. Glenn and Tyler had eaten up everything
else. Dad was saying that those years in Cleveland had been
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the most hopeful time in his life, he’d felt full of faith in
himself and the great new age that was opening for Amer-
ica and he’d been able to make great audiences feel that way
too. Then had come the appointment to Columbi