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“not repugnant to me. It was blended with the odor that he always had. 
I thought that he was going to strike me. He didn’t, however, and in a 

_ moment was opening the door to the lighted hall. Before he went out, : 

again I said: , 
“Tomorrow.” 

The hall light dark and the sound of Brother’s footsteps. gone, I 
naturally rehearsed the whole scene in my mind and upon examination 
found strange elements present. One was something like a longing for my 

brother to strike me when he was leaning over me. Another was his be- 
wilderment at my procedure. On the whole I was amazed at the way I 
had carried the thing off. It was the first incident that I had ever actively 

carried off. Now I only wished that in the darkness when he was leaning 
‘over me I had said languidly, “Oh, Brother,” had said it in a tone indi- 

cating that we had in common some unmentionable trouble. Then I 
- should have been certain of his presence next day. As it was, though, I 

~ had little doubt of his coming home early. 
I would not let myself reflect further on my feelings for my brother— 

my desire for him to strike me and my delight in-his natural odor. I had 
got myself in the habit of postponing such elucidations of-Tiijaipeeuli: 
inelinations until after I had completely settled with Mr. Speed. But, as 

, after all such meetings with my brother, I reflected upon the posthum- 
ous punishments in store for him for his carousing and drinking and re- 
membered my mother’s saying that she had rather see-him in his grave. 
And soon I dropped off to sleep. 7 

4 

The next afternoon at four I had the chessboard on the tea table be- 
fore the front parlor window. I waited for my brother, knowing pretty 
well that he would come and. feeling certain that Mr. Speed would pass. 
(For this was a Thursday afternoon; and during the winter months I had 
found that there were two days of the week on which Mr. Speed never 
failed to pass our house. These were Thursday and Saturday.) I led my 
brother into that dismal parlor gabbling about the places where I had 
found the chessmen long in disuse. When I paused a minute, slipping into 
my seat by the chessboard, he picked up with talk of the senior class play 
and his chances for being chosen valedictorian. Apparently I no longer 
seemed an enigma to him. I thought that he must have concluded that I 
was just a lonely little girl named Betsy. But I doubted that his nature 
was so different from my own that he could sustain objective sympathy 
for another child, particularly a younger sister, from one day to another. 
And since I saw no favors that he could ask from me at this time, my 
conclusion was that he believed that he had never exhibited his drunken- 
ness to me with all his bouncing about on the stair at night; but that he 
was not certain that talking from the other corner of his mouth had been 
precaution enough against his whiskey breath. 

We faced each other over the chessboard and set the men in order. 
There were only a few days before it would be March, and the light 
through the window was first bright and then dull. During my brother’s 
moves I stared out the window at the clouds that passed before the sun; 
and watched pieces of newspaper that blew about the yard. I was.calm be- 
yond my own credulity. 
jokes and showing real interest in the game. I tried to terrorize myself by 
imagining Mr. Speed’s coming up to the very window this day. I even had 
him shaking his cane and his derby hat at us. But the frenzy which I 
expected at this step of my preparation did not come. And some part of 
Mr. Speed’s formidability seemed to have vanished. I realized that by 

- Speed’s derby did blow off and across the » Over the lawn. Mr. Speed turned, holding his lapels with his tremendous hand, shouting oaths 
to stumble after his hat. 

Then I realized that my brother was 
was outside the window with Mr. § 
wind. 

= 

that I could hear indistinctly, and tried 

gone from the room; and he 
peed chasing Mr. Speed’s hat in the 

I sat back in my chair: my breath came short: one elbow went down on the chessboard disordering the black and white Pawns and the kings and queens and castles and knights. And through the window I watthed Brother handing Mr. Speed his derby. I 
drunk man’s oaths and curses. I saw him  
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I saw that he was taking the whole thing as a thrust at his own be- 

havior. 

“I just think Mr. Speed is very cae Brother.” 

From the detached expression of his eyes 1 knew that he was not 

convinced. = | 
“I wouldn’t mind him less if he were sober,” I said. “Mr. Speed’s 

like—a loose horse.” : 

This analogy convinced him. He knew then what I meant. 

“You mustn’t waste your time being afraid of such things,” he said 

in great earnestness. “In two or three years there’ll be things that you'll 

have to be afraid of. Things you really can’t avoid.” 

“What did he say to you?” I asked. 

“He cussed and threatened to hit me with that stick.” 

-“For no reason?” 

“Old Mr. Speed’s burnt out his reason with whiskey.” 

‘Tell me about him.” I was almost imploring him. 

“Everybody knows about him. He just wanders around town, drunk. 

Sometimes downtown they take him off in the Black Maria.” 

I pictured him on the main streets that I knew downtown and in the 

big department stores. I could see him in that formal neighborhood where 

my grandmother used to live. In the neighborhood of Miss Hood and 

Miss Herron’s school. Around the little houses out where my father's 

secretary lived. Even in nigger town. 

“You'll get used to him, for all his ugliness,” Brother said. Then we 

sat there till my father came in, talking almost gaily about things that 

were particularly ugly in his clothes and face and in his way of walking. 

Since the day that I watched myself say “away” in the mirror, I had 

spent painful hours trying to know once more that experience which I 

now regarded as something like mystical. But the stringent course that I, 

motherless and lonely in our big house, had brought myself to follow 

while only thirteen had given me certain mature habits of thought. Idle 

and unrestrained day-dreaming I eliminated almost entirely from my 

experience, though I delighted myself with fantasies that I quite con- 

sciously worked out and which, when concluded, I usually considered 

carefully, trying to fix them with some sort of childish symbolism. 

Even idleness in my nightly dreams disturbed me. And sometimes as 

I tossed half awake in my big bed I would try to one together my dreams 

into at least a form of logic. Sometimes I would complete an unfinished 

dream and wouldn’t know in the morning what ae I had dreamed and 

what part pieced out. I would often smile over the ends that I had plotted 

in half wakeful moments but found pride in dreams that were complete 
in themselves and easy to fix with allegory, which I called “meaning.” I 

found that a dream could start for no discoverable reason, with the sight 

of a printed page on which the first line was, atic a a time”; and 
soon could have me a character in a strange fable. / 

. 1 awoke one Saturday morning in early March at Ge sound of my 
father’s voice in the downstairs hall. He was talking to the servants, or? 
dering the carriage I think. I believe that I awoke at the sound of the 
carriage horses’ names. I went to my door and called ‘“‘good-bye” to him. 
He was twisting his moustache before the hall mirror, and he looked up 
the stairway at me and smiled. He was always abashed to be caught be- 

: fore a looking glass, and he called out self-consciously and affectionately 

that he would be home at noon. 

I closed my door and. went to the little dressing table that he had had 
put in my room on my birthday. The card with his handwriting on it was- 
still stuck in the corner of the mirror: “For my young lady daughter.” I 
was so thoroughly aware of the gentleness in his nature this morning that 
any childish timidity before him would, I thought, seem an injustice, and 
I determined that I should sit with him and my uncles in the parlor that 
afternoon and perhaps tell them all of my fear of the habitually drunken 
Mr, Speed and with them watch him pass before the parlor window. That — 
morning I sat before the mirror of my dressing table and put up my hair 
In a knot on the back of my head for the first time. | 

Before Father came home at noon, however, I had taken my hair 
down, and I was not now certain that he would be unoffended by my 
mention of the neighborhood drunkard. But I was resolute in my purpose, 
and when my two uncles came after lunch, and the three men shut them- | 
selves up in the parlor for the afternoon, I took my seat across the hall - 
in the little library, or den, as my mother had called it, and spent the first 
hours of the afternoon skimming over the familiar pages of Peseis Tales 
0 f OV Virginny. ? 

My father had seemed tired at lunch. He talked very little and drank 
only half his cup of coffee. He asked Brother matter of fact questions 
about his plans for college in the fall and told me once to try cutting my 
meat instead of pulling it to pieces. And as I sat in the library afterward, 
I wondered if he had been thinking of my mother. Indeed, I wondere< 

whether or not he ever thought of her. He never mentioned her to us; and 
in a year I had forgotten exactly how he treated her when she had been 
alive. 

___ It was not only the fate of my brother’s soul that I had given thought 
to since my mother’s death. Father had always had his toddy on Satur- 
day afternoon with his two bachelor brothers. But there was more than 
one round of toddies served in the’ ‘parlor on Saturday now. Throughout 
the early part of this afternoon I could hear the tinkle of the bell in the 
kitchen, and presently the houseboy would appear at the door of the par-. 
lor with a tray of ice-filled glasses. 3 

As he entered the parlor each time, I would catch a glimpse over my _ , 
book of the three men. One was usually standing, whichever one was 
leading the conversation. Once they were laughing heartily; and as the 
negro boy came out with the tray of empty glasses, there was a smile on 
his face. * 

As their voices grew louder and merrier, my courage slackened. It 
was then that I first put into words the thought that in my brother and 
father I saw something of Mr. Speed. And I knew that it was more than a 
taste for whiskey that they had in common. 

At four o’clock I heard Brother’s voice mixed with those of the Ben- 
ton boys outside the front door. They came into the hall, and their voices © 
were high and excited. First one, then another would demand to be heard ~ 
with: “No, listen now; let me tell you what.” In a moment I heard 
Brother on the stair. Then two of the Benton brothers appeared in the ©  
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doorway of the library. Even the youngest, who was not a year older than 

I and whose name was Henry, wore long pants, and each carried a cap in 

hand and a linen duster over his arm. I stood up and smiled at them, and 

with my right forefinger I pushed the black locks which hung loosely 

about my shoulders behind my ears. 

“We’re going motoring in the Carltons’ machine,” Henry said. 

I stammered my surprise and asked if Brother were going to ride in 

_ it. One of them said that he was upstairs getting his hunting cap, since he 

had no motoring cap. The older brother, Gary Benton, went back into the 

hall. I walked toward Henry, who was standing in the doorway. 

“But does Father know you're going?” I said. 

As I tried to go through the doorway, Henry stretched his arm across 

it and looked at me with a critical frown on his face. 

‘Why don’t you put up your hair?” he said. 
I looked at him seriously, and I felt the heat of the blush that came 

“ever my face. I felt it on the back of my neck. I stooped with what I 

thought considerable grace and slid under his arm and passed into the 

hall. There were the other two Benton boys listening to the voices of my 

~uncles and my father through the parlor door. I stepped between them. 

and threw open the door. Just as I did so, Henry Benton commanded, 

“Elizabeth, don’t do that!” And I, swinging the door open, turned and 

smiled at him. 

I stood for a moment looking blandly at my father and my uncles. 

I was considering what had made me burst in upon them in this manner. 
It was not merely that I had perceived the opportunity of creating this 

little disturbance and slipping in under its noise, though I was not uncon- 
scious of the advantage. I was frightened by the boys’ impending adven- 
ture in the horseless carriage but surely not so much as I normally should 

~ have been at breaking into the parlor at this forbidden hour. The imme- 
diate cause could only be the attention which Henry Benton had shown 
me. His insinuation had been that I remained too much a little girl, and 
I had shown’him that at any rate I was a bold, or at least a naughty, 

Little girl, oS | 
My father was on his feet. He put his glass on the mantelpiece. And 

it seemed to me that from the three men came in rapid succession all 

rather showing off their breeding and poise I thought. The three men 
moved and talked clumsily before them, as the three Benton brothers 
went each to each of the men carefully distinguishing between my uncles’ 
titles: doctor and colonel. I thought how awkward all of the members of - 
my own family appeared on occasions that called for grace. Brother 
strode into the room with his hunting cap sideways on his head, and he 
announced their plans, which the tactful Bentons, uncertain of our fam- 
ily’s prejudices regarding machines, had not mentioned. Father and my 
uncles had a great deal to say about who was going-to-do-the-driving, and 
Henry Benton without giving an answer gave a polite invitation to the 

~-men to join them. To my chagrin both my uncles accepted with-the- 
--greatest-of-pleasure what really had not been an invitation at all. And 
_’ they persisted in accepting it even after Brother in his rudeness raised the 

question of room in the five-passenger vehicle. , 
Father said, “Sure. The more, the merrier.” But he declined to go 

“himself and declined for me Henry’s invitation. 
The plan was, then, as finally outlined by the oldest of the Benton 

brothers, that the boys should proceed to the Carltons’ and that Brother 
should return with the driver to take our uncles out to the Carltons’ house 
which was one of the new residences across from the suburban park, 
where the excursions in the machine were to be made. : 

The four slender youths took their leave from the heavy men with 
the gold watch chains across their stomachs, and I had to shake hands 
with each of the Benton brothers. To each I expressed my regret that. 
Father would not let me ride with them, emulating their poise with all my 
art. Henry Benton was the last, and he smiled as though he knew what I 

~*was up to. In answer to his smile I said, “Yes, I still like to play games.” 
I stood by the window watching the four boys in the street until they 

were out of sight. My father and his brothers had taken their seats in 
silence, and I was aware of just how unwelcome I was in the room. Fi- 

mally my uncle who had been a colonel in the Spanish War and who wore 
bushy blonde sideburns whistled under his breath and said, “Well, there’s 

~ no doubt about it, no doubt about it.” 
He winked at my father, and my father looked at me and then at my 

uncle. Then quickly in a ridiculously over-serious tone he asked, What, 
sir? No doubt about what, sir?” 

“Why, there’s no doubt that this daughter of yours was flirting with 
the youngest of the Messers. Benton.” 

My father looked at me and twisted his moustache and said with the 
same pomp that he didn’t know what he’d do with me if I started that 
sort of thing. My two uncles threw back their heads, each giving a short 
laugh. My uncle the doctor took off his pince nez and shook them at me 
and spoke in the same mock-serious tone of his brothers: 

“Young lady, if you spend your time in such pursuits you'll only 
‘bring upon yourself and upon the young men about town the greatest un- 
happiness. I, as a bachelor, must plead the cause of the young Bentons!”” 

- E'turned to my father in indignation that approached rage. 
- “Father,” I shouted, “there’s Mr. Speed out there!” 

“He’s drunk,” I said. My lips quivered, and I think I must have 
blushed at this first mention of the unmentionable to my father. 

“Poor old Speed,” he said. I looked at my uncles, and they were 
shaking their heads, echoing my father’s tone. 

“What ever did happen to Speed’s old maid sister?” 
doctor said. 

“She’s still with him,” Father said. 
Mr. Speed appeared soberer today than I had ever seen him. He 

carried no overcoat to drag on the ground, and his stagger was barely no- 
ticeable. The movement of his lips and an occasional gesture were the ° 

my uncle the  
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only evidence of intoxication. I was enraged by the irony that his good 
behavior on this of all days presented. Had I been a little younger I might 
have suspected conspiracy on the part of all men against me, but I was 
old enough to suspect no person’s being even interested enough in me to 
plot against my understanding, unless it be some vague personification of 
life itself. 

The course which I took, I thought afterward, was the proper one. 
I do not think that it was because I was then really conscious that when 
one is determined to follow some course rigidly and is blockaded one must 
fire furiously, if blindly, into the blockade, but rather because I was 

frightened and in my fear forgot all logic of attack. At any rate, I fired 
furiously at the three immutable creatures. 

“Pm afraid of him,” I broke out tearfully. I shouted at them, “He’s 
always drunk! He’s ‘always going by our house drunk!” 

My father put his arms about me, but I continued talking as I wept 
on his pleated shirt front. I heard the barking sound of the machine horn 
out in front, and I felt my father move one hand from my back to motion 

my uncles to go. And as they shut the parlor door after them, I felt that 
I had let them escape me. 

I heard the sound of the motor fading out up Church Street, and 
Father led me to the settee. We sat there together for a long while, and 
neither of us spoke until my tears had dried. 

I was eager to tell him just exactly how fearful I was of Mr. Speed’s 
coming into our house. But he only allowed me to tell him that I was 

“After all,” he said, nonsensically I thought, “you’re a young lady now.” 
And in several curiously twisted sentences he told me that I mustn’t seek 
things to fear in this world. He said that it was most unlikely, besides, 
that Speed would ever have business at our house. He punched at his left 
side several times, gave a prolonged belch, settled a pillow behind his 
head and soon was sprawled beside me on the settee, snoring. 

6 

But Mr. Speed did come to our house, and it was in less than two 

months after this dreary twilight. And he came as I had feared he might 
come, in his most extreme state of drunkenness and at a time when I was 

alone in the house with the maid Lucy. But I had done everything that 
a little girl, now fourteen, could do in preparation for such an eventuality. 
And the sort of preparation that I had been able to make, the clearance of 
all restraints and inhibitions regarding Mr. Speed in my own mind and in 
my relationship with my world, had necessarily, I think, given me a ma- 

turer view of my own limited experiences; though, too, my very age must 

be held to account for a natural step toward maturity. 

In the two months following the day that I first faced Mr. Speed’s 
- existence with my father, I came to look at every phase of our household 

life with a more direct and more discerning eye. As I wandered about 
that shadowy and somehow brutally elegant house, sometimes now with 
a knot of hair on the back of my head, events and customs there that had 

repelled or frightened me I gave the closest scutiny. In the daytime I 
ventured into such forbidden spots as the servants’ and the men’s bath- 
rooms. The filth of the former became a matter of interest in the study 
of the servants’ natures, instead of the object of ineffable disgust. The 

_ other became a fascinating place of wet shaving brushes and leather straps 
and red rubber bags. 

_ There was. an anonymous little negro boy that I had seen many 
mornings hurrying away from our back door with a pail. I discovered that 
he was toting buttermilk from our icebox with the permission of our cook. 
And I sprang at him from behind a corner of the house one morning and 
scared him so that he spilled the buttermilk and never returned for more. 

Another morning I heard the cook threatening to slash the houseboy 
with her butcher knife, and I made myself burst in upon them; and be- 
fore Lucy and the houseboy I told her that if she didn’t leave our house 
that day, I’d call my father and, hardly knowing what I was saying, I 
added, “And the police.” She was gone, and Lucy had got a new cook be- 
fore dinner time. In this way, from day to day, I began to take my place 
as mistress in our motherless household. 

I could no longer be frightened by my brother with a mention of 
runaway horses. And instead: of terrorized I felt only depressed by his 
long and curious arguments with my father. I was depressed by the num- 
ber of the subjects to and from which they oscillated spasmodically. The 
world as a whole still seemed unconsciously larger than my possible com- 
prehension. But I had learned not to concern myself with so general and 
unreal a problem until I had cleared up more particular and real ones. 

It was during these two months that I noticed the difference between 
the manner in which my father spoke before my uncles of Mr. Speed 
when he passed and that in which he spoke of him before my brother. 
To my brother it was the condemning, “There goes Old Speed again.” 
But to my uncles it was, “ There goes Old Speed,” with the sympathetic 
addition, “the -rascal.”-Though..my {father_and_his brothers obviously 
found me more agreeable because a pleasanter spirit had replaced my old - 
timidity, they yet considered me a child; and my father little dreamed 
that I discerned such traits in his character, or that I understood, if I 
even listened to, their anecdotes and their long funny stories. Indeed, it 
was only now that I began to find any interest in the stories, and it was 
an interest in the peculiar choice of subject and in the way that the men 
told their stories. 

When Mr. Speed came, I was accustomed to thinking that there was 
something in my brother’s and in my father’s natures that was fully in 
sympathy with the very brutality of his drunkenness. And I knew that 
they would not consider my hatred for him and for that part of him © 
which I saw in them. For that alone I was glad that it was on a Thursday 
afternoon, when I was in the. house alone with Lucy, that one of the 
heavy sort of rains that come towards the end of May drove Mr. Speed - 
onto our porch for shelter. 

Otherwise I wished for nothing more than the sound of my father’s © 
strong voice when I stood trembling before the parlor window and watched - 
Mr. Speed stumbling across our lawn in the flaying rain. I only knew to“ 
keep at the window and make sure that he was actually coming into our °  
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--house. I believe that he was drunker than I had ever before seen him, and 

his usual ire seemed to be doubled by the raging weather. 

Despite the aid of his cane, Mr. Speed fell to his knees once in the 

muddy sod. He remained kneeling there for a time with his face cast in 

resignation. Then once more he struggled to his feet in the rain. Though I 

was ever conscious that I was entering into young-womanhood at that 

age, I can only think of myself as a child at that moment; for it was the 

helpless fear of a child that I felt as I watched Mr. Speed approaching 

our door. Perhaps it was the last time I ever experienced the inconsolable 

desperation of childhood. 

Next I could hear his cane beating on the boarding of the little porch 

before our door. I knew that he must be walking up and down in that 

little shelter. Then I heard Lucy’s exasperated voice as she came down 

the steps. I knew immediately, what she confirmed afterward, that she 
thought it Brother, eager to get into the house, beating on the door. 

I, aghast, opened the parlor door just as she pulled open the great 
front door. Her black skin ashened as she beheld Mr. Speed—his face 
crimson, his eyes bleery, and his gray clothes dripping water. He shuffled 

through the doorway and threw his stick on the hall floor. Between his 

~ oaths and profanities he shouted over and over in his broken, old man’s 

voice, “Nigger, nigger.” I could understand little of his rapid and slurred 

speech, but I knew his rage went round and round a man in the rain and 
the shelter of a neighbor’s house. 

Lucy fled up the long flight of steps and was on her knees at the 
_head of the stair, in the dark upstairs hall, begging me to come up to her. 

I only stared, as though paralyzed and dumb, at him and then up the 
steps at her. The front door was still open; the hall was half in light; and 

I could hear the rain on the roof of the porch and the wind blowing the 
trees which were in full green foliage. 3 

At last I moved. I acted. I slid along the wall past the hatrack and 
the console table, my eyes on the drunken old man who was swearing up 
the steps at Lucy. I reached for the telephone; and when I had rung for 
central, I called for the police station. I knew what they did with Mr. 
Speed downtown, and I knew with what I had threatened the cook. There 
was a part of me that was crouching on the top step with Lucy, vaguely 
longing to hide my face from this in my own mother’s bosom. But there 
was another part which was making me deal with Mr. Speed, however 
wrongly, myself. Innocently I asked the voice to send “the black maria” 
to our house-number on Church Street. 

Mr. Speed had heard me make the call. He was still and silent for 
just one moment. Then he broke into tears, and he seemed to be chanting 
his words. He repeated the word “child” so many times that I felt I had 
acted wrongly, with courage but without wisdom. I saw myself as a little 
beast adding to the injury that what was bestial in man had already done 
him. He picked up his cane and didn’t seem to be talking to either Lucy 
or to me, but to the cane. He started out the doorway, and I heard Lucy — 
come running down the stair. She fairly glided around the newel post and 
past_me to the telephone. She wasn’t cestain-that-L-had made. call. ot Ys ea mow NT et a i ae 

asked if “sid called my father. I simply told her that I had not. 
= iis she rang the telephone, I watched Mr. Speed cross the porch. He 

turned to us at. the edge of the porch and shouted one more oath. But his — 
foot touched the wet porch step, and he slid and fell unconscious on the 
Steps. 

He lay there with the rain beating upon him and with Lucy and my- 
self watching him, motionless from our place by the telephone. I was 
frightened by the thought of the cruelty which I found I was capable of, 

- acruelty which seemed inextricably mixed with what I had called courage. 
I looked at him lying out there in the rain and despised and pitied him 
at the same time, and I was afraid to go minister to the helpless old Mr. 
Speed. 

Lucy had her.arms about me and kept them there until two grey 
horses pulling their black coach had galloped up in front of the house and’ 
two policemen had carried the limp body through the rain to the dreadful 
vehicle. 

Just as the policemen closed the doors in the back of the coach, my 
father rode up in a closed cab. He jumped out and stood in the rain for 
several minutes arguing with the policemen. Lucy and I went to the door 
and waited for him to come in. When he came, he looked at neither of us. 
He walked past us saying only, “I regret. that the bluecoats were called.” 
And he went into the parlor and closed the door. 

I never discussed the events of that day with my father, and I never 
saw Mr. Speed again. But, despite the surge of pity I felt for the old man 
on our porch that afternoon, my hatred and fear of what he had stood 
for in my eyes has never left me. And since the day that I watched my- 
self say “away” in the mirror, not a week has passed but that he has been 
brought to my mind by one thing or another. It was only the other night 
that I dreamed I was a little girl on Church Street again. and that there 
was a drunk horse i in our yard.  


