SELECTED STORIES

Alice Munro

VINTAGE INTERNATIONAL
Vintage Books .
A Division of Random House, Inc.

New York




116 < SELECTED STORIES

Don't be offended. Ironical objections are a habit with me, I af
half-ashamed of them. I respect what has been done. I respect the i
tention and the effort and the result. Accept my thanks.

- 1did think that I would write a letter to Hugo. All the time H
- preparing dinner, and eating it, and talking to Gabriel and the chil
dren, I was thinking of-a letter. Himmgbmmiosﬁﬂn:g 0]
strange it was for me to realize that.we shared, still shared, the sam
bank of memory, and that what was ali scraps and oddments, use s
baggage, for me, was ripe and usable, a paying investment, for E .
Also I wanted to apologize, in some-not-outright way; for not hawi
believed he would be a writer. Acknowledgment; not um.omomﬁ ..
was what I owed him. A few graceful, a few grateful, phrases.

At the same time, at dinner, looking at my husband Gabriel, Llg
cided that he and Hugo are not really so unalike. Both of them ha
managed something. Both of them have decided what to-do abu
everything they run across in this world, what attitude to take, how i
ignore or use things. In their limited and precarious’ ways Enw b
have authority. They dre not at the mercy. Or think they are not
can’t blame them for making whatever arrangements they can ma

After the boys had gone to bed and Gabriel and Clea had settled
watch television, I found a pen and got the paper in front of me,
write my letter, and my hand jumped. I'began to write short jabbi
sentences that I had never planned:

This is not enough, Huge, You think it is, but it isn’t. You are n
taken, Hugo. ‘

That is not an argument to send through the mail.

I do blame them. I envy and despise.

Gabriel came into the kitchen before he went to w&. and saw.m
sitting with a pile of test papers and my marking pencils. He E_
have meant to talk to me, to ask me to have coffee, or a drink. ¥
him, but he respected my unhappiness as he always does; vn
spected the pretense that I was not unhappy but preoccupied, bu
dened with these test papers; he left me alone to get over it.

Royal Beatings

<>

mgaam That was Flo's promise. You are moEm to mmn one Royal

3 rhe sQ..m. Royal olled on Flo's tongue, took on n.mvv_nmm Rose
il a niced to picture things, to pursue absurdities, that was stronger,
4 the need to stay out of trouble, and instead of taking this threat
..‘ gart. she pondered: How is a beating royal? She came up with a
¢-lined avenue, a crowd of formal spectators, some white horses
!wnw slaves. Someone knelt, and the Eoon_ came leaping out like
fiers, An occasion both savage and splendid. In real life they didn’t
proach m_.—nr &mEQ. and it was only Flo who tried to supply the
Nt with some high air of necessity and regret. Rose mﬂm her father
.._ got beyond anything presentable. -

Her father was king of the royal beatings. Those Flo gave never'
E:nn_ to much; they were quick cuffs and slaps dashed off while
§ attention remained elsewhere. You get out of my road, she s.oEn_
i You mind your own business. You take that look off your face.

L n% lived behind a store in Emﬂnﬁg Ontario. There were four om
a: Rose, her- father, Flo, Rose’s young half brother, Brian. ..E-n .
w was really a house, bought by Rose’s father and mother when
ﬁm—.ﬂ& and set up here in the furniture- and upholstery-repair

t s. Her mother could do uphiolstery. From both parents Rose
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%nm from the big wicked- -looking hooks Emn were his files, Many
: ,Emwm she fotind were not accounts or receipts at all but records of
.“_ :weather, bits of information about the garden, things he had been
fived to write down.

should have inherited clever hands, a quick sympathy with materia$
an eye for the nicest turns of mending, but she hadn’t. She wa
clumsy, and when something broke she couldn’t s&ﬁ.no sweep 1t |
and throw it away. . @ -

Her mother had died. She said to. Rose’s father during the aftés
noon, “I have a feeling that is so hard to.describe. It’s like a vo__& €jil Ate new potatoes 25th June. Record. . ,
in my chest, with the shell left on.” She died before night, she had . Dark Day, 1880’, nothing supernatural. Clouds of ash from
blood clot on her lung, Rose was a baby in a basket at the time, so 8 - forest fires.
course could not remember any of this. She heard it from Flo, wi Aug 16, 1938. Giant thunderstorm in evng. Lightning str. Pres.
must have heard it from her father. Flo came along soon afterward, '« Church, Turberry Twp. Will of God?
take over Rose in the basket, tnarry her father, open up the from . Scald strawberries to remove acid.
room to make a grocery store. Rose, who had known the house o} All things are alive. Spinoza.
as a store, who had known only Flo for a mother, looked back on tf s w
sixteen or so months her parents spent here as an orderly, far gentig ;
and more ceremonious time, with little touches of affluence, She hal aw, like broccoli or eggplant. He would often try some new thing.
nothing to go on but some eggcups her mother had bought, with 1o showed the ‘scrap of paper to Rose and asked, did she know what
pattern of vines and birds on them, n_n__nn.ﬁ? drawn as if with 15 ,u.,. noza was? Rose did kirow, or had an idea—she was in her teens by
ink; the pattern was beginning to wear away. No books or clothes ¢ it time—but she replied that she did not. She had reached an age
pictures of her mother remained. Her father must have got rid g ore she thought she could not stand to know any more, about her:
them, or else Flo would. Flo’s only story about her mother, the o , ot about Flo; she pushed any discovery aside with embarrass-
about her death, was oddly grudging. Flo liked the details of a deai et and dread. .
the things people said, the way they protested or tried to get out ¢ There was a stove in the shed, and many rough shelves covered
bed or swore or laughed (some did those things), but when she sai th cans of paint and varnish, shellac and turpentine, jars of soaking
that Rose’s mother mentioned a hard-boiled egg in her chest sl fimhes and also some dark sticky bottles of cough medicine. Why
made the comparison sound slightly foolish, as if her mother reall fiould 2 man who coughed constantly, whose lungs took in a whiff
was the kind of person who might think you could swallow an. e mnv in the war (called, in Rose’s earliest childhood, not the First,
whole. _ it the Last, War), spend all his days breathing fumes of paint and

Her father had a shed out behind the store, where he worked ati§ spentine? At the time, such questions were not asked as often as
furniture repairing and restoring. He caned chair seats and backs r-are now. On the bench outside Flo’s store several old men from
mended wickerwork, filled cracks, put legs back on, all most 2 ﬁn_mrvoHrooa sat momm_v_um. drowsing, in the warm weather, and
mirably and skillfully and cheaply. That was: his pride: to stari] e of these old men coughed all the time too. The fact is they were
people with such fine work, such moderate, even ridiculous chargg Wiag, slowly and discreetly, of what was called, without any particu-
During the Depression people could not afford to pay more, perhag: ¢ sense of grievance, “the foundry disease.” They had worked all
but he continued the practice through the war, through the %mmuu e b lives at the foundry in town, and now they sat still, with their
prosperity after the war, until he died. He never discussed with ] uited vellow fices, coughing, chuckling, drifting into aimless. ob-

‘what he charged or what was owing. After he died she had to go @i ity on the subject of women walking by, or any young girl on a
and unlock the shed and take all sorts of scraps of paper and torn @ hercle. ,

I thought Spinoza miust be some new vegetable he planned to
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sn; in West Hanratty it ran from factory workers and foundry
ers down to large improvident families of casual bootleggers
Ecmﬂ_ﬁﬁm and unsuccessful thieves. Rose thought of her own

From the shed came not only coughing but speech, a continui
muttering; reproachful or encouraging, usually just below the level &
which separate words could be made out. Slowing down when her &
ther was at a tricky piece of work, taking on a cheerful speed whet Eﬁ as straddling the river, belonging nowhere, but that was not
he was doing something less demanding, sandpapering or paintiij in,# Hanratty was where the store was and they were, on the
Now and then some words would break through and hang clear 2 _ frggling tail end of the main street. Across the road from them was
nonsensical on the air. When he realized they were out, there woul| . FnEEE._ shop, boarded. up about the time the war started, and a
be a quick bit of cover-up nonmr:._m. a swallowing, an alert, un se that had been another store at one time. The Salada Tea sign .
silence. it} never been taken out of the front window; it remained as a

“Macaroni, pepperoni, Botticelli, beans—". trnd and interesting decoration though there was no Salada Tea for

What could that mean? Rose used to repeat such _.._Eumm to _._nnwa l= inside. There was just a bit of sidewalk, too cracked and tilted
She could never ask him. The person who spoke these words and i

bt roller-skating, though Rose longed for roller skates and often
person who spoke to her as her father were not the same, Eo:mr n_u fictured herself whizzing along in a plaid skirt, agile and fashion-
seemed to occupy the same space. It would be the worst sort of ta

l¢: There was one streetlight, a tin flower; then the amenities gave
to acknowledge the person who was not supposed-to be Ennn. 9 and there were dist roads and boggy places, front-yard dumps
would not be forgiven. Just the same, she loitered and listened. -

m mnmbmn._oo_cam houses. What made the houses strange-looking
The cloud-capped towers, she heard him say once. ire the attempts to keep them from going completely to ruin. With
“The cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palaces.”

: e the attempt had never been made. These were gray and rotted
That was like a hand clapped against Rose’s chest, not to hurt, b

_.Hmpi.um over, falling into a landscape of scrub hollows, frog
astonish her, to take her breath away. She had to run then, she g@ finds, cattails, and nettles. Most houses, however, had been patched
get away. She knew that was-ehough to wnmn and besides; what if I

sﬁ_u tarpaper, a few fresh shingles, sheets of tin, hammered-out
caught her? It would be terrible.

‘epipes, evén cardboard. This was, of course, in the days before
This was something the same as bathroom noises. Flo had save be war, days of what would later be legendary poverty, from which
up and had a bathroom put in, but there was no place to put it excep

e would remember mostly low-down things—serious-looking
in a corner of the kitchen. The door did not fit, the walls weére ox _E._v. and wooden steps, and a cloudy, interesting, problematical
beaverboard. The result was that even the tearing of a piece of toi

_._ t on the world.
Ppaper, the shifting of a haunch, was audible to those working or talk k
ing or eating in the kitchen. They were all familiar with each othet!
nether voices; not only in their more explosive moments but in 9
intimate sighs and growls and pleas and statements. And they wes
all most prudish people. So no one ever seemed to hear, or be listet

ing, and no reference was made. The person creating the noises in £ 1 _. sing even to herself. Before she was old enough to go to school,
bathroom was not connected with the person who walked out. it while Brian was still in the baby carriage, Rose stayed in the store

They lived in a poor part of town. There was Hanratty and W ; - both of them—Flo sitting on the high stool behind the counter,
Hanratty, with the river flowing between them. This was West Has itlim asleep by the window; Rose knelt or lay on the wide creaky
ratty. In Hanratty the social structure ran from doctors and dentist bcrboards, working with crayons on pieces of brown paper too torn
and lawyers down to foundry workers and factory workers and dr: ._ gregular to be used for wrapping.

HERE WAS a _own truce between Flo and Rose in the beginning.
._ ¢’s nature was growing like a prickly pineapple, but slowly, and
etly. hard pride and skepticism overlapping, to make something:
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People who came to the store were mostly from the houses aroun: , it got to be such a downhill neighborhood,” said
Some country people came too, on their way home from town, and 4 7. She would put a whole cookie in her mouth if she felt like it,
few people from Hanratty, who walked across the bridge. Some pso ot rna cheeks puff out like a frog’s. She never told any more.

‘ple were always on the main street, in and out of stores, as if it waj " Flo knew anyway, and who didn’t. Everyone knew the house, red .
their duty to be always on display and their right to be welcomed. Fos hrick with the veranda pulled off and the orchard, what was left of it,
instance, Becky Tyde. . il of the usual outflow—car seats and washing machines and bed-

‘Becky Tyde climbed up on Flo’s counter, made room for hersel “...numm ‘and junk. The house would never look sinister, in spite of -
beside an open tin of crumbly jam-filled cookies. It had happened in it, vnnmﬁn there was so much wreckage and

“Are these any good?” she said to Flo, and boldly vamma to eat ong um:m_oﬂ allaround. = - .
“When are you going to give us a  job, Flo?” .  Becky’s old father was a different kind of butcher from her 9.099..

“You could go and work in the butcher shop,” mm—n Flo innocently ;cording to Flo. A bad-tempered Englishman. And different from -

“You could go and work for your brother” fitcky in the matter of mouthiness. His was never open. A skinflint, a

“Roberta?” said Becky with a stagey sort of contempt. “You this ..m.., ily tyrant. After Becky had polic he wouldr’t let her go back to
I'd work for him?” Her brother who ran the butcher shop was nam chigol. She.was séldom seen outside the house, never outside the
Robert but often called Roberta; because of his meek and nervous i H—. He didn’t want mnpw_n m_o..&bm That was what Becky said, at
ways. Becky Tyde laughed. Her _mﬂmr was —oﬁ& ubn_ noisy like an e i trial. Her mother was dead by that time and her sisters married.

- gine bearing down on you. . ." Becky and Robert at home. People would stop Robert on the

She was a big-headed loud-voiced dwarf, 55 a mascot's sexles giad and ask him, “How about your sister, Robert? Is she m#omn_..wna
swagger, a red velvet tam, a twisted neck that forced her to hold hiel etter now?”
head on one side, always looking up and sideways. She wore lLitilé “Yes”
polished high-heeled shoes, real lady’s shoes. Rose watched her shoes “Does she mo En wocmmio_.wv Deoes she get your supper?”
being scared of the rest of her, of her laugh and her neck. She knes “Yes” . -
from Flo that Becky Tyde had been sick with polio as a child, that wa; ' “And is your father good to her, Robert?” * .
why her neck was twisted and why she had not grown any taller, | ' The story being that the father beat them, had beaten all his chil-
was hard to believe that she had started out &mﬂgﬂ? that she ha# iresi and beaten his wife as well, beat Becky more =oi,rn.nm=mn of her
ever been normal. Flo said she was not cracked, she had as mug rmity, which some. people believed he had caused (they did not
brains as anybody, but she knew she could get away with E_ﬁ_ubm urderstand about polio). The stories persisted and got added to. The
. “You know I used to live out here?” Becky said, noticing R gezson that Becky was kept out of sight was now supposed to be her
“Hey! What's-your-name! Didn’t I used to live out here, Flo?” .h“ egnancy, and the father of the child was supposed to be her own fa-

“If you did it was before my time,” said Flo, as if she didn’t knef fier, Then people said it had been born, and disposed of.
anything, fWhat?”

“That was before the neighborhood got so downhill. Excuse i aU_mvamon_ of” Flo said. J.r% used to say go and get your - Jamb
saying so. My father built his house out here and he built his m_mcmr thops at Tyde’s, get them nice and tender! It was all les in all proba-
house and we had half an acre of orchard.” : bility,” she said regretfully. .

“Is that so?” said Flo, using her humoring voice, full of false m ' Rose could be drawn back—from sﬁ%Em the wind shiver along
niality, humility even. “Then why did you ever move away?” i old torn awning, catch in the tear—by this tone of regret, caution,
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in Flo's voice. Flo telling a story—and this was not the only one; 0f
even the most lurid one, she knew—would incline her head and ¢
her face go soft and thoughtful, tantalizing, warning.

“I shouldr’t even be telling you this stuff”

More was to follow.

Three useless young men, who hung around the livery mﬁ_u_o. g
together—or were got together, by more influential and respectalalé
men in town—and prepared to give 0ld man Tyde a horsewhipping
in the interests of public morality. They blacked their faces. They
were provided with whips and a quart of whisky apiece, for courage:
They were: Jelly Smith, a horse-racer and a drinkeér; Bob Temple.
ball-player and strongman; and ‘Hat Nettleton, who worked on i
town dray, and had his nickname from a bowler hat he wore, out af
vanity as much as for the comic effect. He still worked on the drz
in fact; he had kept the name if not the hat, and could often be mn.:....
in public—almost as often as Becky Tyde—delivering sacks of coil}
which blackened his face and arms. That should have brought s
mind his story, but didn’t. Present time and past, the shady melis
dramatic past of Flo's stories, were quite separate, at least for Ros
Present people could not be fitted into the past. Becky herself, T..“ :
oddity and public pet, harmless and malicious, could never match
the butcher’s prisoner, the cripple daughter, a white streak at the t 1
dow: mute, beaten, impregnated. As with the house, only a forma
connection could be made,

‘The young men primed to do the horsewhipping showed up late;
outside Tyde’s house, after everybody had gone to bed. They had |
gun, but they used up their ammunition firing it off in the yard. Th

‘yelled for the butcher and beat on the door; mﬁ:w they broke. _ ilon started on a career of public sociability and display. -

down. Tyde concluded they were after his money, so he put soni ‘That was all. Flo put the lid down on the story as if she was sick of
bills in a handkerchief and sent Becky down with them, maybe thin c 1t reflected no good on anybody.

ing those men would be touched or scared by the sight of a littk! “Imagine,” Flo said.

wry-necked girl, a dwarf. But that didn’t content them. They camg . Flo at this time nEmﬁ have been in her early thirties. A young
upstairs and dragged the butcher out from under his bed, in ki {gman. She wore exactly the same clothes that a woman of fifty, or
nightgown. They dragged him outside and stood him in the snexi iy, o1 seventy, might wear: print housedresses loose at the neck
The temperature was four below zero, a fact noted later in coust! sleeves as well as the waist; bib aprons, also of print, which she
They meant to hold a mock trial but they could not remember how it juk oft when she came from the kitchen into the store. This was
was done. So they began to beat him and kept beating him until b  jommon costume, at the time, for a poor though not absolutely
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fill, They yelled at him, Butcher’s meat! and continued beating him
yliile his nightgown and the snow he was lying in turned red. His son
lichert said in court that he had not watched the beating. Becky said
ihat Robert had watched at first but had run away and hid. She her-
_.__L_ had watched all the way through. She watched the men leave at
: a.& her father make his delayed bloody progress through the
Wowand up the steps of the veranda. She did not go out to help him,
o ,vg the door until he got to it. Why not? she was asked in court,
Wik she said she did not go out because she just had her nightgown
1, and she did not open the door because she did not want to let the
ild into'the house,
* Old man Tyde then ww_.unﬁ.na 1o have recovered his strength, H.Ho
gt Robert to harness the horse, and made Becky heat water so that
¢ gould wash. He dressed and took all the money and with no expla-
{#50n to his children got into the cutter and drove to Belgrave where
¢ left the horse tied in the cold and took the early-morning train to
laronto, On the train he _uo?%& oddly, groaning and cursing as if he
i drunk. He was picked up on the streets of Toronto a day later, out
) __._E mind with fever, and was taken to a hospital, where he died. He
il had all the money. The cause of death was given as pneumonia.
' But the authorities got wind, Flo said. The case came to trial. The .
e men who did it all received long prison sentences. A farce; said
2_95 a year they were all free, had all been pardoned, had jobs
ating for them, And why was that? It was because too many higher-
gwere in on it. And it seemed as'if Becky and Robert had no inter-
stm seeing justice done. They were left well-off. They bought a house
m»BHmE Robert went into the store. Becky after her long seclu-




126 = SELECTED STORIES

poverty-stricken woman; it was also, in a way, a scornful deliberay
choice. Flo scorned slacks, she scorned the outfits of people trying #
be in style, she scorned lipstick and permanents. She wore her ow#
black hair cut straight across, just long enough to push behind i
ears. She was tall but fine-boned, with narrow wrists and shouldsn
a small head, a pale, freckled, mobile, monkeyish face. If she hi
thought it worthwhile, and had the resources, she might have hai
black-and-pale, fragile, nurtured sort of prettiness; Rose realized tii
. later, But she would have to have been a different Person altogeth
she would have to have learned to resist making faces, at herself m
others.
Rose’s earliest memories of Flo were of extraordinary softness: m
- hardness. The soft hair, the long, soft, pale cheeks, soft almost 1y
ble fuzz in front of her ears and above her mouth. The %E.@so&
her knees, hardness of her lap, flatness of her front.
When Flo sang:
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llie RoYAL beatings. What got them started?
Suppose a Saturday, in spring. Leaves not out yet but the doors
pin to the sunlight. Crows. Ditches Tull of running water. Hopeful
’ .&n_. Often on Saturdays Flo left Rose i in charge of the store—it’s
2w years now, these are the years when Rose was nine, ten, eleven,
ieive—while she herself went across the bridge to Hanratty (going
ptawn they called it) to shop and see.people, and listen to them.
ineng the people she listened to were Mrs. Lawyer Davies, Mrs. An-
lican Rector Eon_mw.mgmﬁr.:mnm Mrs. Horse-Doctor McKay. She
pime home and imitated their flibberty voices. Monsters, she made
bom seem, of foolishness, and showiness, and self-approbation,
\\&hen she finished shopping she went into the coffee shop of the
laren’s Hotel and had a sundae. What kind? Rose and Brian wanted - ..
Jnow when she got iome, and they would be disappointed if it .
4as only pineapple or butterscotch, pleased if it was a Tin Roof; or -
lack and White, Then she smoked a cigarette. She had some ready-
illed that she carried with her, so that she wouldn’t have to roll one
 public. Smoking was the one thing she did ‘that she would have
i wm showing off in anybody else. It was a habit left over from her
aking days, from Toronto. She knew it was asking for trouble:
e, the Catholic priest came over to her right in the Queen’s Hotel,
&E&o& his lighter at her before she could get her matches out. She
_a__ﬁm him but did not enter into conversation, lest he should try to
pvert her.
‘Another time, on the way home, she saw at the town end of the
ge a boy in a blue jacket, apparently looking at the water. Bigh-
e, nineteen years old. Nobody she knew. Skinny, weakly-looking,
._ wthing the matter with him, she saw at once. Was le thinking of
miping? Just as she came up even with him, what does he do but
Urn and display himself, holding his jacket open, also. his pants.
. fhat he must have suffered from the cold, on a day that had Flo
Rose thought of a life Flo seemed to have had beyond that, earl} ilding her coat collar tight around her throat.

than that, crowded and legendary, with Barbara Allan and Bel When she first saw what he had in his hand, Flo said, all she could
Tyde’s father and all kinds of outrages and sortows jumbled np jlirk of was What is he doing out here with a baloney sausage?
.getherin it. Bhe could say that. It was offered as truth; no joke. She maintained

“Oh the w:nsa of the bees in the n_mn_.man trees
And the soda-water ?::35

Rose thought of Flo’s old life before she married her father, wher il

worked as a waitress in the coffee shop in Union Station, and ws

with her girlfriends Mavis and Irene to Centre Island, and was fi

lowed by men on dark streets and knew how pay phones and eley

tors worked. Rose heatd in her voice the reckless dangerous En

cities, the gum- nroﬁum sharp answers,
And when she sang:

“Then slowly, slowly, she got up

And slowly she came nigh him

And all she said, that she ever did say,
Was young.man, I think you're dyin’t”
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that she despised dirty talk. She would go out and yell at En old me

sitting in front of her store.

“If you want to stay where you are you better n_mub your mout

o_—Hﬁ_ »

Saturday, then. For some reason Flo is not going uptown, s»m de
cided to stay home and scrub the kitchen floor. Perhaps this has pa
her in a bad.mood. Perhaps she was in a bad mood anyway, due i¢
people not paying their bills, or the stirring-up of feelings in mm.nﬁ
The wrangle with Rose has already commenced, has been moEm o
forever, like a dream that goes back and back into other dreams, ovi !
hills and through doorways, maddeningly dim and populous and f3
miliar and elusive. They are carting all the chairs out of the _%.._w
w-.ovmnﬁon% to the scrubbing, and they have also got to move soru
extra vﬂoé_oa for the store, some cartons of nBE& goods, E.a 0l
maple syrup, coal-oil cans, jars of vinegar. .;Q take these things o
to the woodshed. Brian, who is five or six by this time, is helping draj

the tins.

“Yes,” says Flo, carrying on from our lost starting point. “Yes, 2

Gmﬂm_ﬂrwoﬁﬁnmrﬂsuw_.ﬁns
“What filth?” .
““And he doesn’t know any better”

- There is one step down from the kitchen to the .Soo%ro&. a bit gf
carpet on it so worn Rose can’t ever remember mnu:um the pattezs

Brian loosens it, dragging a tin.
“Two Vancouvers,” she says sofily.

Flo is back in the kitchen. Brian looks from Flo to Rose and R
says again in a slightly louder voice, an encouraging singsong, *Tvi

Vancouvers—"

“Fried in snot!” finishes Brian, not able to control- himself as

longer.
“Two pickled arseholes—”
- “—tied in a knot!”
There it is, The filth.

Two Vancouvers fried in snot!
Two pickled arseholes tied in a knot!

Royal Beatings ~ 129-

lse has known that for years, learned it when she first went to
eh eor She came home and asked m_o. what is a Vancouver?

“It's a city. It's a long ways away.”

*What else besides a city?” _

Flo said, what did she mean, what else?- How could it be fried, Rose
4, approaching the dangerous moment, the delightful moment,
When she would have to come.cut with-the whole thing.

| “Fwo Vancouvers fried in snot!/Two pickled arseholes tied in a
mot!”

“You're going to mﬁ it!” cried Flo in a predictable rage. “Say that
Wiiin and you'll get a good clout!”

mbwo couldn’t stop herself. She hummed it tenderly, tried saying
& mnocent words aloud, humming through the others. It was not
it the words snot and arsehole that gave her pleasure, though of
firse they did. It was the pickling and tying and the unimaginable
tncouvers. She saw them in her mind shaped rather like octopuses,
u_m_., hing in the wub Hrn tumble of reason; the spark and spit of
dziness.

[fatelv she has E_Hna,cnnnm it again and E:wg it to Brian, to see if
" ﬁmﬁﬁ same effect on him, and of course it has. |

“Oh, I heard you!” says Flo. “I heard that! And P'm warning you!”
80 she is. Brian takes the warning. He runs away, out the wood-
% moo_... to do as he likes. Being a boy, free to help or not, invelve
self or not. Not committed to the household struggle. They don't
H:En anyway, except to use against each other, they hardly notice
moEm They continue, can't help continuing, can’t leave each other
lljiae. When they seem to have given up they really are just SmEum
il wEEEm up steam.

| Flo gets out the scrub pail and the brush and the rag and the pad
wﬂ knees, a dirty red rubber pad. She starts to work on the floor.
e sits on the kitchen table, the only place left to sit, swinging her
oo mwm can feel the cool oilcloth, because she is wearing shorts, last
i Bn_..m” tight faded shorts dug out of the summer-clothes bag.
#e smell a bit moldy from winter storage, -

o crawls underneath, scrubbing with the brush, wiping with the
g Iﬁ legs are long, white, and muscular, marked all over with blue
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. store and wait on whoever it is. Flo gets up and throws off her apzgi
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veins as if somebody had been drawing rivers on them with 3
indelible pencil. An'abnormal energy, a violent disgust, is expres 3
in the chewing of the brush at the linoleum, the swish of the rag. -

What do they have to say to each other? It doesn’t really maity
Flo speaks of Rose’s smart-aleck behavior, rudeness and slopping
and conceit. Her willingness to make work for others, her F.o___ :
gratitude, She mentions Brian’s innocence, Rose’s corruption. .a.....
don’t you think you're somebody, says Flo, and a moment later, Wi
do you think you are? Rose contradicts and objects with such poisqn
ous reasonableness and mildness, displays theatrical unconcern. T
goes beyond her ordinary scorn and self-possession-and beconi
amazingly theatrical herself, saying it was for Rose that she mmnﬂmT
her life. She saw her father saddled with a _uﬂ_u% daughter and
thought, What is that man going to do? So she married him, and hg
she is, on her knees.

At that moment the bell rings, to announce a customer 1n fi
store, Because the fight is on, Rose is not permitted to go into “,u

e, a5 _mu\mﬂbmﬁ her will nnn_umﬂbm him mon .omn_ news. He §=§o£
st this is about.
y mﬁ kitchen floor has five or six different vmnaau of wno_nE: on

jied: together, bordering them with tin strips and tacks. While
lase- sits on the table waiting, she looks at the floor, at this mmam@.um
frangement of Rngm_nm. triangles, some other shape whose name
hois trying to remember. She hears Flo coming back through the

5 | zﬁ.Em. waiting too. She and Rose can carry this no further by
semselves.

Rose hears her father come in. She stiffens, a tremor runs through
it legs, stie feels them shiver on the oilcloth. Called away from some
.. cefill; absorbing. task, away from the words running in his head,
alied out of himself, rﬂ. father has to say something. He says, “Well?
._. at's S_.cum».. .

Now comes another voice of Flos. Enriched, hurt, mvo_omnﬂn. it
yems to have been manufactured on the spot. She is sorry to have
dlied him from his work. Would never have done it if Rose was not
ftiving her to distraction. How to distraction? With her back talk
d impudence and her terrible tongue. The things Rose has said to
i are such that if Flo had said them to her mother, she knows her
.J or would have thrashed her into the ground.

Rose tries to butt in, to say this isn't true.

,ir& isn’t true?

er father raises a hand, no.mmu t look at her, says, “Be quiet.”

p ._S#B she says it isn’t true, Rose means that she herself didn't start
25 responded, that she was goaded by Flo, who is riow, she be-
uiss, telling the grossest sort of lies, twisting néEEm to suit her-

groaning—but not communicatively; it is not a groan whose ex::
peration Rose is allowed to share—and goes in and serves. Rose hgl
her using her normal voice. o .

“About time! Sure is!” ,

She comes back and ties on her apton and is ready to resume,

“You never have a thought for anybody but your ownself! ¥d
never have a thought for what I'm doing.” -

“I never asked you to do anything. I i_m_._ you never had. T wozk
have been a lot better off” :

wbmn says this smiling directly at Flo,' who has.not yet gone dow|
on her knees. Flo sees the smile, grabs the scrub rag that is hangis
on the side of the pail, and throws it at her. It may be meant to hit}#
in the face but instead it falls against Rose’s leg and she raises her £
and catches it, swinging it negligently against her ankle. "~

“All right,” says Flo: “You've done it this time. All right.” y

Rose watches her go to the woodshed door, hears her tramp throug
the woodshed, pause in the doorway, where the screen door E__,
yet been hung, and the storm door is standing open, propped wit}
brick. She calls Rose’s father. She calls him in a warning, summonif

—

”. fone. whatever she herself has said or done, does not really matter
I. It is the struggle itself that counts, and that can't be ﬂo@w&.
i never be stopped, short of where it has got to now.

:ew knees are dirty, in mm.:n of the pad. The scrub rag is still rmbm‘
g over Rose’s foot. .

Ter father wipes his hands, listening to Flo. He takes his time. He
ow at getting into the spirit of things, tired ini advance, maybe, on

| Ends, which Flo got for nothing and ingeniously trimmed and "

sndshed, on the creaky plank walk laid over the dirt floor. She

_wan puts aside her other knowledge that whatever Flo has said

i
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i
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ffiiculty in believing that what you know must happen really will
gppen, that there comes a time when you can’t draw back.

the verge of rejecting the role he has to play. He won’t look at Rox
but at any sound or stirring from Rose, he holds up hishand. - .
“Well, we don’t need the public in on this, that’s for sure,” Flo sa
and she goes to lock the door of the store, putting in the store wi
dow the sign that says Back soon, a sign Rose made for her with'
great deal of fancy curving and shading .of letters in black and 3
crayon. When she comes back she shuts the door to the store, thi
the door to the stairs, then the door to the woodshed. .
Her shoes have left marks on the clean wet part of the floor. .
“Oh, I don’t know;” she says now, in a voice worn down from i
emotional peak. “I don’t know what to da about her.” She looks dov
and sees her dirty knees (following Rose’s eyes) and rubs at them i
ciously with her bare hands, smearing the dirt around, !
“She humiliates me,” she says, straightening up. There it is, En
planation. “She humiliates me,” she repeats with satisfaction. “She ha
no respect.”
“I do not!”
“Quiet, you!” says her father. .
“If I hadn’t called your father youw'd still be sitting there with. m__ i
grin on your face! What other way is there to manage you?”
.- Rose detects in her father some objections to Flo’s rhetoric, so
embarrassment and reluctance. She is wrong, and ought to _Soi
is wrong, in thinking that she can count on this. The fact that ..._...
knows about it, and he knows she knows, will not make things a
better. He is beginning to warm up. He gives her a look. This look i
at first cold and challenging. It informs her of his judgment, of th#
hopelessness of her position. Then it clears, it begins to fill up with
something else, the way a spring fills up when you clear the leaye
away. It fills with hatred and pleasure. Rose sees that and knows it.
that just a description of anger; should she see his eyes filling up with
anger? No. Hatred is right. Pleasure is right. His face loosens au|
changes and grows younger, and he holds up his hand this time tosi
lence Flo. .
“All right,” he says, meaning that’s enough, more than enough, thi
part is over, things can proceed. He starts to loosen his beit. _
Flo has stopped anyway. She has the same difficulty Rose does, |

pound nervously as if she has thoughts of opening some escape
ute. “Oh, you don’t have to use the belt on her. Do you have to use
e belt?”
He doesn’t answer. The belt is coming off, not hastily. It is being
sasped at the necessary point. All right you. He is coming over to
luze. He pushes her off the table. His face, like his voice, is quite out
character. He is like a bad actor, whio turns a part grotesque: As if
& 1aust savor and insist on just what is shameful and terrible about
jis. That is not to say he is pretending, that he is acting, and does not
zan it. He is acting, and he means it. Rose knows that, she knows
eything about him. ,

She has since wondered about murders, and murderers. Does the
hitig have to be carried through, in the end, partly for the effect, to.
pve to the audience of one—who won’t be able to report, only reg-

ff can’t happen, that the most dreadful .ub.mn_wm justified, feelings
an be found to match it?

5ihe tries again looking at the kitchen floor, that clever and com-
irting geometrical arrangement, instead of looking at him or his
It How can this go on in front of such daily witnesses—the lino-

fiommodating pots and pans?
Ifold out your hand! . , s

ey turn bland and useless, even gm:m:&% Pots can show malice,
! _Enﬁnnm of linoleum can leer up at you, treachery is the other side
gl A NESS.

(At the first, or B&&n the second, crack of pain, she draws back..

¢ doors. Her father blocks her off. Not an ounce of courage or of
jicssm in her, it would seem. She runs, she screams, she implores.
ep father is after her, cracking the belt at her when he can, then
andoning it and using his hands. Bang over the ear, then bang over

-

“Oh, I don’t know, don’t be too hard on her” She is moving

ilhr, the lesson-—that such a thing can happen, that there is nothing

=, the calendar with the mill and creek-and autiimn trees, the old .

 Those things aren’t going to help _.._mn. none of them can rescue her. -

je-will not accept it. She runs around the room, she tries to get to.
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the other ear. Back and forth, her head ringing. Bang in the face..
against the wall and bang in the face again. He shakes her and. _._ :
her against the wall, he kicks her legs. She is incoherent, i insane, mrﬂm |
ing. Forgive me! Oh please, forgive me!
Flo is shrieking too. Stop, stop!
Not yet. He throws Rose down. Or _unnrm_um she throws hersd
down. He kicks her legs again. She has given up on words but is let |
ting out a noise, the sort of noise that makes Flo cry, Oh, what if e ive them. She wil} punish them; she will finish them. Encased in
ple can hear her? The very last-ditch willing sound of hiumiliation as _m e mbu:mm.m_ and in her bodily pain, she floats in curious comfort,
defeat it is, for it seems Rose must play her part in this with the sam jerond herself, beyond responsibility.
grossness, the same exaggeration, that her father displays, playing hi wE..@omn she dies now? Suppose she commits suicide? Suppose she
She plays his victim with a self-indulgence that arouses; and mayh as away? Any of these things would be appropriate. It is only a
hopes to arouse, his final; sickened contempt. utter of choosing, of figuring out the way. She floats in her, - pure su- .
They will give this anything that is necessary, it seems, 5&35: jestor state as if kindly drugged.
to any lengths. Aad just as there is a-moiment, when you are drugged, in which
Not quite. He has never managed really to injure her, though thes o feel perfectly safe, sure, unreachable, and then without warning
are times, of course, when she prays that he will. He hits her with:ai nd right next to it a moment in which you know the whole protec-
open hand, there is some restraint in his kicks. ion has fatally cracked, though it is still pretending to hold soundly
Now he stops, he is out of breath, He allows Flo to move in, N 1_ her, so there is a moment now—thie moment, in fact, when Rose
grabs Rose up and gives her a push in Flo’s direction, making a sount j2ars Flo step.on the stairs—that contains for her both present peace-
of disgust. Flo retrieves her, opens the stair door; shoves her up il iid freedom and a sure knowledge of the whole down-spiralling
stairs, . b arse of events from now on. .
“Go on up to your room now! Hurryl” ! ' Flo comes into the room without knocking, but with a hesitation
Rose-goes up the stairs, stumbling, letting herself stumble, letting 3t shows it might have occurred to her. She brings a jar of cold
herself fall against the steps. She doesn’t bang her door because w.m..‘..” feam. Rose is hanging on to advantage as long as she can, lying face
ture like that could still bring him after her, and gﬁ she is wes icevn: on the bed, nnm:u_:m to acknowledge or answer. ~
She lies on the bed. She can hear through the stovepipe hole Flo snu ..O_.- come on,” Flo says uneasily. “You aren’t so bad off, are you?
fling and remonstrating, her father saying angrily that Flo sho Ji a1 put some of this on and you'll feel better.”
have kept quiet then, if she did not want Rose punished she shoul m&o is bluffing. She doesn’t know for sure ' what nmb.smm rmm been
not have recommended it. Flo says she never recommended a E&. one. She has the lid off the cold cream. Rose can smell it. The inti-
like that. fate, babyish, humiliating smell. She won't allow it near her. But in
- They argue back and forth on this, Flo’s frightened voice is grow _&.. to avoid it, the big ready clot of it in Flp’s hand, she has to-
ing stronger, getting its confidence back. By stages, by arguing, tk i, She scuffles, resists, loses dignity, and lets Flo see there is not
are being drawn back into themselves. Soon it’s only Flo talking, B Eﬂ:—n_u the matter.
will not talk anymore. Rose has had to fight down her noisy sobbing at_ right,” Flo says. “You win. I'll leave it here and you can put it
$0 s to listen to them, and when she loses interest in listening, az i when you like.”
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Kimts to sob some more, she finds mro can’t work herself up to it. She
4 passed into a state of calm, in which outrage is perceived as com-
_. ste and final. In this state events and possibilities take on a lovely
.BEEQ Choices are BQQE% clear. The words that come to mind
not the quibbling, seldom the conditional. “Never” is a word to
Wlitch the right is suddenly established. She will never speak to them,
o §= never look at them with anything but loathing, she will never
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Later still a tray will appear. Flo will put it down without a wa
and go away. A large glass of chocolate milk on it, made with Vif
Malt from the store. Some rich streaks of Vita-Malt E.oE.E
bottom of the glass. Little sandwiches, neat and appetizing, anne
salmon of the first quality and reddest color, plenty of mayonnaise; '
couple of butter tarts from a bakery package, chocolate biscuits with
peppermint filling, Ros¢’s favorites, in the sandwich, tart, and COON
line. She will turn away, refuse to look, but left alone with these eas
bles will be miserably tempted; rouged and troubled and drawn bag
from thoughts of suicide or flight by the smell of salmon, the ant
pation of crisp chiocolate, she will reach out a finger, just to run:
around the edge of one of the sandwiches (crusts cut offl) to get:tl
overflow, get a taste. Then she will decide to eat orie, for strength

refuse the rest. One will not be noticed. Soon, in helpless corruptit wtched out with her head resting on the chair she had been sitting
she will eat them all. She will drink the chocolate milk, eat the tar _.3.& her feet on another chair (somehow she Eﬁ.ﬁm&.ﬂo tuck her
eat the cookies. She will get the malty syrup out of the bottom of 1 : .*.. modestly between her legs at the same time), and lay stiff as a
glass with her finger, though she sniffles with shame. Too late. - *.vo that Brian cried out in delight, “De that! Do that!”
Flo will come up and get the tray. She may say, “I see you got o} o was double-jointed and very strong. In moments of celebra-
appetite still,” or, “Did you like the chocolate milk, was it enoug : b or emergency she would do tricks.
syrup in it?” depending on how chastened she is feeling, herself, -5% were silent while she turned rou.mo:. around, not using her
any rate, all advantage will be lost Rose will understand that life h iy .at all but just her strong legs and feet. Then they all cried out in
- started up again, that they will all sit mn@:hm. the table eating agail jiinph, though they had seen it before. -
listening to the radio news. Tomorrow morning, maybe even tonigl list as Flo turned herself Rose got a picture in her mind of that
"Unseemly and unlikely as that may be. They will be embarrassed, b _.‘ b, an n_oumuﬁ& transparent bubble, with its strings of diamond
rather less than you might expect considering how they have b i1, floating in the miraculous American sky.
haved. They will feel a queer lassitude, a convalescent indolence, n ﬁa planet Venus!” her father said, applauding Flo. “Ten thou-
far off satisfaction. ict electric lights!”
One night after a scene ES this they were all in the kitchen: here was a feeling of _.un_ﬁ:mm_ou. _.n_BBuou. even a current of
must have been summer, or at least wartn weather, because her mﬁ. .E@%. m the room.
spoke of the old men who sat on the bench in front of the store.
“Do you know what they’re talking about now?” he said, and no
ded his head toward the store to show who he meant, Eo:mw;
course they were not there now, they went home at dark.
“Those old coots,” said Flo. “What?*
There was about them both a geniality not exactly false but al
more emphatic than was normal, without company.
Rose’s father told them then that the old men had picked up i
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ks somewhere that what looked: like a star in the western sky, the °
8l star that came out after sunset, the evening star, was in reality an
ship hovering over Bay City, Michigan, on the other side of Lake
liipri. An American invention, sent up to rival the heavenly bodies.
Ity were all in agreement about this, the idea was congenial to them.
¢y believed it to be lit by ten thousand electric light bulbs. Her
fier had ruthlessly disagreed with them, pointing out that it was
m_wnnﬁ Venus they saw; which, had appeared in the sky —oum before
1B vention of an electric light bulb. They had never heard-of the
inet Venus.

“lgnoramuses, mﬁm Flo. At which Rose knew, and knew her father
iw; that Flo had never heard of the planet Venus either. To distract
_ from this, or even apologize for it, Flo put down her teacup,

RS LATER, Many years _nﬂna. on a Sunday morning, Rose turned
ﬁm&o .H_r—m was when she was _EEm by herself in Toronto.
SiT.

nam a m&_.m_.m:q kind of Ennn in our m&\ u\nm. it was. -
twas all horses then, Horses and buggies. Buggy races up and &33
Wl inain street on the Saturday nights.
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Didn’t have no TV. Didn’t have no radio. No m:nﬁ:ﬂn show. _
*You made your own entertainment.” ) _
That's the way we did. o
“You had 2 lot of experiences young men growing up today will

“Just like the chariot races,” says the announcer’s, or Eﬁn&ngﬁ
smooth encouraging voice.
I never seen a one of them.
“No, sir, that was the old Roman chariot races I was Humnn.sm

That was before your time” jever have” . _ _
Musta been before my time. I'm a hunerd and two years old, - Experiences.
“That’s a wonderful age, sir.” *Can you recall any of them for us?”
It is so.

 L-eaten groundhog meat one time. One winter. You wouldna cared _
Wirit. Heh. )

‘There was a pause, of appreciation, it would seem, then the an-
fiuncer’s voice saying that the foregoing had been an interview with -
¥ 1. Wilfred Nettleton of Eﬁ:ﬁ#ﬁ Ontaric, made on his rﬂn&&
.:._ second birthday, two weeks before his death, last spring. A living
ik with our past. Mr. Nettleton had been interviewed iri the Wawa-
jish County Home for the >mmm

L.mﬁ Nettleton. .

.&oﬁaﬁrﬁmﬂ. into centenarian. Photographed on his birthday,
fissed over by nurses, kissed no doubt by a girl reporter. Flashbulbs
\pping at him. Tape recorder drinking in the sound of his voice. -
Didest resident. Oldest horsewhipper. Living link with our past.

' Lookng out from her kitchen window at the cold lake, Rose was
_. nging to tell somebody. It was Flo who would enjoy hearing. She
m_: of her saying Imagine! in a way that meant she was having
29& suspicions gorgeously confirmed. But Flo was iri the same

e Hat Nettleton had died in, and there wasn’t any way Rose could
h her. She had been there even when Ewﬁ interview was Hnnoa&e
gh she would not have heard it, would not have known about it.
wr Rose put her in the Home, a SEUF of years earlier, she had-
. upped talking. She had removed herself, and spent most of her time

She left it on, as she went around the apartment Eﬁn&g, nakis
coffee.for herself. It seemed to her that this must be a staged inie
view, a scene from some play, and she wanted to find out what it w3
The old man’s voice was so vain and belligerent, the interviey
quite hopeless and alarmed, under its practiced gentleness and- et
You were surely meant to see him holding the microphone up!
some toothless, reckless, preening centenarian, wondering what §
God’s name he was doing here, and what would he say next?

“They must have been fairly dangerous” _

What was dangerous? ;

“Those buggy races,” E

X They was. Dangerous. Used to be the runaway horses. Used to i
a-plenty of accidents, Fellows was dragged along on- the gravel and &
their face open. Wouldna matter so much if they was dead. Heh. .

Some of them horses was the high-steppers. Some, they had to k
the mustard under their tail. Some wouldn step out for nothin. H«Ss.b
thing it is with the horses. Some’ll work and pull &ill they drop do
dead and some wouldn pull your cock out of a pail of lard. Hehe.

It must be a real interview after all. Otherwise they wouldn’t higy
put that in, wouldn’t have risked it. I’s all right if the old man says |
Local color. Anything rendered harmiess and delightful by his:hym

o

dred years. - ing in a corner of her crib, Hoo_Eu.m crafty and disagreeable, not an- -
Accidents all the time then. In' the mill Foundry. Wasn't the pri g ering anybody, though she on,nwmmo=»=< showed her feelings by bit-
cautions.

IIg 2 purse.
“You didn’t have so many strikes then, I don’t suppose? You didx
have so many unions?”
Everybody taking it easy nowadays. We worked and we was glad iy
| get it. Worked and vwas glad to get it.
. “You didn’t have television.”



