


Shirley Jackson



JUST AN ORDINARY DAY

Edited by Laurence Jackson Hyman 
and Sarah Hyman DeWitt


[image: Penguin Books]







Contents

Introduction

Preface: All I Can Remember

PART ONE: UNPUBLISHED STORIES

The Smoking Room

I Don’t Kiss Strangers

Summer Afternoon

Indians Live in Tents

The Very Hot Sun in Bermuda

Nightmare

Dinner for a Gentleman

Party of Boys

Jack the Ripper

The Honeymoon of Mrs Smith (Versions I and II)

The Sister

Arch-Criminal

Mrs Anderson

Come to the Fair

Portrait

Gnarly the King of the Jungle

The Good Wife

Devil of a Tale

The Mouse

My Grandmother and the World of Cats

Maybe it was the Car

Lovers Meeting

My Recollections of S. B. Fairchild

Deck the Halls

Lord of the Castle

What a Thought

When Barry was Seven

Before Autumn

The Story We Used to Tell

My Uncle in the Garden

PART TWO: UNCOLLECTED STORIES

On the House

Little Old Lady in Great Need

When Things Get Dark

Whistler’s Grandmother

Family Magician

The Wishing Dime

About Two Nice People

Mrs Melville Makes a Purchase

Journey with a Lady

The Most Wonderful Thing

The Friends

Alone in a Den of Cubs

The Order of Charlotte’s Going

One Ordinary Day, with Peanuts

The Missing Girl

The Omen

The Very Strange House Next Door

A Great Voice Stilled

All She Said was Yes

Home

I.O.U.

The Possibility of Evil

Epilogue: Fame

Follow Penguin



PENGUIN MODERN CLASSICS

JUST AN ORDINARY DAY

Shirley Jackson was born in San Francisco in 1916. When her short story ‘The Lottery’ was published in The New Yorker in 1948, readers were so horrified they sent her hate mail; it has since become one of the most iconic American stories of all time. Her first novel, The Road Through the Wall, was published in the same year and was followed by five more: Hangsaman, The Bird’s Nest, The Sundial, The Haunting of Hill House and We Have Always Lived in the Castle, widely seen as her masterpiece. Just an Ordinary Day and Let Me Tell You, collections of stories, essays and other writings, were both published posthumously. In addition to her dark, brilliant novels and short stories, she wrote two humorous memoirs about family life in Vermont with her four children and her husband, the critic Stanley Edgar Hyman. Shirley Jackson died in her sleep in 1965 at the age of forty-eight.

Laurence Jackson Hyman, the eldest child of Shirley Jackson and Stanley Edgar Hyman, is the author, editor and co-editor of dozens of books and monographs.

Sarah Hyman DeWitt is the third child of Shirley Jackson and Stanley Edgar Hyman. She is a performer, folk singer and artist.




Introduction

Several years ago, a carton of cobwebbed files discovered in a Vermont barn more than a quarter century after our mother’s death, arrived without notice in the mail. Within it were the original manuscript of The Haunting of Hill House, together with Shirley Jackson’s handwritten notes on character and scene development for the novel, as well as half a dozen unpublished short stories – the yellow bond carbons she kept for her files. The stories were mostly unknown to us, and we began to consider publishing a new collection of our mother’s work.

Soon we located other stories, some never published anywhere, and some published only once, decades ago, in periodicals, many long defunct. Shirley’s brother and sister-in-law, Barry and Marylou Jackson, supplied more stories in well-preserved copies of magazines; other pieces our sister, Jai Holly, and brother, Barry Hyman, had filed away over the years. Many more were found in the archives at the San Francisco Public Library. A windfall came when we learned that the Library of Congress held twenty-six cartons of our mother’s papers – journals, poetry, plays, parts of unfinished novels, and stories, lots of stories. After a week spent there photocopying, we began to feel we had the makings of a book, the first new work by Shirley Jackson since The Magic of Shirley Jackson and Come Along With Me, both published shortly after her death in 1965 at the age of forty-eight. We hoped Shirley Jackson’s work could now be discovered by a whole new generation of readers.

We uncovered a wealth of early writing from the late thirties and early forties, but very little from her pre-college years. She claimed to have burned all her writings just before she left home to go to the University of Rochester, in 1934, and she may have done so, although some of her high school journals are among her preserved papers at the Library of Congress. While we could place them in a general time frame, none of the new stories we discovered had dates on them or any indication of when they were first written. Rather than be inaccurate we have left the stories in Part One undated.

Later visits to the Library of Congress enabled us to find missing parts of incomplete stories or versions that we liked better. Soon we had assembled more than 130 stories, and of these we agreed on the fifty-four presented here, those that we feel are finished and up to Shirley Jackson’s finely tuned standards. When we approached Bantam we were met with considerable enthusiasm for the project, and the book began to take shape as a significant collection of Jackson’s short fiction. Of the stories included in this collection, thirty-one have never been published before. The remaining stories had been previously published in magazines, but never before included in a collection of Jackson’s short fiction; and of these, only two or three have appeared in book form at all, mostly anthologies. One of those anthologized (and very hard to find) is ‘One Ordinary Day, with Peanuts.’

Many of the stories we found untitled or with working titles, since she often waited until publication to name them. In these instances we have created titles in the best muted Jackson style we could manage. In other instances we decided to change repetitive character names, often arbitrarily assigned by Jackson and intended to be changed before publication. We decided not to alter the archaic money references in these stories, however dated they may be, feeling that the integrity and understanding of the stories ought not be compromised.

We include a full range of Jackson’s many types of short fiction, from lighthearted romantic pieces to the macabre to the truly frightening. We also include a few of the humorous pieces she wrote about our family, since those, too, were what Shirley Jackson pioneered with as a writer, as well as her shocking and twisted explorations of the supernatural and the psyche. We want this collection to represent the great diversity of her work, and to show the writer’s craft evolving through a variety of forms and styles.

Our mother lived and wrote in a time – the thirties through the sixties – when smoking and drinking were both widespread and fashionable. Her characters grimly and gleefully chain-smoke and throw down drink after drink, in between boiling their coffee and spanking their children. But underneath these literary folkways of her time the universal themes glitter.

The stories we include here are not all charismatic heart-stoppers on the level of ‘The Lottery.’ Most of her short fiction was written for publication in the popular magazines of her day (Charm, Look, Harper’s, Ladies’ Home Companion, Mademoiselle, Cosmopolitan, The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction, Reader’s Digest, The New Yorker, Playboy, Good Housekeeping, Woman’s Home Companion, etc.). She actually wrote very few horror stories, and not many stories of fantasy or the supernatural, probably preferring to develop those themes more thoroughly in her novels. She had the courage to deal with unfashionable topics and to twist popular icons. Some of the stories gathered here are so unusual in style or point of view that they resemble almost none of the rest of her work.

We discovered that some stories tried to get themselves written over and over throughout Jackson’s life. ‘The Honeymoon of Mrs Smith’ is shockingly different in attitude, theme, and climax from the version it precedes here, ‘The Mystery of the Murdered Bride.’ They are the same story, told years apart and from almost opposing viewpoints. This is the only instance – but a fascinating one for students of short fiction – in which we have chosen to include two versions of the same story. We have also included a few ‘feel-good’ stories beloved by readers of the (mostly women’s) magazines of the fifties and sixties. They are tucked between tales of murder and trickery, among ghostly rambles and poetic fables, between hugely funny family chronicles and dark tales of perfect, unexpected justice.

Our mother tried to write every day, and treated writing in every way as her professional livelihood. She would typically work all morning, after all the children went off to school, and usually again well into the evening and night. There was always the sound of typing. And our house was more often than not filled with luminaries in literature and the arts. There were legendary parties and poker games with visiting painters, sculptors, musicians, composers, poets, teachers, and writers of every leaning. But always there was the sound of her typewriter, pounding away into the night.

This collection of short fiction, taken as a whole, adds significantly to the body of Shirley Jackson’s published work. These stories range from those she wrote in college and as a budding writer living in Greenwich Village in the early forties, to those she churned out steadily during the 1950s, to those nearly perfect, terrifying pieces crafted toward the end of her life in the mid-sixties. This collection demonstrates her lifelong commitment to writing, her development as an artist, and her courage to explore universal themes of evil, madness, cruelty, and the humorous ironies of child-raising. She took the craft of writing every bit as seriously as the subject matter she chose (the Minneapolis Tribune once said: ‘Miss Jackson seemingly cannot write a poor sentence’) and in the work presented here the reader will find the wit and delight in storytelling that were her trademarks.

LAURENCE JACKSON HYMAN

SARAH HYMAN DEWITT

San Francisco

August 1995




Preface

All I Can Remember

All I can remember clearly about being sixteen is that it was a particularly agonizing age; our family was in the process of moving East from California, and I settled down into a new high school and new manners and ways, all things that I believe produce a great uneasiness in a sixteen-year-old. I know that a chemistry class in the new high school was suspended so that I could see my first snowfall; the entire class stepped outside and amused itself watching my reactions to something I had never dreamed was real.

I also remember such a tremendous and frustrated irritation with whatever I was reading at the time – heaven knows what it could have been, considering some of the things I put away about that time – that I decided one evening that since there were no books in the world fit to read, I would write one.

After dismissing the poetic drama as outmoded and poetry as far too difficult, I finally settled on a mystery story as easiest to write and probably easiest to read. It occurred to me that if I wrote all of the story except for the end, I might put the names of all the characters into a hat and draw out one to be the murderer, thus managing to surprise even myself with the ending. I remember that I sat all day upstairs in my room, writing wildly in order to set up a situation in which one of my characters (all most unsavory, and given to adolescent wisecracks) could be chosen as the murderer. After the first two or three murders, the story got rather sketchy, because I had not enough patience to waste all that time with investigation, so I put the names of my characters together and took my manuscript downstairs to read to my family.

My mother was knitting, my father was reading a newspaper, and my brother was doing something – probably carving his initials in the coffee table – and I persuaded them all to listen to me; I read them the entire manuscript, and when I had finished, the conversation went approximately like this:

BROTHER: Whaddyou call that?

MOTHER: It’s very nice, dear.

FATHER: Very nice, very nice, (to my mother) You call the man about the furnace?

BROTHER: Only thing is, you ought to get all those people killed. (raucous laughter)

MOTHER: Shirley, in all that time upstairs I hope you remembered to make your bed.

I do not remember what character eventually came out of the hat with blood on his hands, but I do remember that I decided never to read another mystery story and never to write another mystery story; never, as a matter of fact, to write anything ever again. I had already decided finally that I was never going to be married and certainly would never have any children. It may have been about that time that I came to believe that being a private detective was the work I was meant to do.

– SHIRLEY JACKSON
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Part One



 UNPUBLISHED STORIES




The Smoking Room

He was taller than I had imagined him. And noisier. Here I was, all by myself, downstairs in the dormitory smoking room with my typewriter, and all of a sudden there was this terrific crash and sort of sizzle, and I turned around and there he was.

‘Can’t you be a little quieter?’ I said. ‘I’m trying to work.’

He just stood there, with smoke rolling off his head. ‘This is as quietly as I can do it,’ he said apologetically. ‘It takes a lot of explosive power, you know.’

‘Well, explode somewhere else,’ I said. ‘Men aren’t allowed in here.’

‘I know,’ he said.

I turned around to get a good look at him. He was still smoking a little, but otherwise he seemed quite a charming young man. The horns were barely noticeable, and he was wearing pointed patent leather shoes that covered his cloven hoofs. He seemed to be waiting for me to make conversation.

‘You must be the devil,’ I said politely, and added: ‘I presume.’

‘Yes,’ he said, pleased. ‘I am the devil.’

‘Where’s your tail?’ I demanded. He blushed and made a vague gesture with his hand.

‘Circumstances …’ he murmured. He came over to the table where I was working. ‘What’re you doing?’ he asked.

‘I’m writing a paper,’ I said.

‘Let’s see.’ He reached over to the typewriter and I shoved his hand away, getting quite a nasty burn from it, too.

‘Mind your own business,’ I told him.

He sat down meekly. ‘Look,’ he said, ‘do you have an extra cigarette?’

I threw the pack over to him and watched him light one with the tip of his finger. My hand was all inflamed where I had touched him, and it hurt.

I held out my hand to him. ‘You oughtn’t to treat people like that,’ I said. ‘It makes enemies.’

He looked at my hand sympathetically, then murmured over it, and the burn vanished. ‘That’s better,’ I said.

We sat back and smoked for a minute, looking at each other. He was a good-looking guy.

‘By the way,’ I said finally, ‘do you mind telling me what you’re here for?’

‘This is a college, isn’t it?’

I looked at him for a minute, but he didn’t seem to mean anything nasty, so I said: ‘You are at present in the smoking room of the largest girls’ dormitory on the campus of State University, and the housemother will raise hell if she finds you here.’

He began to laugh, and I realized that my choice of words had been a little silly, to say the least.

‘I’d like to meet this housemother,’ he said.

I tried to imagine what that would be like, and gave up. ‘She’s the closest thing to you you’ll find on earth,’ I said earnestly.

He raised his eyebrows, and then suddenly seemed to think of something, because he reached into a pocket and pulled out a piece of paper.

‘I wonder if you’d mind signing this?’ he asked casually.

I picked up the paper. ‘May I read it first?’

He shrugged. ‘It isn’t important, but go ahead.’

I read: ‘ “This gives the devil my soul,” ’ and a space was left blank for my name. ‘This isn’t awfully legal,’ I said.

He looked anxiously over my shoulder. ‘Isn’t it?’ he said. ‘What’s wrong with it?’

‘Well, obviously!’ I threw the paper down on the table and pointed at it scornfully. ‘Who’s ever going to think that holds in a court of law? No witnesses, a thousand loopholes for a smart lawyer …’

He had picked up the paper and was frowning over it miserably. ‘It’s always been perfectly all right before,’ he said.

‘Well, I’m just surprised at your methods of doing business, that’s all. No court would even look at it.’

‘Look,’ he said. ‘We’ll make out another contract … one you think is all right. I don’t want to do this thing wrong, after all.’

I thought. ‘All right,’ I said. ‘I’ll make one up. Mind you, I’m not awfully sure of the legal terminology, but I think I can manage.’

‘Go ahead,’ he said. ‘If it suits you, it suits me.’

I pulled the paper out of the typewriter and found a carbon and two new sheets.

He looked at the carbon suspiciously.

‘What’s that?’

‘I’m making two copies,’ I told him. ‘I’ve got to keep one myself. That makes it binding.’

He continued to regard me suspiciously while I worked over the contract.

‘How long is this contract good for?’ I asked at once.

‘Oh, eternity,’ he said easily.

I finally finished and took the sheets out of the typewriter. Due to the fact that my knowledge of legal documents is restricted to the notices the dean sends out about poor grades, the contract was just a little confused. It read:


I (here a space was left blank for a name), hereinafter to be known as the party of the first part, do hereby sell and consign my soul, hereinafter to be known as the party of the second part, to the custody and careful watchfulness of (here another space was left blank), hereinafter to be known as the party of the third part, who does hereby swear and promise the sum of one dollar in return, also other unnamed considerations, admitting and conceding that it is a fair and just bargain, and no complaints afterward; this agreement to be binding, by mutual consent of the parties concerned, in any court of law, wherever conducted. (signed) (witnessed)



The devil read it twice. ‘I don’t understand it,’ he said.

‘It says the same thing as yours did,’ I told him, ‘except that it’s more binding.’ I pointed over his shoulder. ‘You see all those things about the parties of the first and second parts? And about the court of law? That all makes it legal.’

‘Well, sign it, then,’ he said.

I thought. ‘We need a witness,’ I said. ‘I’ll go upstairs and get my roommate.’

I left before he could say anything. My roommate was asleep.

‘Look, Bobbie,’ I said. I shook her. She turned over and said, ‘Go away.’

‘Bobbie,’ I said, ‘you’ve got to come and witness a contract.’

‘What the hell,’ Bobbie said.

‘I’ve got the devil waiting downstairs.’

‘Let him wait,’ Bobbie said. She had both eyes open but she wouldn’t move. I rolled her out of bed and stood her up. ‘Come on,’ I said. ‘He’ll get impatient.’

‘Signing contracts with the devil,’ Bobbie said in disgust. ‘At three in the morning. How’s a person ever going to get any sleep.’

‘Come on!’ I said.

Bobbie sat down on the edge of her bed. ‘If he’s been waiting all these thousands of years,’ she said, ‘he can wait until I get some lipstick on.’

By the time I got her downstairs, the devil had smoked four more of my cigarettes. He got up when we entered and bowed very low to Bobbie.

‘Charmed,’ he said.

Bobbie smiled at him invitingly. ‘Hello,’ she said.

‘Come on, you two,’ I told them, ‘I’ve got to get this over with and get back to work.’

‘What do I have to do?’ Bobbie said, looking at the devil out of the corner of her eye.

‘Just sign,’ the devil said, taking her arm to lead her over to the table.

Bobbie let out a yell that ought to have waked the housemother and the whole dormitory. The devil backed away and began to apologize, but Bobbie stood there rubbing her arm and glaring.

‘Look,’ she said belligerently, ‘I’m not fooling around with any guy sets fire to you when he touches you.’ The devil looked at Bobbie’s arm and made the burn go away, but after that Bobbie kept the table between them. I took up the contract.

‘I’ll sign first,’ I said. I wrote my name quickly in the second blank and handed the paper to the devil.

‘You have to sign, too,’ I said.

‘Where?’ He looked blankly at the paper. I showed him the first place and handed him my pen. He blushed, and looked from me to Bobbie. ‘I’m afraid …’ he began, ‘do you mind if …’ he shrugged and made an X in the space. ‘I never learned …’ he said apologetically. Bobbie’s jaw dropped and she just stood there until I kicked her in the ankle.

‘Sign here,’ I said, and she signed in the witness space.

Then the devil and I signed again at the bottom, and signed the duplicate the same way, and I handed him one sheet and kept the other.

‘Now,’ I said as casually as I could, ‘I guess I owe you a dollar.’

‘What for?’ he said.

‘Bobbie,’ I said rapidly, ‘run upstairs and borrow a buck from someone.’

‘What the hell,’ Bobbie said. But she turned around and started up the stairs.

‘Well,’ said the devil, rubbing his hands, ‘what can I do for you now?’

I began to polish my nails on my hand. ‘Let’s see,’ I said. ‘I’ll start out with an A in Chemistry 186, the power to be invisible when I come in after hours, a date with the captain of the football team for the senior ball –’

‘Throw in something for me,’ said Bobbie, coming through the door.

‘Let’s see,’ I said, ‘give her –’

‘A date with that blond guy,’ said Bobbie, ‘you know.’ She handed me a dollar.

‘I guess that’s about all,’ I said to the devil.

‘Except, of course,’ Bobbie put in, ‘except for a couple of hundred thousand dollars.’

‘You shall have all those things,’ the devil promised eagerly.

‘Oh, yes,’ I said. ‘And you get this out of it.’ I handed him the dollar.

‘What’s this for?’ he asked.

I looked at the contract. ‘That’s for your soul,’ I said.

The devil looked at his contract. ‘Your soul,’ he said.

‘No.’ I showed him the contract. ‘Where you signed, it says you give me your soul for the sum of one dollar, also other unnamed considerations. Those would be the cigarettes of mine you smoked.’

‘And getting me out of bed,’ Bobbie added.

The devil read the contract again. Then he began to stamp his feet, and flames came out of his mouth. Bobbie and I looked at each other.

‘Golly,’ she said. ‘What a date this guy would be!’

Just then the devil seemed to get a little pale, and he backed up against the wall, staring in back of us. Bobbie and I turned around, and there was the housemother. She stood in the doorway, in a bathrobe, with curlpapers on her hair, and she was an awe-inspiring sight.

She looked at the devil. ‘Young man,’ she said, ‘what are you doing here?’

‘Ma’am …’ the devil began.

‘You’re a fire hazard,’ she snapped.

‘Yes’m,’ the devil said.

‘Leave at once,’ she said ominously, ‘before I report you to the dean of women.’

The devil cast one dreadful look at Bobbie and me, and then tried to vanish in a puff of smoke. All he succeeded in, however, was a weak sizzle, and then he was gone.

‘All right,’ said the housemother. Then she turned to Bobbie and me.

‘Well?’ she said.

‘Look,’ Bobbie began.

‘You see, it was like this –’ I said.

‘Hmph,’ said the housemother. ‘Devils, indeed!’ And she went back to bed.




I Don’t Kiss Strangers

Every time he came over to where she was sitting he would start to say something and then decide not to; there were too many people around for him to say anything sentimental, and her attitude discouraged whatever humorous comments the situation suggested. Once he sat down next to her and took hold of her hand, but she only smiled at him vaguely and went on staring straight in front of her.

The room was so full of people and there was so much noise and he wanted to get her outside somewhere into the night, but there was nothing to say to her to get her there. He told someone about it, somewhere along in the evening. ‘You can’t just go up to a girl in the middle of a party and say “come on outside into the air, we gotta say goodbye somehow.” ’

But the guy he told about it said only, ‘For Christ sake take her in the bedroom, it’s empty now,’ and wandered away.

Finally, when the party was good and drunk, and the singing was loud enough to cover most conversations, he went over and sat down next to her again.

‘Look,’ he said, ‘I’d sort of like to talk to you.’

‘Sure,’ she said. ‘I’m listening.’

There wasn’t anything to say from there; he thought of reminding her that this was their last evening together, but discarded that as tactless; he also wanted to ask her why their last time together should be spent with the two of them out of joint, but knew he could never get an answer. He said: ‘I keep looking at you all the time.’

‘I don’t want to look at you now,’ she said very quickly, ‘I’ve got enough to remember you now.’

‘You’ll come see me, won’t you?’ He grabbed her hand and tugged at it, trying to make her look at him. ‘You’ll come be a camp follower, won’t you?’

‘Nope,’ she said. ‘I’m going home. To mother.’

‘And you’ll spend all day sitting in a nice cool bridge luncheon while I slave away over a hot Garand rifle.’

‘Shut up,’ she said.

Now was the time, and he said it. ‘Come away. Let’s get out of here.’

‘I don’t want to get too far from the liquor,’ she said.

‘Just outside for a few minutes.’

‘No.’ Then she said, ‘Wait a minute. Come on.’ She picked up her drink and a box of cigarettes and waved at him to follow her. She took him into the bathroom and locked the door.

‘Here,’ she said. ‘Now we aren’t too far away and there aren’t any people.’

‘Suppose someone wants to come in,’ he said, sitting on the edge of the bathtub.

‘Let them wait. We won’t be long.’

‘Such a cheerful place,’ he said, looking around. ‘Dedicated, like our publishing houses, to the least pleasant waste of humanity.’

‘Goody,’ she said. ‘We’re going to have a drawing room parting. You must be Noel Coward and go on saying things like that.’

‘What’s the matter with you, for God’s sake – you just drunk?’

‘No,’ she said.

It seemed that now he could say anything that had seemed too tactless or too useless before, so he began: ‘Darling, it’s our last evening together, and I don’t want it spoiled …’

‘Why should our last evening be any different from any other? I spoiled enough of them before, didn’t I?’

‘But I don’t want to keep thinking of you like –’

‘Listen,’ she said. ‘This isn’t one of our good times together – didn’t you know that? Can’t you see that there’s a difference between us being in love and having fun, and you being drafted and us being in love?’

‘It’s different?’ he asked.

‘Sure, it’s different. Up to last night everything was the same, but the minute it started being your last day with me it got to be different. And it’s going to be different for a hell of a long time.’

‘A year.’

‘Stop the crap about a year,’ she said. ‘Even if you do come back you’ll be an ex-soldier. You’ll have all sorts of dreadful things to remember and you’ll be different.’

‘Anyone would think you were the one got the draft number,’ he said.

‘You think I didn’t? I can sit here and say yes, it’ll be a long time before I see you again, and not even intimate what a long time means. How I’ll sit around and read letters. Or find me another guy. I haven’t even got an idea what this new guy looks like. I don’t even know how his voice will sound. That’s what a long time means. And all the things I’ll have to do without you. I can’t even comprehend right now the number of times I’ll get into bed by myself. Or with somebody else – this guy I don’t know. Or how many times I’ll run out of cigarettes without having you to run out and get them.’

‘Yeah,’ he said, ‘but which one of us has to lie on his belly in the mud?’

‘Which one of us has to readdress your mail?’ she said. ‘Who’s going to have to wind the clock now, or remember to take out the garbage every night?’

‘You’ll get used to it.’

‘Then I’ll be different too. I’ll be someone who’s living without you, like you’re someone who goes to army camp tomorrow.’

‘But why can’t we be happy tonight, at least?’ he demanded. ‘Why the hell do we have to bawl about it? We’re fighting because I’m going away – that’s silly.’

‘Nobody’s fighting,’ she said, ‘and nobody’s bawling. You’d like nothing better than a chance to pat me on the back and say “there there, it’s only a year,” but I won’t let you. I won’t even feel bad – just different.’

‘But why?’

‘Because this saying goodbye is the only thing I’ve got now,’ she said. ‘Because I’ve got to go on doing the same old things forever afterward, that’s why, and nothing stays the same when you’re different.’

‘That doesn’t make sense,’ he said. ‘You mean I’m different because I’m going away.’

‘Can’t you see?’ she said. Then: ‘Look, I’ll try again. You’re not just the guy I love anymore. You’re the guy I love who’s been drafted. And all I get out of it is this few minutes saying goodbye to you. When you go away I won’t have anything at all except what you leave me. And I don’t want to spend these last few minutes with the guy I love who’s been drafted.’

‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘I don’t get it.’

‘No,’ she said. ‘Well, I’ll write you a letter.’

Someone began to pound on the door, then, and he said, ‘The party sounds like it’s breaking up.’

‘Yeah,’ she said. She stood up. ‘Well …’

He stopped at the door and turned around. ‘You’re not going to cry, are you?’

‘No,’ she said.

She walked around him and unlocked the door, and he put out his arms to her, but she turned away.

‘No,’ she said. ‘I don’t kiss strangers. You ought to know that by now.’




Summer Afternoon

Rosabelle Jemima Henderson, who could open and close her eyes and had real hair that could be curled and braided, lay back comfortably against the pink pillow in her doll stroller. Beside her, Amelia Marian Dawson, who could take real walking steps when her hands were held, and could say Mama and Dada upon request, slept, her long lashes shadowing her delicately colored cheeks under the roof of her doll carriage. On the front steps of the Dawson house, their maternal duties suspended for a minute, Jeannie Dawson and Carrie Henderson bent solemnly over their second-favorite game, which between themselves they called Flower People. Jeannie had fair hair pulled back into a pony tail tied with a pink ribbon, and Carrie had square-cut dark hair and wore a red shirt. Carrie thought that Jeannie’s mother was the second-nicest mother in the world, and Carrie’s father could make Jeannie laugh until she squeaked, when he made funny faces.

When they played Flower People they made tiny houses of leaves and grass, and the little bells from the bush next to Jeannie’s front porch were dainty pink and white ladies. From the low tree around the side of Jeannie’s house they gathered green pods which made cradles for the little flower children. Jeannie had a nutshell for a table in her house, and Carrie had a scrap of silver paper for a rug in her house. ‘My lady is coming to visit your lady,’ Jeannie said, and minced a pink blossom over to Carrie’s house. ‘How do you do, Mrs Brown?’ the pink lady asked. ‘I have come to see you for lunch.’

‘How do you do, Mrs Smith,’ Carrie’s white lady said, flouncing to her own front door. ‘Will you come in and sit down in my living room with the silver carpet and I will make some lunch for us.’

The pink lady and the white lady sat in leaf chairs and between them Carrie set a rose petal with two bird berries on it. ‘Will you have some ice cream?’ the white lady asked. ‘And some cake and cookies? I made them myself.’

‘Thank you very very much,’ the pink lady said. ‘They are certainly very very delicious.’

‘Listen,’ Carrie said, white lady poised. ‘Listen, my mother did make some cookies today.’

‘Then let’s go over to your house,’ Jeannie said.

‘We’ll ask her will she give us cookies and milk,’ Carrie said.

Leaving the pink and white ladies at lunch, and Rosabelle and Amelia sound asleep by the steps, they moved down the front walk, stopping once to examine a small creature, which Carrie thought was most probably a daddy longlegs and Jeannie thought was almost certainly a baby caterpillar, and then paused again on the sidewalk to wonder if the moving van might possibly be going to stop on their block; when it continued on past them, they went lingeringly up the front walk to Carrie’s house. There was a path through the hedge that stood between the two houses; this was used by Jeannie’s mother and Carrie’s mother and by their fathers, going back and forth, but Carrie and Jeannie used the front walks, because they always had plenty of time.

Carrie’s mother had indeed made cookies, but it was too close to dinnertime for more than one cookie each and so, nibbling carefully around the edges to make the cookies last longer, they came out of Carrie’s house and wandered down the sidewalk again.

‘I don’t want to play Flower People anymore,’ Jeannie said.

‘I don’t want to either,’ Carrie said. ‘We could play hopscotch.’

‘Hopscotch is really only about my fifteenth-favorite thing to do,’ Jeannie said. ‘We could play jumprope.’

‘Jumproping is only about my hundredth-favorite thing to do. We could play dancing.’

‘We could color with crayons.’

‘We could climb the walnut tree.’

‘We could play dancing.’

Carrie thought. ‘We could go see Tippie,’ she said.

‘Yes.’ Jeannie nodded so that her long hair flopped over her face. ‘We can go see Tippie.’

Just of a size, they moved with slow grace along the sidewalk, nibbling at their cookies. ‘We haven’t been to see Tippie for a very very long time,’ Jeannie said.

‘Maybe Tippie’s been wishing we could come to see her.’

‘Maybe Tippie’s been sad because we never came.’

‘It’s been days and days since we went to see Tippie.’

Without planning, they both began to skip on the same step. They did not need to ask each other if skipping might be a good idea just along here, because at this point they always began to skip, and skipped until they came just past the Browns’ driveway, where the sidewalk was broken. Then they walked again, going solemnly single file along the broken place in the sidewalk and then walking again side by side to the corner and around it, past the vacant lot where, one evening, the big boys in the neighborhood had made a Boy Scout campfire and roasted potatoes, and Carrie and Jeannie, watching curiously from the sidewalk, had each been given a toasted marshmallow, which was sticky but nice. The vacant lot belonged to the Browns, but all the big kids in the neighborhood played there, and once the boys had built a kind of hut, and no girls were allowed. Jeannie and Carrie were not allowed to play in the vacant lot because they were small, but they were allowed to walk around the block so long as they did not put one foot, not even one toe, into the street. Even when it rained and the water ran raging down the gutters and the big kids built dams and sailed leaf boats, Jeannie and Carrie were not allowed to put one toe off the sidewalk into the street. This was perfectly fair. When Jeannie and Carrie were big kids they would play in the gutter when it rained and would go to school all day and make snow forts in the vacant lot. While Jeannie and Carrie were small – it was perfectly fair – they could go all around the block, even pushing their doll carriages if they liked, but not put one toe into the street.

Once, along this block past the vacant lot, the Harris boy had given first Carrie and then Jeannie a ride in his skate wagon, and sometimes in the early evening, just after dinner, when the sky was still green and voices sounded strangely far away, Carrie and Jeannie were allowed to walk together around the corner and watch the big kids play kick-the-can in the street, or hide-and-seek around the streetlight, or prisoner’s base. One of the big girls who played prisoner’s base came sometimes to baby-sit for Jeannie or Carrie when their mothers and fathers went out in the evening, and then she would read stories, and cut out paper dolls.

Around the next corner was the part that Carrie and Jeannie did not like so well, but it was where Tippie lived. Through the trees behind these houses they could see the backs of their own houses, where they lived, and it was funny to see your own house from the back, when it couldn’t see you. One of the things that made this street less happy was Mrs Branson’s garden, which was long and dark and shadowy with big drooping trees, and not at all a good place to play, even when Mrs Branson did not come out and say she would call the police if children kept running over her lawn.

‘I wonder if Tippie’s looking for us,’ Jeannie said, skipping again; they always skipped going past Mrs Branson’s house, because they liked to get past it quickly. ‘I bet she’s been waiting and waiting and waiting for us to come again.’

‘I bet she’s been asking her mother could she call us on the telephone,’ Carrie said.

Tippie’s house was on the corner. It would have been shorter to go around the other way, up the other side of the block, but Carrie and Jeannie always went to Tippie’s house along the street with the vacant lot; they always had plenty of time. The other way was the way to go home; after passing Tippie’s house the only place to go was the way home. Besides, from this side they could see Tippie’s window as they went along the street.

‘I wonder if she’s there today,’ Carrie said, stopping on the sidewalk to look up at the second-floor window. ‘I can see her dollhouse inside there.’

They looked up anxiously. Sometimes the window caught the sun and then they could not see anything inside, but sometimes, like today, the window shone clean and sparkling in the afternoon light.

‘I can see her teddy bear and her giraffe,’ Jeannie said.

‘I bet she’s got her toy shelf right along under the windowsill,’ Carrie said as she had said many times before. ‘That way, everyone can see her toys and when she comes home she can look right up and see them waiting there for her, her teddy bear and her dollhouse.’

‘The Noah’s Ark is gone,’ Jeannie said. ‘I bet she’s playing with her Noah’s Ark today.’

‘And the pretty doll in the blue dress is gone. I bet she has her doll and is playing dolls with it, and then she’s going to play with her Noah’s Ark.’

‘I wish she’d even wave, or something,’ Jeannie said.

‘I wish she’d even come to the window and look at us and wave,’ Carrie said.

‘I wish she’d come outdoors and play sometimes,’ Jeannie said.

‘Maybe she was disobedient and her mother said she had to stay in her room all day,’ Carrie said as she had said many times before.

‘Maybe she was sick and her mother said she had to stay in bed till her temperature went down,’ Jeannie said as she had said many times before.

‘Maybe she has a friend who comes to play with her every afternoon.’

‘Maybe she has a baby kitten and can’t leave it all alone.’

‘I wish she’d even wave, sometimes,’ Carrie said.

‘I bet she’s glad when we come to see her, though.’

Sighing, Carrie turned away. ‘I guess she doesn’t want to play with us today, either.’

They stood for a minute, looking up at the window. ‘Bye, Tippie,’ Jeannie said softly. ‘Bye, Tippie,’ Carrie said.

Then they began to skip, going on along the sidewalk, and skipped around the corner and most of the way down the next street; this was the longest skipping they did, because this street was not interesting at all, just houses with no children unless you counted the Andovers’ little tiny baby which might just be outside in its baby carriage and Jeannie and Carrie could tiptoe up very very softly and peek in, smiling with incredulous delight at the tiny hands and the little pink sleeping face. Today not even the Andovers’ baby was outside, and so they skipped all the way down to the corner and around that corner to Jeannie’s front steps, where the flower ladies still lingered over their dainty lunch, and Rosabelle and Amelia slept on.

‘I’m going to ask my mother why Tippie can’t come out and play,’ Jeannie said suddenly.

‘Then your mother could call her mother on the telephone and say could Tippie come over,’ Carrie pointed out. ‘I’m going to ask my mother can Tippie please come to my birthday party.’

‘I’m going to ask my mother can Tippie come over tomorrow.’

‘I’m going to ask my mother can Tippie come and live with us.’ Giggling wildly, they reeled down the sidewalk just as the back door of Carrie’s house opened and Carrie’s mother called, ‘Carrie? Carrie? Time to come in now.’

Sitting in the kitchen on the high stool beside the counter, Jeannie watched her mother peeling potatoes, and sang quietly to herself. Outside it was getting darker; the leaves were changing color, and soon it would be the end of summer and the big kids would go back to school. In another year Jeannie and Carrie would go to school, would walk off each morning with the big kids, would even, perhaps, carry a book or a pencil box or lunch in a paper bag; ‘Mommy,’ Jeannie said absently, ‘will Tippie go to school someday?’

‘I suppose so. Who is Tippie?’

‘The little girl.’

‘If she’s a little girl she will certainly go to school. Where does she live?’

‘Around the corner. We go to see her all the time, me and Carrie.’

Jeannie’s mother hesitated, frowning. ‘Another little girl around here?’ she asked, and then, worried, ‘Baby,’ she said, ‘have you and Carrie been crossing the street?’

‘No, no, not a toe,’ Jeannie said, and giggled. ‘Tippie lives on our block. Around the corner. Past Mrs Branson’s dark old garden.’

‘Which house, baby?’

‘On the corner, after Mrs Branson’s garden. We start from our own front walk and we go to the corner and we go around and we go past the vacant lot and then we go around that corner and we go past Mrs Branson’s and then on the next corner is Tippie’s house.’

Mrs Dawson put down the potato she was peeling and came to lean on the counter across from Jeannie; she put out one finger and touched Jeannie’s nose and both of them laughed. ‘Silly small thing,’ Mrs Dawson said. ‘That’s the Archers’ house.’

‘And Tippie lives there. We go and look up at the window and we see her playing but she doesn’t come outside. We go and watch her.’

Mrs Dawson stopped laughing and came around the end of the counter and gathered Jeannie up off the stool and then sat down with Jeannie in her lap. Jeannie curled herself up and sighed luxuriously. ‘Baby,’ Mrs Dawson said, ‘did someone talk to you about Mrs Archer and her little girl? Maybe Helen, when she came to baby-sit?’

‘No,’ Jeannie said, wondering. ‘But can you call Mrs Archer and ask her can Tippie come over and play sometime?’

‘Baby,’ Mrs Dawson said, and stopped. Then she took a breath and asked slowly, ‘Baby, did you ever hear of people dying?’

‘Sure,’ Jeannie said, surprised. ‘Great-grandmother died, and Carrie’s goldfish.’

‘Mrs Archer had a little girl, and she died,’ Mrs Dawson said, still speaking very carefully. ‘You must have heard someone talking about it; it didn’t happen very long ago.’

‘Tippie stays in her room all the time. We watch her put her toys on the windowsill and take them down again. She has a Noah’s Ark and a doll in a blue dress and a yellow giraffe.’

‘Jeannie.’ Mrs Dawson gave her a little shake. ‘There is no little girl at the Archers’ house. There are no children there at all now,’ and she held Jeannie tighter. ‘There are certainly no toys. I know.’ She hesitated again. ‘I packed them away myself,’ she said. ‘They gave everything away.’

‘Why did you have to pack the things if they belonged to Mrs Archer’s little girl? Why didn’t Mrs Archer pack them herself?’

‘Mrs Archer wasn’t feeling very well. Carrie’s mother and Mrs Brown and I went over to help her.’

‘That was nice of you.’ Jeannie wriggled comfortably. ‘Helping her pack when she didn’t feel well.’

‘But you must promise me something, baby. You must promise me that you will never never say anything to Mrs Archer about pretending to see a little girl –’

Jeannie sat up indignantly. ‘It’s not pretending,’ she said. ‘We go all the time and watch Tippie. It’s our third-favorite game.’

Mrs Dawson started to speak, and then stopped. Instead, she put her cheek down on Jeannie’s bright head. ‘Why do you call her Tippie?’ she asked after a minute.

Jeannie giggled. ‘We thought sometimes we could see just the tip of her head or the tip of her hand waving, so we called her Tippie. It’s a name we made up, Carrie and me.’

‘I see,’ Mrs Dawson said. Then she went on brightly, ‘You know, young lady, if I don’t get my potatoes peeled pretty soon, your daddy will come home and he’ll say “WHERE’S MY DINNER,” and when there isn’t any dinner what do you think he’ll do?’

‘He’ll spank us,’ Jeannie said delightedly. ‘He’ll spank us both.’

She slid off her mother’s lap and landed on the floor, laughing and sitting. ‘Mommy,’ she asked, ‘would you feel bad if I died like Tippie?’

Mrs Dawson reached out and touched Jeannie’s nose quickly and lightly. ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I would feel very bad indeed.’

‘Listen,’ Jeannie said, scrambling to her feet, ‘there’s Carrie calling me. Why do you suppose she came over again just before dinner?’

Scurrying, she raced through the dining room and through the hall and tugged open the front door. ‘Hi, Carrie,’ she said.

‘I forgot Rosabelle Jemima,’ Carrie said. ‘I had to come and get her so she wouldn’t catch cold being outside so late.’

‘Did you ask your mother could Tippie come over?’

‘Yes, but she said no,’ Carrie said. ‘Did you?’

‘Yes, but she said no. Ask your mother can I come to your house for lunch tomorrow.’

‘I’ll ask her. And you ask your mother can I come to your house for lunch tomorrow. Then we can call each other on the telephone and say.’

‘All right. You can bring Rosabelle Jemima if she doesn’t catch cold.’

‘All right. Goodbye, Carrie.’

‘Goodbye, Jeannie.’

Carrie turned the doll stroller and started off down the walk. ‘Listen,’ Jeannie called, ‘you ask your mother.’

‘I will. And you ask yours.’

‘Don’t forget.’

‘You don’t forget either.’

‘Goodbye, Carrie.’

‘Goodbye, Jeannie.’

‘See you tomorrow.’

‘See you tomorrow.’

‘Goodbye, Rosabelle Jemima.’

‘Goodbye, Amelia Marian.’

‘Goodbye.’

‘Goodbye.’




Indians Live in Tents


36 Elm St

Tuesday

Dear Miss Griswold,

This is just a note of thanks, to say that I want you to know how much I certainly appreciate your kindness in letting me have this apartment. Every time I come home at night and look around my own little room-and-a-half I think of you, and I think of how if I didn’t speak to Timmy Richards and Timmy Richards hadn’t known Eve Martin and Eve Martin hadn’t gotten in touch with Bill Ireland and Bill Ireland hadn’t known you, then I would still be living out in Staten Island with my sister and her kids, and I remember how grateful I am to you for giving me your apartment. I wish you could see it now. Of course your stuff was good-looking, and I guess I could never make this place look as pretty as you had it, but of course the first thing I had to do was put away all that stuff with the ruffles and the curtains and things, and now I’ve got my ship models and my college pictures up and it sure looks swell. Whenever you want your stuff, of course, it’s right here. I wouldn’t touch it for anything.

Well, thanks again, and I sure hope you’re happy in your new place. You sure were lucky to get it and whenever you want to send for your furniture I’ll send it along to you and then get my furniture from Bill Ireland and he can get his stuff from Timmy Richards and Timmy can get his back from his mother. So thanks again, and yours very sincerely,

Allan Burlingame

101 Eastern Square

Thursday

Dear Mr Burlingame,

I’m so glad you like my apartment, and of course I’m truly delighted that I was able to pass it along to you. Naturally I’m not even beginning to be settled here yet, so of course can’t send for my furniture right away. However, as soon as I get my sublease straightened out, we can fix everything. As you know, I’m having a little trouble with the landlord, because we didn’t want to tell him right away about how I was subleasing the place – he wanted it for his aunt or something – so of course it’s not really legal yet, my being here. As a result I’d be very grateful if you didn’t address your letters such as the last one to me direct. Address them to me care of Tuttle, which is the name of the people I’m subleasing from. Or better still, if you have any problems, telephone. The number is listed under the name of J. T. Maloney, which is the name of the people the Tuttles subleased from, and of course no one liked to have the phone changed because the landlord never really liked having the Tuttles sublease from the Maloneys.

As a matter of fact, it’s just me and the telephone here now. I managed to wear two blankets in under my coat when I came in so I can roll up in them at night, and I had my toothbrush in my pocketbook and I’ve sneaked in a towel and a cake of soap, but otherwise it’s sort of empty. The Tuttles took their furniture out piece by piece and put it into the back of their car covered with a rug, and yesterday the bed went and I must say it looked like the janitor was going to catch us taking the springs down the back stairs.

If you know of any way you can sneak some kind of a folding chair up to me, I’d appreciate it.

Yours very truly,

Marian Griswold

36 Elm St

Monday

Dear Miss Griswold,

Sorry to hear of your roughing it. There is nothing I would like better than turning over all your furniture to you right away, since my friends think it is sort of funny my sleeping in a bed with a pink canopy and keeping my watch and loose change on a dresser with a gauze skirt thing on it. I finally found the telephone under that little doll effect you had, and would call you instead of writing except that the telephone book is holding up one foot of the bathtub and I can’t get it out. I also wish you could get some of your clothes out of the closet partly because I could use the hangers and partly because my aunt brought me over a chocolate cake yesterday and when she went to the closet to hang up her coat I had a terrible time explaining to her. Can you think of anything?

Sincerely,

Allan Burlingame

101 Eastern Square

Wednesday

Dear Mr Burlingame,

I am having enough trouble getting in and out of my apartment myself without trying to carry a dresser with a gauze skirt. If you don’t like it, move. I have to go up the stairs one flight at a time, hiding in the shadows on every landing for fear someone should see me and tell the landlord there is someone strange living in the Tuttles’ apartment. I gave the janitor five dollars and I told him I was visiting the Tuttles and they never came out of the apartment because they all had influenza, but I’m pretty sure he knows they moved out and I am living there because I think he saw the living room chairs in the elevator, and I know he saw me moving in the cot, but I told him it was because the Tuttles didn’t have enough beds, and then I gave him the five dollars.

At any rate I have a place to sleep now and I hope to get in a coffeepot tomorrow or the next day. As soon as I tell the landlord that the Tuttles have moved and I am leasing the apartment I will be able to send for my furniture.

Yours very truly,

Marian Griswold

Shax, Asmodeus, Baal, and Co. Realtors

Dear Mrs Tuttle,

In reference to the apartment 3C at 101 Eastern Square, subleased in your name from Mr J. T. Maloney, we are sorry to be in a position to inform you that your sublease having expired, we have no choice but to inform you that your sublease on apartment 3C at 101 Eastern Square is no longer valid, and we shall expect to recover said premises on October 1st of this year, that being the date upon when your sublease expires. We are sorry to inform you that if you do not vacate said premises before said date we shall have to service upon you first warning of a notice of eviction.

Yours extremely cordially,

B. H. Shax, Executive Vice President

101 Eastern Square

Monday

Dear Helen,

This just came. What shall I do?

Desperately,

Marian

95 Martin Lane

Wednesday

Dear Marian,

Hang on, if you can. Because we have trouble enough of our own – it turns out the owner of this apartment can’t stand children and just because some old grouch complained about Butchie’s tricycle in the halls, and anyway it’s their own fault if the old halls are so dark, anyway, the landlord is being real nasty about it. So whatever you do do, don’t let go of that apartment – we may be coming back.

Best,

Helen

36 Elm St

Thursday

Dear Miss Griswold,

I am very sorry to keep bothering you like this, but the lady in the apartment down the hall here says that you owe her a dollar and sixty-five cents for a C.O.D. package which you never paid her, and I tried to give her your new address but she said she wanted the money so I had to give her the dollar sixty-five, which I am afraid left me rather pressed, since the rent here is higher than I was paying my sister when I lived with her. So I would be grateful if you could send it along. Also the bottom of your bookcase fell out and I tried to put it back but didn’t do much of a job on it. And I’m sorry but I burned a hole in the top of your coffee table.

How are you getting along in your new place? I think I know where I can borrow a car and anytime you want your furniture I’d be glad to bring it over. Just let me know.

Sincerely,

Allan Burlingame

Thurs.

Dear Miss, Landlord came over today and made me let him into 3C to see if it was evicted and so here is your five back because I couldn’t keep him out.

Charles E. Murphy (janitor)

Shax, Asmodeus, Baal, and Co. Realtors

Dear Mrs Tuttle,

Thank you for leaving so promptly after my letter. We must now only trouble you for the amount ($65.75) of last month’s 
rent.

Most extremely cordially,

B. H. Shax

101 Eastern Square

Friday

Dear Mr Shax,

You were misinformed. The Tuttles have moved, but I have taken over this apartment with their permission. Enclosed is my check for the month’s rent. Every human being has the right to shelter. Indians live in tents, Eskimos live in igloos, dogs live in kennels, and I am living here.

Sincerely,

Marian Griswold

Shax, Asmodeus, Baal, and Co. Realtors

Dear Miss Griswold,

Enclosed is your check for last month’s rent of apartment 3C at 101 Eastern Square because we are returning it. If you are interested in the possibilities of renting a kennel or an igloo, I suggest you consult with some real estate firm that handles that type of business. Our firm handles only apartments, and since you are not the legal resident of the apartment at 101 Eastern Square you cannot pay the rent. Since you believe that you are the legal resident of the apartment you may consider this as first warning of notice to evict.

Most extremely cordially,

B. H. Shax

101 Eastern Square

Wednesday

Dear Mr Burlingame,

Bring over all my furniture as fast as you can. I intend to stay in this apartment until a gentleman named B. H. Shax comes personally and carries me out into the street, and that is going to be harder than he thinks, because I am not an easy person to carry down three flights of stairs.

Sincerely,

Marian Griswold

36 Elm St

Thursday

Dear Bill,

Will you get together my stuff and bring it over as soon as you can? I’m finally getting this dame’s stuff out of the place. Thank heaven,

Al

10 Oliver

Friday

Dear Timmy,

Sorry, but I’m afraid I’ll be needing my furniture and things. Al wants his back because he is getting rid of the stuff that girl left in his place.

Bill

1249 Jones St

Saturday

Dear Mom, would you mind sending along as soon as possible the bed and chairs and stuff you said once I could have? On account of the guy who owns the furniture in this apartment wants it. Can I have the little radio too? Will write soon.

Love,

Timmy

101 Eastern Square

Monday

Dear Mr Shax,

I am enclosing again my check for last month’s rent on this apartment. I have spoken to Mrs Tuttle and she believes that her sublease gives her the right to sub-sublease, although it does not allow her to open a vegetable stand on the sidewalk, keep mockingbirds, or advertise clairvoyant readings in the front windows. So you can consider me as having sub-sublet the apartment and I suggest you keep the check.

Sincerely,

Marian Griswold

Shax, Asmodeus, Baal, and Co. Realtors

Dear Miss Griswold,

Enclosed please find your check for $65.75 to cover the rent for one month on apartment 3C at 101 Eastern Square. Since you are not the legal resident of this apartment it would not be legal for us to accept this check. Mrs Tuttle is mistaken. Her lease gives her every right to keep mockingbirds, but none whatsoever to sub-sublet.

Most extremely cordially,

B. H. Shax

P. S. Please consider this as second warning of notice to evict.

101 Eastern Square

Friday

Dear Mr Shax,

If I am not the legal resident of the apartment you cannot evict me. You cannot evict Mrs Tuttle, who is the legal resident of the apartment, because she is not living here. Unless you accept my check you are not going to receive any rent for the apartment at all because you cannot rent it to anyone else while I am living here because you cannot evict me so they could move in. Mrs Tuttle will not pay the rent because she is not living here.

Sincerely,

Marian Griswold

95 Martin Lane

Friday

Marian dear,

I’m really awfully sorry, but I’m afraid we’re coming back. To the apartment, I mean. They definitely won’t let us stay here with Butchie, and they don’t much like the dog, either. We figure there’s no use fighting just to keep an old apartment we’re not crazy about, so back we come. I’m really terribly sorry about your moving and all, but you do understand, don’t you?

Love,

Helen

Shax, Asmodeus, Baal, and Co. Realtors

Dear Miss Griswold,

I am not a hard-hearted man, and even though the real estate business is one of dog-eat-dog you must try to understand that it is only because the real estate business is like that, that we frequently seem to be unpleasant and hardhearted. I could not sleep nights if I put a young girl out onto the street to starve. I am not really a hard-hearted man, so you may keep the apartment. Will you please forward by return mail your check for last month’s rent on apartment 3C at 101 Eastern Square plus your check for next month’s rent and a signed statement to the effect that you will not sub-sub-sublet. I assume that you have no intention of opening a sidewalk vegetable stand, keeping dogs or children, hanging pictures on the walls, making unnecessary noise, leaving garbage in the hall, blocking the stairway or the elevator, putting scratches on the floors, renting rooms for money, or opening any business for profit on the premises. As I say, I am not a hard-hearted man, and I could not sleep nights if I had to forcibly evict you.

Most extremely cordially,

B. H. Shax

101 Eastern Square

Tuesday

Dear Mr Burlingame,

This is a terrible thing to do, but I guess I will have to have my old apartment back, and just as everything was all right here, too. The people I got this one from want it back because they can’t stay in their new place with a baby. So don’t bring over my furniture. I’ll probably be wanting to come back next week sometime.

Sincerely,

Marian Griswold

36 Elm St

Wednesday

Dear Bill,

Never mind about the stuff. The dame wants the place back.

Al

10 Oliver

Thursday

Dear Timmy,

I won’t be needing my furniture for a while yet. Al got kicked out of his apartment by the dame who’s coming back.

Bill

1249 Jones St

Friday

Dear Mom,

It’s O.K. about the furniture. Hope you haven’t already sent it, because I won’t be needing it now. Will write soon.

Love,

Timmy

36 Elm St

Friday

Dear Felicia,

I am sure you will forgive my taking this method of asking you this question, when you realize how much it means to me, and how whenever I am with you I find it impossible to gather my courage to speak. I know that you have for a long time been aware of my feelings for you, and if by some lucky chance you feel the same way about me, it would certainly be wonderful.

Could you possibly consider becoming my wife? We would have to live with your family for a while until we found an apartment, but as you know, I have a good job with good prospects and it would be the ambition of my life to support you in a comfortable fashion, and of course for a while we would save money on rent.

Please let me know at once. You will make me the happiest of men.

Your own,

Allan

95 Martin Lane

Monday

Marian dear,

The most wonderful thing has happened, and just wait till you hear. You
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