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THAT affair of Charles Simmons’s cat never became known. 

Somehow, Scotty, the cat found itself inside the neighbor’s house and tore up the new draperies while trying to escape. Of course, no one knew how the cat entered, as cats cannot turn door knobs. This goes to show that two little boys and a little girl can keep a secret – that is, sometimes. 

Mr. Simmons' house was something of a famous place, as it was the oldest house in town and registered at the Historical Society.  Mr. Simmons' house looks like it should have been built on a hillside near a river some time in the thirteenth century. 

A castle type construction, it is solid and imposing. Stone is the majority of the structure with stones the size of a man’s head and more. Most of the homes in town appear to be miniature versions of Mr. Simmons’, and all a great deal newer.

Cantyville is the most mansion-filled town you’ll ever find, a part of American heritage with a little dot on the map which pinpoints 854 small town citizens. These citizens like their little town exactly as it is and have no intention of letting ‘corporate America’ in. It is quaint and quiet and everyone likes it very much that way. The only thing merely exciting is when a cat gets caught up in a tree, or in the previous case, Mr. Simmons house.

At this particular point in time, the two little boys who were suspected to be involved had an advantage over the little girl because they could talk over the affair and get their stories aligned with pertinent details in order to stay out of trouble. Although this may sound like a trivial detail, it is indeed, of much importance.

The little girl, Leslie MacIntosh, on the other hand, was left alone with her thoughts, unsure of what to say or do. She knew that the boys were sorting out the story so that they would not get caught, but what about her? Would they stick up for her? As she sat there, twirling a piece of hair around her finger, she realized that she needed a girl to confide in and who she could trust to keep secrets. 

The town was small and everyone knew everyone else, which also meant that Leslie’s parents also knew all of the other parents, in fact, her parents hosted dinner parties of which several couples of parents attended. 

She needed to be careful about whom she confided because that, she thought, is how people get caught for pushing a cat through the barely open screen door on Mr. Simmon’s back veranda.
Leslie had only little Annie Williams, commonly called by the pupils of Madame’s Providence School “The Copy-Cat.”  

Annie is not quite five feet tall. Her hair is stick-straight and a deep brown with blonde highlights that glow under the warm sun. Annie has freckles across her nose and cheeks, and is a mild type of child. She typically wears blue and white gingham dresses and black Mary Janes, because gingham is a sturdy cloth and can take a bit of soiling now and then, and Mary Jane’s are a sensible shoe and can be worn with most anything she owns. 

Annie is quiet and never causes any trouble for her mother. Her father passed away many years ago from pneumonia and therefore, she and her mother live with her two grandmothers, Grandmother Smythe and Grandmother Williams, in a house which is also rich with history, but not nearly the size of a mansion.

Annie, thought by many, was an odd little girl – that is, everybody called her odd. She was that rather unusual creature, a child with a definite ideal and that ideal was Leslie MacIntosh. However, nobody knew that in the beginning. 

If Annie’s mother, who was a woman of strong character, had suspected, she would have taken strenuous measures to prevent such a peculiar state of affairs; the more so because she herself did not in the least approve of Leslie MacIntosh. 

But despite her mother's disapproval, Annie couldn't help but to be drawn to Leslie. There was something about her that Annie found irresistible - the way she moved, the way she spoke, even the way she smiled. 

Annie knew she was different from the other girls, and that Leslie was also different, but could not explain why. She just knew so. 

Mrs. Delia Williams, Annie’s mother, often remarked to her own mother, Mrs. Smythe, and to her mother-in-law, Mrs. Samuel Williams, that she did not feel that Mrs. MacIntosh was bringing up Leslie exactly as she should. “That child thinks entirely too much of her looks,” said Mrs. Delia. “As she strides past here, she swishes her ostentatious frills as if in a show of wealth and entitlement. She throws her head back and glances around to see who notices her presence, her boldness, her confidence. If I were witness to Leslie’s behavior, my punishment would demand submission and reformation from her. A child simply should not act that way and definitely not in public for all to see.”

Mrs. Delia was one lady who was not afraid to voice her opinion, no matter who was around, nor what they may say. Since her husband passed, she found it necessary to unleash enough boldness to carry her and her daughter through life as the grandmothers tagged along.
“Leslie MacIntosh is a very pretty child,” said Mother-in-law Williams, with an under-meaning, and Mrs. Delia flushed, knowing precisely what was meant. 

Leslie cascaded down sidewalks in her pretty dresses with all of the frills little girls adore. She walked as if she owned the town, head held high and giggling all the way. She was a spirited child and that’s all there was to it, nothing right or wrong, just spirited.

Annie was quite different and did not in the least resemble the Williams’ side of the family, who were a handsome set. Instead, she looked remarkably like her mother, Delia, who was a plain woman; the only difference being that little Annie did not have a square chin. Her chin was pretty and round, with a little dimple in it – the kind of chin that grandmothers loved to tilt upward to give a little peck on the lips. In fact, Annie’s chin was the prettiest feature she had. Her hair was phenomenally straight, straight as a board. It would not even yield to hot curling-irons or overnight rollers, which her grandmother Williams had tried surreptitiously several times when there was a little girls’ party. Time after time, Grandmother Williams would try and time after time, Annie’s hair remained perfectly straight.

Curls are very much in fashion, so the fact that Annie’s hair refused any type of curling treatment absolutely dumbfounded Mrs. Williams. “I never saw such hair as that poor child has in all my life,” she told the other grandmother, Mrs. Smythe. “Have the Smythe’s always had such very straight hair?”

Mrs. Smythe stiffened her chin. Her own hair was very straight but was unnoticed because it was always in a bun on top of her head. “I don’t know,” said she, “that the Smythe’s have had any straighter hair than other people. If Annie does not have anything worse to contend with than straight hair I rather think she will get along just fine in the world.”

“Her hair is thin, too,” said Grandmother Williams, with a sigh, “and it hasn’t a bit of shine. Oh, well, Annie is a good child, and beauty isn’t everything. She has good grades, a timid but pleasant personality, and is well received by everyone in town.” 

Grandmother Williams presented her statement as if beauty were a great deal, but she was trying to find a way to compliment Annie, for it was not the child’s fault that she looked like her mother.

At that comment, Grandmother Smythe arose and shook out her black silk skirt, as to not have wrinkles from sitting. She had money, and loved to dress in rich black silks and laces. She liked the richness of black colors and never minded showing off her expensive clothing, especially when she was presented with a fact that she could not argue with and that fact was that Annie was a plain looking girl.

“Her hair is dull, indeed,” she replied, as she eyed and envied Grandmother Williams’s lovely old face. It was like a faded rose as to color, faintly pink and rosy, faultless as to feature, and framed by the loveliest waves of shining silver hair. Her skin was smooth, no worry lines noticeable to the naked eye, a regal nose and beautiful bluish-green eyes. She must’ve been quite the looker in her younger days.

Grandmother Smythe then left the room, and Grandmother Williams was left alone, smiling. She knew the worth of beauty for those who possessed it and the aggravation and sadness it caused for those who did not. 

Grandmother Smythe had never been quite thrilled nor reconciled to her son’s marrying such a plain girl as Delia Stark, although Delia did come from a family with money and therefore, had money of her own. She did want her son to be happy and he was joyously ecstatic when in the presence of Delia, and so the marriage was announced. Not long afterward, Delia and her new husband purchased what is now the home of Annie, her mother, and the two grandmothers.

Grandmother Smythe considered beauty on the whole as a more valuable asset than pure gold. In her mind, beauty is a girl’s best friend and she can get anything she wishes from life if she learns to use her feminine tools correctly. Proper use was essential, as it also went to the character of the girl and her family.

She regretted that poor little Annie, her only grandchild, was so very plain-looking. She always knew that Annie was very plain, and sometimes the child’s looks puzzled her. 

With a grandmother’s loving eye, she seemed to see reflections of beauty, if not beauty itself, in the little colorless face, in the figure, with its too-large joints and utter absence of curves. She sometimes even wondered privately if some subtle resemblance to the handsome Williams’ might not be in the child and yet appear
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