“You must realize, of course, that Juliette is a
very complex child.” My mother was talking on
the telephone. Shouting, to be more exact. She
always spoke on the phone as though the wires
had been disconnected, as though she were try-
ing to be heard across the street through an
open window. “She’s so many-sided,” she contin-
ued. “Being cute, of course, is not enough,
although heaven knows she could charm the
legs off a table. But you have to have something
more than personality.”

I was not embarrassed by any of this. Lying
on the living room floor on my stomach, I was
pretending to read The Bobbsey Twins at the
Seashore. But after a while I closed the book.
Letting her words drop around me, I lay there
like a plant enjoying the benefit of a drenching
and beneficial rain. My sister sat nearby in the
huge wingback chair, legs tucked up under her,
reading the funnies.

“I hope you don’t regard this as boasting, but
she really is so very, very talented. Bright as a but-
ton in school—three prizes, can you believe it,
at the last school closing—and an outstanding
athlete, even at eight years old.”

Resting my head on my folded arms, I
smiled quietly. I could see myself eight years
from now, receiving my gold medal, while our
country’s flag rose in front of the Olympic
flame. The applause thundered as the flag
reached its peak, standing straight out from the
pole, firm and strong. As the band broke into a
moving rendition of “O Canada,” I wept softly.
I stood wet and waterlogged from my last race,
my tears melding? with the chlorine and cours-
ing slowly down my face. People were murmur-
ing, “So young, so small, and so attractive.”

“And such a leader!” My mother’s voice
hammered on. “Even at her age, she seems for-
ever to be president of this and director of that.

~= Yuri Podlyaski, Marusia (1955). Notice the steady gaze of
the young woman in this Russian Realist painting. Name
some personal qualities you think she would have.

I feel very blessed indeed to be the mother of
such a child.” My sister stirred in her chair and
coughed slightly, carefully turning a page.

t was true. I was president of grade 4, and

manager of the Lower Slocum Elementary

School Drama Club. I had already starred in

two productions, one of them a musical. In

an ornate® crépe paper costume composed
of giant overlapping yellow petals, I had played
Lead Buttercup to a full house. Even Miss
Prescott’s aggressive piano playing had failed to
drown me out, had not prevented me from
stealing the show from the Flower Queen. My
mother kept the clipping from The Shelburne
Coast Guard up on the kitchen notice board. It
included a blurred newspaper picture of me
with extended arms and open mouth. Below it,
the caption read, “Juliette Westhaver was the
surprise star of the production, with three solos
and a most sprightly little dance, performed
skillfully and with gusto. Broadway, look out!”

Mama was still talking. “Mm? Oh. Henrietta.
Yes, well, she’s fine, T guess, just fine. Such a seri-
ous, responsible little girl, and so fond of her sis-
ter.” Tlooked up at Henrietta, who was surveying
me over the top of her comics. There was no
expression on her face at all.

But then Henrietta was not often given to
expression of any kind. She was my twin, but
apart from the accident of our birth, or the
coincidence, we had almost nothing in com-
mon. It was incredible to me that we had been
born to the same parents at almost the same
moment, and that we had been reared in the
same house.

But Henrietta was my friend and I hers. We
were, in fact, best friends, as is so often the case
with twins. And as with most close childhood
friendships, there was one dominant member,

1. “O Canada,” the Canadian national anthem.
.n (meld), ». merge; blend.
3. ornate (6r nat’), adj. much adorned; much
ornamented.
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one submissive.* There was no doubt in this case
as to who played the leading role.

Henrietta even looked submissive. She was
thin and pale. She had enormous sky-blue eyes
surrounded by a long fringe of totally colorless
eyelashes. Her hair was a dim beige color with-
out gradations of light or dark, and it hung
straight and lifeless from two barrettes. Her fin-
gers were long and bony, and she kept them
folded in her lap, motionless, like a tired old
lady. She had a straight little nose, and a mouth
that seldom smiled—it was serious and still and
oddly serene. She often looked as though she
were waiting for something.

Untidy and flamboyant,® my personality and
my person flamed hotly beside her cool apathy.5
My temper flared, my joys exploded. With fiery
red cheeks and a broad snub nose, I grinned
and hooted my way through childhood, drag-
ging and pushing Henrietta along as I raced
from one adventure to the next. I had a mop

In the fog, it wasn't hard to believe

that the Nazis were coming. ...

of wild black curls that no comb could tame.
I was small, compact, sturdy, well-coordinated
and extremely healthy. Henrietta had a lot
of colds.

When I start talking about Henrietta and
me, I always feel like I'm right back there, a kid
again. Sometimes, you know, I got fed up with
her. If you have a lot of energy, for instance, it’s
no fun to go skiing with someone who’s got lead
in her boots. And for heaven’s sake, she kept
falling all the time. Scared to death to try the
hills, and likely as not going down them on the
seat of her pants. “Fraidy-cat! Fraidy-cat!” I'd yell
at her from the bottom of the hill where I had
landed right side up, and she would start down
the first part of the slope with straight and trem-
bling knees, landing in a snowbank before the
hill even got started. There were lots of fields
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and woods around our town, and good high
hills if you were looking for thrills. You could
see the sea from the top of some of them, and
the wild wind up there made me feel like an
explorer, a brave Micmac? hunter, the queen of
the Maritime Provinces® Sometimes I would let
out a yell just for the joy of it all—and there,
panting and gasping and falling up the hill
would be old Henrietta, complaining, forever
complaining, about how tired she was, how
cold.

But I guess I really loved Henrietta anyway,
slowpoke though she was. I had lots and lots of
other friends who were more interesting than
she was. But it’s a funny thing—she was nearly
always my first choice for someone to play with.

There was a small woodlot to the east of the
village, on land owned by my father. We called
it The Grove. It had little natural paths in it, and
there were open spaces under the trees like
rooms or houses or castles, or whatever you

wanted them to be that day. The grove of

trees was on the edge of a cliff overhang-

ing some big rocks, and at high tide the

sea down there was never still, even when

it was flat oil calm. So it could be a spooky

kind of place to play in, too. I loved to go
there when it was foggy, and play spy. It was 1940
and wartime, and by then we were ten, going on
eleven. From The Grove we could sometimes
see destroyers, and once even a big aircraft car-
rier. In the fog, it wasn’t hard to believe that the
Nazis were coming, and that we were going to
be blown to bits any minute.

We never told Mama or Papa about going to

4. submissive (sab mis’iv), adj. vielding to the power,
control, or authority of another; obedient; humble.

5. flamboyant (flam boi’ant), adj. given to display;
ostentatious; showy.

6. apathy (ap’/a thé), . lack of interest in or desire for
action; indifferent.

7. Micmac, an Algonquian Indian tribe in eastern
Canada.

8. Maritime (mar/s tim) Provinces, provinces of
Canada along the Atlantic Coast.



the cliff when the mist was thick. Henrietta
hardly ever wanted to go on those foggy days.
She was afraid of falling off the cliff onto the
rocks, sure she would drown in the churned-up
water, nervous about the ghostly shapes in the
thick gray-white air. But she always went. I used
to blackmail her. “If you don’t go, I'll tell Mama
about the time you pretended to be sick and
stayed home from school because you didn’t
have your homework done and were scared of
Miss Garrison.” Or I would just plain order her
around. “I'm going, Henrietta, so get a move on
and hurry!” She’d come padding out of the
house in her stupid yellow raincoat, so that she
wouldn’t get a cold in the wet wind, and off we’d
go—me fast and complaining about her slow-
ness, and her slow and complaining about my
speed. But she’d be there and we’d be together
and we’d have fun. I'd be the spy, and she’d be
the poor agonized prisoner of war, tied up to a
tree by a bunch of Nazis. Sometimes I'd leave
her tethered good and long, so she’d look really
scared instead of pretend scared, while I
prowled around and killed Nazis and searched
for hidden weapons. Or we’d play Ghost, and
I'd be the ghost—floating along on the edge of
the cliff, and shrieking in my special death
shriek that [ saved for ghost games. It started out
low like a groan, and then rose to a wail, ending
in a scream so thin and high that it almost
scared me. Sometimes, if she was especially wet
and tired, Henrietta would start to cry, and that
really made me mad. Even now, I can’t stand cry
babies. But you had to have a victim, and this
was something she was extra good at. No point
in wasting my death shriek on a person who
wasn 't afraid of ghosts. No fun to have the Nazis
tying up someone who was big and strong
and brave, particularly when the Nazis weren't
actually there and you had to think them up
and pretend the whole thing.

One time when we went there with a bunch of
kids instead of just us two, I forgot all about her
being tied up to the tree, and got nearly home
before I raced back the whole half mile to untie

her. She never said a word. It was snowing, and
there were big fat snowflakes on those long white
lashes of hers, and her eyes looked like they were
going to pop right out of her head. I said I was
real sorry, and next week I even bought her a
couple of comic books out of my own allowance
money, when she was home sick with bronchits.?
Mama said she should have had the sense to wear
a scarf and a warm hat, being as she was so prone
to colds, and that’s certainly true. She never told
on me, and I don’t know why. She sat up against
the pillows and colored in her coloring book or
read her funnies, or more often she just lay there
on the bed, her hands lying limp on the quilt,
with that patient, quiet, waiting look of hers.

hen the spring came, a gang of us

would always start going out to The

Grove on weekends to start practicing

for our summer play. Year after year we

did this, and it had nothing to do with
those school plays in which I made such a hit.
We’'d all talk about what stories we liked, and
then we’d pick one of them and make a play out
of it. I would usually select the play because I
was always the one who directed it, so it was only
fair that I'd get to do the choosing. If there was
a king or a queen, I'd usually be the queen. If
you're the director, you can’t be something like
a page or a minor fairy, because then you don’t
seem important enough to be giving out
instructions and bossing people around, and
the kids maybe won’t pay attention to all the
orders. Besides, as my mother pointed out, I was
smart and could learn my lines fast, and you
couldn’t expect some slow dummy to memorize
all that stuff.

Henrietta’s voice was so soft and quiet that
no one could ever hear her unless they were
almost sitting on her lap; so of course it would
have been stupid to give her a part. She couldn’t

9. bronchitis (brong ki’tis), n. inflammation of the
bronchial tubes, usually accompanied by a deep
cough.
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even be the king’s horse or the queen’s milk-
white mule because she was so darn scrawny.
You can’t have the lead animal looking as
though it should be picked up by the Humane
Society and put in quarantine.’® But she was
really useful to the production, and it must have
been very satisfying for her. She got to find all
the costume parts, and rigged up the stage in
the biggest cleared space among the trees,
making it look like a ballroom or a throne room
or whatever else we needed. She did a truly
good job, and if it weren’t for the fact that I
can’t stand conceited people, I probably would
even have told her so. I liked Henrietta the way
she was. [ didn’t want her strutting around look-
ing proud of herself and putting on airs. One
time one of the kids said, “Hey, Henrietta, that’s
a really great royal bedroom you made,” and
right away she started standing and moving
around in a way that showed she thought she
was a pretty smart stage manager.

I hate that kind of thing, and I knew the oth-
ers wouldn’t like it either. So I said, “Oh, sure!
And the king must have just lost his kingdom in

| always think that laughter
IS very important.

the wars. Who ever heard of a king sleeping on
a pile of branches or having an old torn dish-
towel at the window? Some king!” And everyone
laughed. I always think that laughter is very
important. It makes everyone happy right away,
and is a good way to ease tensions.

We had a lot of fun practicing for those
plays. No one went away for the summer. No
one needed to. The sea was right there along-
side the village, with a big sandy beach only a
quarter mile away. Some of the fishermen let us
use their smaller flats for jigging," and we could
always swim or dig for clams or collect mussels.
Besides, the war was on; people weren’t spend-
Ing money on cottages or trips. Seems to me
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that everyone just stuck around home and saved
paper and counted their ration stamps!? and
listened to the news on the radio. There was a
navy base nearby, and sometimes sailors came to
dinner. They'd tell us about life on the base, and
all the dangers they were expecting and hoping
to experience when they started sailing to
Europe. I envied them like anything, and
couldn’t for the life of me see why you had to be
eighteen before you joined the navy, or why they
wouldn’t let girls run the ships or use the guns.
Henrietta said she didn’t want to be a sailor any-
way, because she’d be too scared, which of
course is only what you'd expect. Apart from
that, there wasn’t much excitement. So the play
practices were our main entertainment during
those years. In the summer, we practiced on
most fine days, and in August we put on the play
in front of all our mothers and fathers and
uncles and aunts, and for the sisters and broth-
ers too young to take part.

The play we put on in 1942 was about a rich
nobleman called Alphonse who falls in love with
an exquisitely beautiful but humble country girl
called Genevieve. 1 played the part of
Genevieve, and it was the nicest part I had ever
played. In the last scene, Genevieve and the
nobleman become engaged, and she gets to
dress up in a very gorgeous gown for a big court
ball. T had a real dress for this scene, instead of
the usual pieced-together scraps of material dug
out of old trunks from our attics. My mother let
me use one of her long dance dresses from
when she was young. It was covered with sequins

10. quarantine (kwor/on t&n”), n. the isolation of a per-
son, animal, plant, ship, etc., for a time to prevent
the spread of an infectious disease.

11. jigging (jig/ing). n. A jig is a fishing lure consisting
of a fishhook or a set of fishhooks weighted with a
spoon-shaped piece of bright metal. When you are
Jigging, you bob the lure up and down or pull it
through the water to catch fish.

12. ration (rash/sn) stamps. During the Second World
War, households were allowed a certain allotment of
food, fuel, and other items that were in short supply.



and even had some sort of fluffy feather stuff
around the hem; and it was pale sapphire blue
and very romantic looking. I had trouble get-
ting into it because I was almost thirteen now
and sort of big through the middle. But my
mother put in a new zipper instead of the but-
tons, and I was able to wear it after all. I had to
move a little carefully and not take very deep
breaths, but I was as tall as Mama now, and I felt
like a real woman, a true beauty. The neck was
kind of low, but I was pretty flat, so I didn’t need
to worry about being indecent in front of
Harold Boutilier, who played the part of
Alphonse. Mama put a whole lot of makeup on
me, covering up the pimples I was starting to
get, and I thought I looked like a movie star, a
genuine leading lady. The zipper wasn’t put into
the dress in time for the dress rehearsal, but
Harold wore a big bow at his neck and his
mother’s velvet shorty coat, with a galvanized
chain around his waist that shone like real sil-

ver. He had on his sister’s black stockings and a
pair of high rubber boots, and he looked very
handsome. Up until this year he had just
seemed like an okay boy to me, as boys go, but
this summer I'd spent a lot of time watching
him and thinking about him when I went to bed
at night. I guess I had a big crush on him.
And I was pretty sure that when he saw me in
that blue dress, he’d have a crush on me right
away, too.

On the day of the play, all our families started
arriving at The Grove theater a full hour before
we got started. It didn’t rain, and there wasn’t
even one of those noisy Nova Scotian winds that
shake the trees and keep you from hearing the
lines. My mother was hustling around backstage
helping with clothes and makeup. Mostly she
was fussing with my face and my first costume
and telling me how pretty I looked. We had
rigged up eight bedspreads, some torn and
holey, some beautiful, depending on the fear or
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the pride of the mothers who lent them, and
behind this strung-out curtain, we prepared
ourselves for the two o’clock production.
Henrietta was moving quietly about on the
stage, straightening furniture, moving props,
standing back to look at the effect. Later on,
just before the curtain went up, or rather was
drawn aside, she went off and sat down against
a tree, where she’d have a good view of the
performance, but where she’d be out of sight.
If any of us needed anything, she could get it
for us without the audience seeing what she
was doing.

In the first part of the play, the nobleman
ignores the beautiful peasant girl, who comes
on dressed in rags but heavily made up and
therefore beautiful. He is of course looking for
a wife, but no one even thinks of her as a possi-
ble candidate. She does a lot of sighing and
weeping, and Alphonse rides around on his
horse (George Cruikshank) looking handsome
and tragic. Harold did this very well. Sdll, I
could hardly wait for the last scene in which I
could get out of those rags and emerge as the
radiant court butterfly. But I put all I had into
this first scene, because when Alphonse turns
down all the eligible and less beautiful women
of the land and retires to a corner of the stage
to brood (with George Cruikshank standing
nearby, munching grass), Genevieve arrives on
the scene to a roll of drums (our wooden spoon
on Mrs. Eisner’s pickling kettle). As Alphonse
turns to look at her dazzling beauty, he recog-
nizes her for what she is—not just a poor com-
moner, but a young woman of great charm and
loveliness, worthy of his hand. At this point, she
places her hand on her breast and does a deep
and graceful curtsy. He stands up, bends to help
her rise, and in a tender and significant gesture
kisses her outstretched hand.

And that’s exactly how we did it, right there
on the foxberry patch, which looked like a rich
green carpet with a red pattern, if you hap-
pened to have the kind of imagination to see it
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that way. I thought I would faint with the beauty
of it all. Then the string of bedspreads was
drawn across the scene, curtain hoops squeak-
ing, and the applauding audience awaited the
final scene.

didn’t waste any time getting into my other

costume. Dressed in my blue gown, I peeked

through the hole in Mrs. Powell’s bedspread

to assess the audience. I had not had time to

look until now, but Mama had dressed me
first, and she had six other girls to get ready for
the ball scene. The crowd outside was large.
There must have been forty-five or fifty people
of various sizes and ages, sitting on the cushions
placed on top of the pine needles. The little
kids were crawling and squirming around like
they always do, and mothers were passing out
pacifiers and bags of chips and jelly beans and
suckers to keep them quiet during intermission.
One little boy—Janet Morash’s brother—was
crying his head off, and I sure as fire hoped he’d
stop all that racket before the curtain went up.
While I watched all this, I looked over to the left,
and saw three sailors coming through the
woods. I knew them. They’d been to our house
for supper a couple of times, but I never dreamt
we’d be lucky enough to have the navy at our
play. My big scene was going to be witnessed by
more than just a bunch of parents and kids.
There was even a little group of grade 12 boys in
the back row.

We were almost ready to begin. Backstage,
most of the makeup was done, and Mrs. Elliot
was standing by the tree, making up Henrietta
Jjust for the heck of it. Henrietta had set up the
stage and handed out the costumes, and she was
putting in time like some of the rest of us. She
Jjust had on that old blue sweatshirt of hers and
her dungarees,'® and it seemed to me that all
that makeup was going to look pretty silly on

13. dungarees (dung’go rés’), n. work pants made from
coarse cotton cloth.



someone who didn’t have a costume on; but [
didn’t really care. If Henrietta wanted to make
a fool of herself, it wasn’t going to bother me.

In the last scene, all the courtiers!*and aris-
tocrats are milling around in the ballroom, wait-
ing for the nobleman to arrive with his
betrothed.’® The orchestra is playing Strauss
waltzes (on Mrs. Corkum’s portable wind-up
gramophone)!® and you can see that everyone is
itchy footed and dying to dance, but they have
to wait around until Alphonse arrives with
Genevieve. It is a moment full of suspense, and
I had to do a lot of smart and fierce directing to
get that bunch of kids to look happy and excited
and impatient all at the same time. But they did
a really good job that afternoon. You could see
that they thought they actually were lords and
ladies and that it was a real live ball they had
come to.

Suddenly there is a sound of trumpets (little
Horace Miller’s Halloween horn) and Alphonse
comes in, very slow and stately, with Genevieve
on his arm. She is shy, and enters with downcast
eyes; but he turns around, bows to her, and she
raises her head with new pride and confidence,
lifting her arms to join him in the dance. We did
all this beautifully, if I do say so myself, and as I
started to raise my arms, I though I would burst
with the joy and splendor of that moment.

As it turned out, burst is just about exactly
what I did. The waltz record was turned off dur-
ing this intense scene, and there was total
silence on the stage and in the audience. As my
arms reached shoulder level, a sudden sound of
ripping taffeta reached clear to the back of the
audience. (Joannie Sherman was sitting in the
last row, and she told me about it later.) I knew
in one awful stupefying moment that my dress
had ripped up the back, the full length of that
long zipper. I can remember standing there on
the stage with my arms half raised, unable to
think or feel anything beyond a paralyzed hor-
ror. After that day, whenever I heard that some-
one was in a state of shock, I never had to ask
the meaning of that term. I knew. Joannie told

me later that the whole stageful of people
looked like they had been turned to stone, and
that it really had been a scream to see.

Suddenly, as quiet and as quick as a cat,
Henrietta glided onstage. She was draped in
one of the classier bedspreads from the curtain,
and no one would have known that she wasn’t
supposed to be there. I don’t know how anyone
as slow-moving as Henrietta could have done so
much fast thinking. But she did. She was carry-
ing the very best bedspread—a lovely blue
woven one that exactly matched my dress. She
stopped in front of me, and lifting the spread
with what I have to admit was a lot of ceremony
and grace, she placed it gravely over my shoul-
ders. Fastening it carefully with one of the large
safety pins that she always kept attached to her
sweatshirt during performances, she then
moved backward two paces, and bowed first to
me and then to Harold, before moving slowly
and with great dignity toward the exit.

merging from my shock with the kind of
presence of mind for which I'was noted, I
raised my arms and prepared to start the
dance with Alphonse. But Harold, eyes
full of amazement, was staring at
Henrietta as she floated off the stage. From the
back of the audience, I could hear two long low
whistles, followed by a deep male voice exclaim-
ing, “Hubba, hubba!” to which I turned and
bowed in graceful acknowledgement of what I
felt to be a vulgar but nonetheless sincere trib-
ute. The low voice, not familiar to me, spoke
again. “Not you, pie-face!” he called, and then 1
saw three or four of the big boys from grade 12
leave the audience and run into the woods.
Somehow or other I got through that scene.

14. courtier (cO1/t€ ar), n. person who is often present
at a royal court.

15. betrothed (bi tr&¥ud”), n. person engaged to be
married.

16. gramophone (gram’» fon), n. trademark name for a
type of phonograph, or record player.
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Harold pulled his enchanted eyes back onstage,
and the gramophone started the first few bars
of “The Blue Danube” as we began to dance.
Mercifully, the scene was short, and before long
we were taking our curtain calls. “Stage man-
ager! Stage manager!” shouted one of the
sailors, and after a brief pause, old Henrietta
came shyly forward, bedspread gone, dressed
once more in her familiar blue sweatshirt and
dungarees. The applause from the audience
went on and on, and as we all bowed and curt-
sied, I stole a look at Henrietta. Slender, 1
thought, throat tight. Slender, not skinny any-
more. All in an instant I saw everything, right
in the midst of all that clapping and bowing. It
was like one of those long complicated dreams
that start and finish within the space of five
minutes, just before you wake up in the morn-
ing. Henrietta was standing serenely, quietly.
As the clapping continued, while the actors
and actresses feverishly bobbed up and down
to acknowledge the applause, she just once,
ever so slightly, inclined her head, gazing at

All in an instant | saw everything, right in
the midst of all that clapping and bowing.

the audience out of her astonishing eyes—
enormous, arresting,!” fringed now with long
dark lashes. Mrs. Elliot’s makeup job had made
us all see what must have been there all the
time—a strikingly beautiful face. But there was
something else there now that was new. As I
continued to bow and smile, the word came to
me to describe that strange new thing. Power.
Henrietta had power. And what’s more, she had
it without having to do a single thing. All she
needs to do, I thought, is be. The terrible injus-
tice of it all stabbed me. There I was, the lead
role, the director, the brains and vigor of our
twinship, and suddenly, after all my years in first
place, it was she who had the power. Afterwards
Ilooked at them—the boys, the sailors, Harold—
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as they gazed at her. All she was doing was
sauntering'® around the stage picking up props.
But they were watching, and I knew, with a
stunning accuracy, that there would always be
watchers now, wherever she might be, whatever
she wore, regardless of what she would be
doing. And I also knew in that moment, with the
same sureness, that I would never have that kind
of power, not ever.

he next day, Mama stationed herself at

the telephone, receiving all the tributes

that came pouring in. A few moments

per call were given over to a brief recog-

nition of my acting talents and to an
uneasy amusement over the split dress. The rest
of the time was spent in shouted discussion of
Henrietta’s startling and surprising beauty. I lay
face downward on my bed and let the words hail
down upon me. “Yes, indeed. Yes. I quite agree.
Simply beautiful. And a real bolt from the blue.
She quite astonished all of us. Although of
course I recognized this quality in her all along.
I've often sat and contemplated
her lovely eyes, her milky skin,
her delicate hands, and thought,
“Your time will come, my dear!
Your time will come!™”

“Delicate hands!” I whispered
fiercely into the mattress. “Bony! Bony!”

I suppose, in a way, that nothing changed
too drastically for me after that play. I continued
to lead groups, direct shows, spark activities with
my ideas, my zeal. In school I did well in all my
subjects, and was good at sports, too. Henrietta’s
grades were mediocre,’ and she never even
tried out for teams or anything, while I was on
the swim team, the baseball team, the basketball

17, arresting (a2 rest/ing), adj. catching and holding
attention; striking.

18. saunter (sdn’tar), v. walk along slowly and happily;
stroll.

19. mediocre (m&/dé 6/kor), adj. neither good nor bad;

of average or lower than average quality; ordinary.



team. She still moved slowly, languidly,? as
though her energy was in short supply, but there
was a subtle difference in her that was hard to
put your finger on. It wasn’t as though she went
around covered with all that highly flattering
greasepaint that Mrs, Elliot had supplied. In
fact, she didn’t really start wearing makeup until
she was fifteen or sixteen. Apparently she didn’t
need to. That one dramatic walk-on part with
the blanket and the safety pin had done it all,
although I'm sure I harbored a hope that we
might return to the old Henrietta as soon as she
washed her face. Even the sailors started com-
ing to the house more often. They couldn’t take
her out, of course, or do anything with her. But
they seemed to enjoy just looking at her, con-
templating her. They would sit there on our big
brown plush chesterfield? under the stern pic-
ture of Great-great-grandmother Logan in the
big gold frame, smoking cigarette after ciga-
rette, and watching Henrietta as she moved
about with her infuriatingly slow, lazy grace, her
grave confidence. Her serenity soothed and
excited them, all at the same time. Boys from
grades 9 and 10 hung around our backyard, our
verandah,? the nearest street corner. They
weren’t mean to me. They simply didn’t know I
was there, not really.

didn’t spend much time with Henrietta any-
more, or boss her, or make her go to The
Grove in the fog or try to scare her. I just
wasn’t all that crazy about having her
around the entire time, with those eyes
looking out at me from under those long
lashes, quiet, mysterious, full of power. And of
course you had to trip over boys if you so much
as wanted to ask her what time it was. Every
once in a while I'd try to figure out what the
thing was that made her so different now; and
then, one day, all of a sudden, I understood. We
were down at the beach, and she was just sitting
on a rock or something, arms slack and resting
on her knees, in a position I had often seen
over the years. And in that moment I knew.
Everything else was the same—the drab white
skin, the bony, yes, bony hands, the limp hair.
But she had lost her waiting look. Henrietta
didn’t look as though she were waiting for any-
thing at all anymore.

20. idly (lang”/gwid 18), adv. in a manner that is not
brisk or lively; sluggishly; dully.

21. chesterfield (ches”tar feld”), n. a sofa (in Great
Britain and Canada).

22. verandah (vo ran/da), n. a large porch or gallery
along one or more sides of a house.
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