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By EDNA GOIT BRINTNALL

A brief story of a girl who lay in bed and rested for the
first time in her life

T FIRST, Nellie thought it was all
A only a dream. There had been
ro stinging summons from the
rusty little alarm clock, no petulant call
from her mother’s room down the long
flight of stairs. Yet she could hear her
mother moving about in the kitchen and
her father’s low answers. Miraculously
enough, they were not quarreling.

She lay very still and tried to readjust
herself. She was very tired and it was
pleasant, unbelievably pleasant, to just lie
quietly and pretend she was asleep.

It was high time she was getting fath-
er's breakfast, and a rather pathetic break-
fast it would be. Just the two of them
always. Mother usually had a headache
and Nellie took breakfast up to her on
a tray. Not a tray with a rose clinging
lovingly to the curl of a long crystal vase,
but roses were expensive and not to be
thought of even in midsummer. Mother
usually ate her breakfast and turned over
discontentedly and went back to sleep.
Then Nellie hurried downstairs and dust-
ed the living-room. Mother was most
particular about the living-room. Beyond
the living-room nothing much mattered.

Nellie sensed that she was lying on
the couch in the alcove off the living-
room. It was stuffy; she could smell the
dust on the "“'porteers” and the heavy
odor of the afghan couch cover. There
were six strips to the couch cover, two
tan, two rust-red and two faded blue, al-
ternating and strung together loosely
with coarse tan twine.

Sometimes she and Wilbur sat there

at night and Wilbur held her hand and
kissed her (she skipped over the thought
hurriedly), but she had never before lain
quietly on its spongy softness. Mother
spoke of the alcove as the cozy comer.

It was nice.

Even the sheet was over her face, just
as she always put it (even in her own
hard little bed up under the roof) to keep
off the wind that sucked down through
the flue in the chimney.

She liked her room, though it- had
nothing in it besides a very old marble-
top dresser shabbily painted white, and
an old mirror of her grandmother’s, that
once had been resplendent with shining
gold leaf. It was nothing much to look
at now, after she had painted the clus-
ters of grapes along the sides. Blobs of
paint made pimples on the sides of the

. grapes, unpleasant even to think about.
The bed was thin and white and iron.
It was cold in winter—Ilike the rest of the
room, and hot in summer.

In the winter there was no heat. The
tiny sheet-iron stove in the corner was
not good to look at, but no one bothered
to take it down. It was painfully inade-
quate against the winter winds that threw
themselves off the lake and beat frantic-
ally against the eight tiny windows.

Only half of the woodwork was white.
Nellie had intended it all to be white,
but one can hardly judge the limits of a
quart of paint. Even the white part was
not all white—just a muddy gray where
the deep brown of the old woodwork
showed through—and now only two of
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the windows would open. The paint held
them quite securely, making the room
like a furnace during the hot summer
nights.

Even at that Nellie liked the room.

There were eight more of such rooms
strung along the row toward the street
comer. Nellie often wondered what
they looked like—if they were as warm
and as cold s hers, and if the wallpapers
were as pretty as hers. Nellie loved the
wallpaper. She had selected it herself.
It was pale green with broad silver trel-
lises fairly bursting with pink roses, roses
that hung over her bed in joyous profu-
sion. So low was the ceiling that she coald
fancy herself lying in bed and merely
reaching out one slim arm and gathering
handfuls to her thin young breasts.

Looking at the flowers, she forgot the
paint, and the lack of curtains at the win-
dows didn’t bother her any more. She
had waated Swiss curtains with pink dots
and frilled tie-backs, but as her mother
convinced her—curtains were not neces-
sary up so high from the street. No one
saw.

A‘) THE door opened softly, she lay
very still. It was too nice for just a
little longer.

She wondered why her father hadn't
gone to work, wreaching himself into
his coat, pulling his hat dowa viciously
over his bespectacled eyes and slamming
the door uamtil the colored glass fairly
rattled in its casing.

From the kitchen she could hear the

mother’s voice as a general directing his
army.

“Be careful now, with that dust-rag.
Wipe off the window-sills and the top of
the piano and the rungs of the chaits!”

So Pather was dusting!

She would have loved to peek out from-
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under the sheet, just to have seen him,
but it was all too delicious,

Mother getting breakfast! Father dust-
ing!

Too delicious just to lie all warm and
comfortable and let some one else do
something.

Her mother came through the dining-
room and stood in the doorway.

"We can put those roses in the green
vase,” she was saying to her father, “two
whole dozen roses—from the Goodmans”

around the corer!

Two dozen roses—it was beyond com-
prehension?

Soon she would stir herself and get up
and wash the vase—'way down at the
bottom so that no brown line would show
—but not now—no, not now!

She thopght about the house—stiff with

‘red, dark red brick and a jutting porch

that went up stiffy as if meking a loag
nose at the shabby cellar beneath. It had
cutwork and balls and scrolls all painted
red, dark red like the brick.

The kiving-room was nice. Mother al-
ways spoke of it that way, There was
the onyx table with a bronze statue on it,
by the frent window—the bronze lamp
with the big red shade on the glass-top
table by the morris chair. There were
green over-curtains—scant, very scant, it
was true, and not quite covering the
coarse lace edgings of the scrim curtains
underneath,. but Mother had made them
in a hurry and her sense of measurement
was not always accurate. Still they looleed
nice.

The piano was rosewood. Even Father
was proud of the piano, though there
had been weeks of wrangling and bitter
biting argument over it, but Mother woa.
Mother always did.

Just as she had about the house. Fath-
er had wanted a house in the country. A
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house that stood by itself and didn’t have
to be propped up by seven others, all
alike in a row like atphabet blocks. A
house that had sides to it that one could
see and not only just one stern high front.
Windows that looked wide to the sun and
not into a gray court that grew darker
and datker as it neared the dining-room
windows.

Perhaps that was why the dining-room
was rarely dusted. No one could see dust
in the dining-room, even in mtdday—
that is, no one but Father. Father a)uld
sece and sometimes he wrote the word
Dust in a big scrawling hand across the
shelf of the high golden-oak sideboard.
It always made Mother angry—which he
knew it would. Often Nellie saw it be-
fore Mother did, though she was not so
tall; and that saved a row.

Nellie hated rows, but Father and
Mother seemed to enjoy them. Father
always telling about his mother’s house-
keeping and Mother flinging back about
never having a dime to call her own.

Often Nellie could hear them below
her—tense bitter voices snarling at each
other in the darkness.

But when callers came Mother and
Father took on, in some mysterious fash-
ion, the niceness of the living-room.
Mother was proud of the Oriental rugs
and Father even praised the piano.

Nellie didn’t stit. She heard Mother's
steps close beside her—very close beside
her. She was speaking.

“I think the roses look nicest hete, don't
you? We can put the rest of the flowers
here—but the roses are lovely!”

“'She liked roses,” said the fathct.

“I like roses too, but with never a
dime—" She stopped, suddenly; her
father said nothing. '

“"Her graduating-dress was a bit tco
small, but I split it down the back. Looks
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real nice against——" her mother con-
tinued.

“She has real pretty hair.” Her father
seemed vefy close to her. He was praising
her. Tears flooded to her eyes, but she
kept her lips closed tight. She wanted to
hear more—just a very little more.

“I had real pretty hair, tog, once—you
used to say so yourself—but what with
scrimping and washing and ironing and
standing over a hot stove and raiding
a——" Her mother hesitated.

“She wasn't exactly thankless,” her
father said, slowly, as if supplying the
word. "“Maybe we shouldn’t have sald
she had to marry Wilbur. Wilbur is a
nice fellow, but maybe she didn't just
fancy him—girls are sometimes that way.
Maybe, if we hadn't just forced her too
far, she woulda got used to the idea stow-
like and not run out into the street like
a wild thing and get runned over by a
fire engine.”

Nellie felt her mother’s breath freeze
against her lips.

“Don’t you ever let me hear you say
those words again—not to anybody, any
time,"” she said firmly, ' After all, she was
funning out to see where the fire was and
that's how it all happened.”

“I guess you're right,” said the father.

“Well, I've got all the food ready and
mcst, of the flowers set up and you bettter
go up and get a fresh collar on and yous
black gloves ready. The man ought to
be here now any minute and you can help
lift her.”

Her mother came close to her and
lifted the sheet. Nellie kept her eyes
tightly closed and waited.

“She looks reel nice,” she said aimost
defiantly, “just like she was sleeping.”

“Yes,” said her father, “just like she
was slecping.”
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Her mother laid the sheet back over
her face. They tiptoed away.

THE heavy scent of roses came back
to Nellie pleasantly. She wished the
“porteers” didn’t smell like dust.

So close the roses seemed, as if she
could reach out one slender arm and gath-
er them to her thin young bosom.

She was very tired. She wondered
about the alarm clock. Perhaps there
had never been any alarm clock. Perhaps
she had only been dreaming.
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It was nice of the Goodmans to send
roses to her mother. They were nice peo-
ple—even her mother and father were
nice. A nice living-room it was. A nice
couch, comfortable, restful. . . .

Even Wilbur was nice. . . .

She gave a thin, peaceful litttle sigh—
the room was dusted—somewhere Fath-
er was putting on a clean collar and
some black gloves—somewhere Mother,
well—it was just all—too—nice. . . .

Nellie slept.



