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10 IMITATION OF LIFE

from a case of mother-of-pearl, lay newly uppermost on the
hall tray,

Yet withal, even in his instance, the passing of her mother
had revealed more and more her silent capacity for doing
so many of the chores of life, too slight to be noticed while
they were being accomplished, but suddenly, after her death,
each one standing revealed as finite and exacting,

It was simply horrid, for instance, to have to go into Mz,
Pullman’s room, after his departure each Mouday morning,
and collect his laundry. '
~ To be sure, as Mother had so often remarked, it was the
income the renting of that room afforded made possible u
laundress in the house half a day a week. '

But just the same, to step into that room of Mr. Pullman’s,

; ‘Monday mornings after he had left the house, and assemble

" his seven handkerchiefs, two shirts, four pairs of culfs, three

" collars, one nightshirt, one suit of underwear, one hath and
two face towels, to be all tied into a wad for the wusher-
‘woman to carry down into the basement, was just tervible.

“ . Tt was one of the things she had seen Mother do, almost
without its registering, during the fifteen years of Mr, Pull-
- man’s tenancy of that room, One of those taken-for-granted,
moving-about-the-house things, But picking up all these
male personal objects of apparel herself, was quite another
“matter, Then too, quite unreasonably perhaps, there was

something exasperating about the immutable precision of the
listing, The two shirts into which he apparently must dive

egress. The balbriggan socks, which it was now her chore
them, The seven large muslin squares with the little tape

T he precision, more than the chore itself, with which there
were the two shirts, the four pairs of enffs, the uightshirt

with the red-taped border, was dull and exasperating business, -

Ap‘pzu‘ently, wh‘en Mr. Pullman lectured to the visitors on
the life history of the tomato from the vine to the ketchup

to his Dlack broadeloth- coat. The buttonhole of it was in a

- because the stiff white fronts offered neither entrance nor-

" to mend on those rare occasions when fine lioles fell juto-

~insert in the corner on which was printed an indelible B. P,

bottle ‘(cront:uins_n_o henzoate of soda or other artificial pre- -
servatives) he was particulanly hard on the faille silk Japel -
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chronic state of being pulled and frayed, requiring him to-
frequently breakfast in his brown velveteen house coat while
Bea whipped around it with a fine black silk thread.

It wasn't even nice to think about, much less confess to
herself, but just the same, the male aroma that-hung over
these rather intimate chores for Mr, Pullman made it horrid.

Father’s things, which she jammed along with her own
into a laundry bag, were one matter, but somehow these
intimate rites where Mr. Pullman was concerned, even if
he was up in his thirties, well, it was just one of those remote
thoughts which made it not nice.

Did it, she wondered, ever occur to him, as they sat eve-
ning after evening around the supper table, that there existed
between them the strange intimacy of her monitorship over -
his soiled handkerchiefs, nightshirts, and underclothing?

Of course it did not. Try as she would to keep them out,
such ugly little bat-like thoughts must nest only in horrid
minds like hers.

Mr, Pullman and Father discussing Free Silver, Dewey’s
candidacy for the Democratic nomination, the Gold Standard
Act, Klondike, President McKinley, Galveston cyclone, trusts,
had no subcellars to their minds, Why, Mr. Pullman was
as invariable as her own father about going through the
halls from his bedvoom to the bathroom in nothing less than
a collarless shirt, and the bathtub he left after him was a5
bright as a new dime.

As Mother had so often remarked, Mr. Pullman was as
tidy and as modest to have about the house as a gitl, and so

“much less tronhle,

Of course none of this oceurred to Mr. Pullman any more
than it mmst have occurred to him, even though he and

Tather were cronics, to sense Father's cruel capacity for

rehuke, .
He and Father would both of them continue to taste of

their lips which were flavored with the slight scorch of their
~corn pudding, and then go for their stroll toward the quivt
~end of the Boardwalk, Or no, this was Mr. Pullman’s eve-

ning at the Pleiades Club, Once Bea und ber mother had ae-
companied Lim, when he had read a paper on Abralum
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his small white mustache lifted as if it were first fasticiously

" smelling of what it partook,

" How small and neat and right he was. She felt now, with

the entire pressing outward of her body, as it seemed to

~ awell to resist all that was unspoken about the scorched corn

-1 pudding, the look she had so often secn in her mother’s gray

' gyes, He was quite a relentless pattern of precisions, Father
" was, Such a little gentleman, that the rebules lay folded iuto

" the custard of his manner. There was something utterly be-

" wildering about the way his capacity for rebutkes was whipped
" into his suavity, No getting at it any more than yon cotld
- separate the flavor of the vanill from the custard itsell,

*Strange that in all those yeurs of seeing her mother's neek
drop forward like tired swan'’s, to the something that hurked
‘behind the neat privet hedge of her father’s mustache, thit
only now, when it was too late, she shonld find herselt acle-
ng to hold her mother understandingly away {rom his small,
carcely perceptible cruelties.

that family ever since the move from Philudelphia, fifteen
“years hefore, realize any of this? He must know Father so
~well by now. It was through his business actuaintieeship
“with him that he had come to board at the house. To be
sure, Mr. Pullman’s work confined him to the Amusement
“Pier on the Boardwalk, where he demonstrated the varied
uses of the varied relishes and gave ont pickle literature and
- Jittle stonie pickles on stickpins, Fathw's conmections, ag city
* - salesman, had chiefly to do with the Philadelphia office, Still,
the Amuserent Pier, jutting from the Boardwalk out intu the
- vast ‘curve of hissing surf which dances fn against the flnk
- of Atlantie City as it strotches quite heautifully between
Absecon and Great Egg Harhor Inlets, was fuformal hed-

nd-relish coneern,

Mr, Pullman, :
" But how much better, this all-year-around “guest” or-
* rangement, than every blessed year, come summer, having

i
I

. to move out like the Leightons or the Doe Hansons, in an
e effort to catch up on the chronic national dilemma of livimg

lor boys from Philadelphia who had dried their bathing-suits

Did Mr. Pullman, who had resided in the small hosom of
* that was as high-class as a clergyman,

haps it was the combination of his day-long work of demon-
Jine of soliciting orders from the big hotels for his maple

quarters for every local employce conneeted with the pickle. - ,
g i reading or checkers, or one or two evenings a week a Sousa-
- Lucky for the Chipleys that it was, since it drew to them ~or Creatore band cancert on the Boardwalk, or a Saturday-

~ Pleiades Club,
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beyond their meuns, and then, nine times out of ten, renting
the house to summer folks who had no respect for one’s.
things.

Take the vear the Hansons had rented to those four bache-

on the mahogany furniture and burned cigarette holes in
every piece of bedding in the house. Or the summer the
Leightons had rented to a Wilmington family who had ruined
a davenport worth more than the entive season’s rental,

Really, with Mr. Pullman, you scarcely knew he was in
the house. One of those conservative New Englanders. So
cquict, so considerate, so steady and church-going. Except for
the cans of maple syrup, which he handled as a side line,
arriving in consignments which he kept stacked in his room,
yon would hardly have known it was occupied.

Why, you conld almost read the time of day by his orderly
comings and goings, and really, in his frock-coat (lecturing,
you see, at the Pier on the history and development of the
tomato from the field to the jar), there was that about him

Take your average unmarried man in a town like Atlantic
tity, where you only needed to walk three blocks from the
house to the easily accessible gaieties of the Boardwalk.
Wouldn't he just, though! Not so Mr. Pullman, Why, it was
a pleasure, instead of a fear, to have a young girl growing up W
in the house with him. And goodness knows not many
mothers in Atlantic City who rented out could say that. Per-

strating and Jecturing at the Pier, and his noon-hour side

syrup, kept him such a home-body, nights,
That fact, coupled with such nice house habits, such as

night meeting of a local literary organization known as the

A gentleman, if there ever was one.
How often Bea had heard her mother sing this pran of

Mr. Pullman to a guest whose visiting-card, freshly released
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6 IMITATION OF LIFE

" to them. T'd rather ‘ymi“sperit the time practicing, or at your

' painting or burnt wood.”

- years, what with even Mr, Pullman’s board money being
.. chiefly diverted to provide all sorts of additional little luxu-
' ries for Bea and her father. :

- administerings, was looking so dwarfed. This unintimate
- man, the mystery of whose intimacy with her mother still

precisely in the manner he now inhabited his neat little
.1 oontaets)

" She must see to it that the taken-for-granted creature com-
-~ forts of his life went on without the interruption to which
~hers had been so violently subjected. He had seemed so be-
*wildered, not to say fastidiously offended, that night the

 without their realizing it, she lay dying. Mother’s impulse,
s she begged him to leave the room and let her suffer alone,
- must have been to spare him ugliness. The other evening

- when the icepan had overflowed and its contents had come
creeping into the dining-room to their feet beneath the sup-
per tablel The mess of it was easily cleared, but to have had

Father see and suffer, was the rub, His voice had actually

freshly opened pocket handkerchief. Mother had always
tended that erying voice as you would a child’s, e

ding:

Cweek”

it had been hurt, ‘

Darling Mother, How spared she, Bea, had been all those -

And now poor Father, deprived of those blessed first-hand.

snagged her shameful curiosity, seemed to have touched life-

3:;:'.‘,;.dandiﬁed clothes; rather suspended in the middle, without »

little bubbles had appeared along her mother’s lips when, i

cried, the morning he had come to her with a rent across his -

And now, just one month after she had taken up the reins -
that had been laid down in death by her mother; came the
suggestion from Father as he offendedly, after one spoonful, =
pushed away his dish. of ever-so-slightly scorched com pud- |

. “Bea, better see if we can't get Selene to come by the
Shqhéifl been in the act of help‘ing Mr. Pullman to'some. i
. -of the corn pudding, and now her hand hung with the spoon- |

ful over his sauicer and made a little trembling motion as #f -+

And injfrOH?" of Mr, ‘Puﬂﬁléﬁ, too. She bégaii tovkpre_ssA out-
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ward with her tonsils, with her whole body, in fact, in an
effort not to cry. ‘ ‘
“I'm sorry about the scorch, Father, The butcher boy came
just as I was about to take it out of the oven.” P
“It’s all right, Rome wasnt built in a day. Bah! Bitter!”.
Oh, oh, how that ground in! Rome wasnt built in a day,
How subtly, and yet with what cruel benignancy, that ejacu-
lation from Father summed up her inadequacies. |
“Mr. Pullman and I can walk across the tracks to Selene’s
house after supper. This kind of thing won’t do.” s
Now Father simply mustn’t act like that. To begin with,
he knew perfectly well that the black woman, Selene, who
had helped Mother twice a week toward the end, had moved
to Baltimore. If only he had come right out with, “Bea, child,
you've scorched the pudding again.” o
He had no intention of taking on the additional expense
of Selene or anyone like her. Except for the grace of Mr,

* Pullman’s financial contribution, over and above Father's sal-

ary, there could never have been a Selene, even those last
months of Mother’s life.

Mother had once said that as a lad in Leeds, England,
Father had seen better days. Perhaps, but certainly Aunt
Chipley, the sole relative, who had lived with them in the

- Philadelphia days until her death, had given little evidence.

Aunt Chipley, whose husband had been an ironmonger in
Leeds and who, after his death, had followed her brother

~ Evans to America, had drunk coffee from her saucer in great

soughing movements and gone stocking-footed about the

5 house. In fact, these constituted Bea’s sole memories of helf,
. except the tuberose smell of her parlor funeral, and the -

time she had yelled at Father that he was born a little clark,

was 2 little clark at heart, and a clark would live and die.

It had worried her at the time because, first of all, you
said “clerk,” not “clark,” and then besides, Father was not
a clerk or clark. Even back in those days before the asthma, -

- he had been city salesman for the great pickle-and-relish -
- concern whose interests he now represented in Atlantic City,

Clerks stood behind counters. Father drove a buggy around
town to the trade. Father wore spats. True, he drank out

1" of his saucer, too, but without the soughing noise, and with
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e And to think that out of those dead loins had sprung life,
- hers-Beatrice Chipley’ss They had been warm, yielding
: loins, and that crumpled figure over there in the comer of
- the darkened parlor, his back retching as he cried, had

- somehow seem so young and inexpressibly heartbreaking.

- had never been separated one full day of her life, was a kind

~ of splendid grief she had experienced once, flectingly, while
- reading from a high-school platform:
T weep for Adonais, he is dead.”

. down into, and exciting and hurting her.

“I weep for Adonais, he is dead. . . .”

" I'weep for mamma, she is dead . . . her arms and logs

- and breasts and her loins there, under the bengaling' dress,
are stiff and dead— . )

. CHAPTER 32

IT WAS STRANGE THAT IN ALL THE YEARS

with the exterior staircase running down its flank like a lad-
der, in fact ever since she was six and they had moved from

the things she, Bea, had taken for granted, = .
h ‘Tlﬁl.n%s’ such as an always replenished stack of fresh hand.
erchiefs in her dresser drawer; clam chowder on Fridays;

for thgm; and a winter's supply of coal in the cellar without
. anyone mentioning or reminding. '

ik Man‘a_gement of even 50 ‘modest a household as the one

3 ‘on-.Ax‘ch‘c Avenue was packed with a minutine of detail. of

- which, during’ the lifetime of her mother, she had scuréczl)?
*‘been conscious. -Then, icepans had never overflowed. nor

. I;Lun‘dry‘accumulated, nor windows grown thick with 'g;'hué

. There had been tape hangers always on towels, and ,unf'mymfi

* actually committed the act of sex. It made mother’s deadness

 Allmixed up with this death of a mother from whom she

1+ The words, as she recited them, had felt like wine, fizzing

of living in that small gray board house on Arctic Avenme, -

Philadelphia the year of the climax of her father’s asthma,

. clean top sheets every Monday; face towels when you reached

0 east equal efficiency.

R iy [ o l’ " e
cqlﬁs, on lm f;}thex s shirts, and new all-over-embroidery
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corset-covers in her dresser, without anyone seeming to give
any apparent thought to them. They were just there, the
product of Mother, sitting evening after evening, sometimes
on a bench on the Boardwalk, or beside the Welshach Jamp
in the sitting-room, at work with her indefatigable fingers.
Less than a month following her death, myriads of thess
hitherto unrecorded little items were to begin to stand out
immensely against the all too brief span of each day,
Housckeeping for Father and Mr. Pullman, now that every

“detail of it rested suddenly upon her, was filled with tre.

mendous trifles of which heretofore she had not even been
aware,

To housekeep, one had to plan ahead and carry items of
motley nature around in the mind and at the same time
preside, as Mother had, at table, just as if everything, from
the liver and bacon, to the suceotash, to the rench toast and
strawberry jam, had not been matters of forethought and
speculation, :

Since her passing, Evans Chipley was somehow, to his
daughter, Jooking so dwarfed. Almost as if he had shriveled
into his clothes and hung in the middle of them like a spider
close to the center of his web. Poor Father. Life for him
must he made to proceed as closely as possible to the pattern
she had woven about his fastidious little needs. There must
never be any coffee Jop over into his sancer, and his com
must always be cut from the cob for him, and socks must be
folded away wrong side out, with the toe indented so he
conld slide easily into them, and on wet days when Father

“walked to lis headquarters on the Boardwalk Pier, there

must be newspaper in his mbbers against possible leak. ‘

If Mother condd earey these things around in her head
withont ever sceming to have them there, swely she, Bea,
with her diploma from the Atlantic City High School fresh:
in it ribboned roll, must he capable of canying on with at

True, during Mother's lifetime, it had been her pride that
Bea did not often set her nicely shod young fect into the
kitchen. i 5
“Those things will come naturally enough when: you get -






