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“Clytie! Clytie! You haven't brought Papa the rain water! Where in
the devil is the rain water to shave Papa?”

Clytie moved obediently down the stairs.

Her brother Gerald threw open the door of his room and -called after
her, "What now? This is 2 madhouse! Somebody was running past my
room, I heard it. Where do you keep your men? Do you have to [?rmg
them home?”" He slammed the door again, and she heard the barricade

O g up.
8 Cfgtif went through the lower hall and out the back df)or. She stood
beside the old rain barrel and suddenly felt that this object, now, was
her friend, just in time, and her arms almost circled it with impatient
gratitude. The rain barrel was full. It bore a dark, heavy, penetrating
fragrance, like ice and flowers and the dew of n}ght. _

Clytie swayed a little and looked into the slightly moving water. She
thought she saw a face there. ' .

Of course. It was the face she had been looking for, and from which
she had been separated. As if to give a sign, the index finger of a hand
lifted to touch the dark cheek.

Clytie leaned closer, as she had leaned down to touch the face of the
barber.

It was a wavering, inscrutable face. The brows were drawn together
as if in pain. The eyes were laige, intent, almost avid, the nose ugly and
discolored as if from weeping, the mouth old and closied fmfn any
speech. On either side of the head dark hair hung down in a disrepu-
table and wild fashion. Everything about the face frightened and
shocked her with its signs of waiting, of suffering. ‘

For the second time that morning, Clytie recoiled, and as she did so,
the other recoiled in the same way. .

Too late, she recognized the face. She stood there completely sick at
heart, as though the poor, half-remembered vision had finally betrayed

L,
he“Ciytie! Clytie! The water! The water!” came Octavia’s monumental

voice.

Clytie did the only thing she could think of to do. She bent her angu- -
lar body further, and thrust her head into the barrel, under the water,
through its glittering surface into the kind, featureless depth, and held .-

it there.

When Old Lethy found her, she had fallen forward into the barrel,
with her poor ladylike black-stockinged legs up-ended and hung z?a.r.t'

like a pair of tongs. :

OLD MR. MARBLEHALL

Old Mr. Marblehall never did anything, never got married until he was
sixty, You can see him out taking 2 walk. Watch and you'll see how
preciously old people come to think they are made—the way they walk,
like conspirators, bent over a little, filled with protection. They stand
long on the corness but more impatiently than anyone, as if they expect -
traffic to take notice of them, rear up the horses and throw on the brakes,
50 they can go where they want to g0. That's Mr. Marblehall. He has
short white bangs, and a bit of snapdragon in his lapel. He walks with a
big polished stick, a present. That's what people think of him. Every-
body says to his face, “So well preserved!” Behind his back they say
cheetfully, “One foot in the grave.” He has on his thick, beautiful,
glowing coat—tweed, but he looks as gratified as an animal in its own
tingling fur. You see, even in summer he wears it, because he is cold all
the time. He looks quaintly secretive and prepared for anything, out
walking very luxuriously on Catherine Street.

His wife, back at home in the parlor standing up to think, is a large,
elongated old woman with electric-looking hair and curly lips. She has
spent her life trying to escape from the patlor-like jaws of self-con-
sciousness. Her late marziage has set in upon her nerves like a retriever
nosing and puffing through old dead leaves out in the woods, When she
walks around the room she looks remote and nebulous, out on the fringe

- of habitation, and rather as if she must have been cruelly trained—
. otherwise she couldn’t do actual, immediate things, like answering the
 telephone or putting on a hat. But she has gone further than you'd
- think: into clubwork, Surrounded by other more suitably exclaiming
- women, she belongs to the Daughters of the American Revolution and
the United Daughters of the Confederacy, attending teas. Her long,
disquieted figure towering in the candlelight of other women’s houses
 looks like something accidental. Any occasion, and she dresses her hair
~like 2 unicorn horn. She even sings, and is requested to sing. She even
- writes some of the songs she sings (“O Trees in the Evening™'). She has
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a voice that dizzies other ladies like an organ note, and amuses men like
a halloo down the well. It's full of 2 hollow wind and echo, winding out
through the wavery hope of her mouth., Do people know of her per-
petual amazement? Back in safety she wonders, her untidy head trem-

bles in the domestic dark. She remembers how everyone in Natchez will.

suddenly grow quiet around her. Old Mrs. Marblehall, Mr, Marhlehall's
wife: she even goes out in the rain, which Southern women despise
above everything, in big neat biscuit-colored galoshes, for which she
“ordered off.” She is only looking around—servile, undelighted, sleepy,
expensive, tortured Mrs. Marblehall, pinning her mind with a pin to her
husband’s diet. She wants to tempt him, she tells him. What would he
like best, that he can have?

There is Mr. Marblehall’s ancestral home. If's not so wonderfully
large—it has only four columns—Dbut you always lock toward it, the
way you always glance into tunnels and see nothing. The river is after it
now, and the little back garden has assuredly crumbled away, but the
box maze is there on the edge like a trap, to confound the Mississippi
River. Deep in the red wall waits the front door—it weighs such a lot, it
is perfectly solid, all one piece, black mahogany. . . . And you see—one
of them is always going in it. There is a knocker shaped like a gasping
fish on the door. You have every reason in the world to imagine the
inside is dark, with old things about, There's many a big, deathly-looking
tapestry, wrinkling and thin, many a sofa shaped like an S. Brocades
as tall as the wicked queens in Italian tales stand gathered before the
windows. Everything is draped and hooded and shaded, of course, un-
affectionate but close. Such rosy lamps! The only sound would be a
breath against the prisms, a stirring of the chandelier. It's like old eye-
lids, the house with one of its shutters, in careful working order, slowly
opening outward. Then the little son softly comes and stares out like a
kitten, with button nose and pointed ears and little fuzz of silky hair
running along the top of his head.

The son is the worst of all, Mr. and Mss. Marblehall had a child!
When both of them were terribly old, they had this little, amazing,
fascinating son. You can see how people are taken aback, how they jerk
and throw up their hands every time they so much as think about it.
At least, Mr. Marblehall sees them. He thinks Natchez people do noth-
ing themselves, and really, most of them have done or could do the same
thing, This son is six years old now. Close up, he has 2 monkey look, a
very penetrating look. He has very sparse Japanese hair, tiny little
peatly teeth, long little wilted fingers. Every day he is slowly and expen-
sively dressed and taken to the Catholic school. He looks quietly and
maliciously absurd, out walking with old Mr. Marblehall or old Mis.
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Marblehall, placing his small booted foot on a little green worm, while
they stop and wait on him. Everybody passing by thinks that he looks
quite as if he thinks his parents had him just to show they could. You
see, it becomes complicated, full of vindictiveness.

But now, as Mr. Marblehall walks as briskly as possible toward the
river where there is sun, you have to merge him back into his proper
blut, into the little party-giving town he lives in. Why look twice at
him? There has been an old Mr. Marblehall in Natchez ever since the
first one arsived back in 1818-—with a theatrical presentation of Otway's
Venice, ending with A Langhable Combat between Two Blind Fid-
dlers—an actor! Mr. Marblehall isn't so impostant. His name is on the
list, he is forgiven, but nobody gives a hoot about any old Mr. Marble-
hall. He could die, for all they care; some people even say, "Oh, is he
still alive?” Mr. Marblehall walks and walks, and now and then he is
drtven in his ancient fringed carriage with the candle bueners Iike empty
eyes in front. And yes, he is supposed to travel for his health. But why
consider his absence? There isn't any other place besides Natchez, and
even if there were, it would hardly be likely to change Mr. Marblehall if
it were brought up against him. Big fingers could pick him up off the
Esplanade and take him through the air, his old legs still measuredly
walking in a dangle, and set him down where he could continue that
same old Natchez stroll of his in the East or the West or Kingdom
Come. What difference couid anything make now about old Mr. Marble-
hail—so late? A week or two would go by in Natchez and then there
would be Mr. Masblehall, walking down Catherine Street again, still
exactly in the same degree alive and old.

People naturally get bored. They say, “Well, he waited till he was
sixty years old to marry, and what did he want to marry for?” as though
what he did were the excuse for their boredom and their lack of con-
cernt. Even the thought of his having a stroke right in front of one of the
Pilgrimage houses during Pilgrimage Week makes them only sigh, as if
to say it’s nobody’s fault but his own if he wants to be so insultingly and
precariously well-preserved. He ought to have a little black boy to fol-
low around after him. Oh, his precious old health, which never had rea-
son to be so inspiring! Mr. Marblehall has a formal, reproachful look as
he stands on the corners arranging himself to go cut into the traffic to
cross the streets. It's as if he's thinking of shaking his stick and saying,
“Well, look! I've done it, don't you see?” But really, nobody pays much
attention to his look. He is just like other people to them. He could have
easily danced with a troupe of angels in Paradise every night, and they
wouldn't have guessed. Nobody is likely to find out that he is leading a
double life.
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The funny thing is he just recently began to lead this double life. He
waited until he was sixty years old. Isn't he crazy? Before that, he'd
never done anything. He didn’t know what to do. Everything was for all
the world like his first party. He stood about, and looked in his father’s
books, and Jong 2go he went to France, but he didn’t like it.

Drive out any of these streets in and under the hills and you find

yourself lost. You see those scores of little galleried houses nearly alike.
See the yellowing China trees at the eaves, the round flower beds in the
front yards, like bites in the grass, listen to the screen doors whining,
the ice wagons dragging by, the twittering noises of children. Nobody
ever looks to see who is living in a house like that. These people come
out themselves and sprinkle the hose over the street at this time of day
to settle the dust, and after they sit on the porch, they go back into the
house, and you hear the radio for the next two hours. It seems to mourn
and cry for them. They go to bed early.

Well, old Mr. Marblehall can easily be seen standing beside a row of
zinnias growing down the walk in front of that little house, bending
over, easy, €asy, S0 as not to stzain anything, to stare at the flowers. Of
course he planted them! They are covered with brown-—each petal is a
little heart-shaped pocket of dust. They don’t have any smell, you know.
It's twilight, all amplified with locusts screaming; nobody could see any-
thing. Just what Mr. Marblehall is bending over the zinnias for is a
mystery, any way you look at it. But there he is, quite visible, alive and
old, leading his double life.

There's his other wife, standing on the night-stained porch by a potted
fern, screaming things to a neighbor, This wife is really worse than the
other one. She is more solid, fatter, shorter, and while not so ugly,
funnier looking. She looks like funny furniture—an unornamented stair
post in one of these little houses, with her small monotonous round
stupid head—or sometimes like a woodcut of a Bavarian witch, fore-
finger pointing, with scratches in the air all around her. But she’s so
static she scarcely moves, from her thick shoulders down past her cylin-
dered brown dress to her short, stubby house slippers. She stands still
and screams to the neighbors.

This wife thinks Mr. Marblehall’s name is Mr. Bird. She says, “I de-
clare I told Mr. Bird to go to bed, and look at him! I don’t understand
him?" All her devotion is combustible and goes up in despair. This wife
tells everything she knows. Later, after she tells the neighbors, she will
tell Mr. Marblehall. Cymbal-breasted, she fills the house with wifely
complaints. She calls, “After I get Mr. Bird to bed, what does he do
then? He lies there stretched out with his clothes on and don't have one
word to say. Know what he does?”
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And she goes on, while her husband bends over the zinnias, to tell
what Mr. Marblehall (or Mr. Bird) does in bed. She does tell the truth.
He reads Terror Tales and Astonishing Stories. She can’t see anything to
them: they scate her to death. These stories are about horrible and
fantastic things happening to nude women and scientists. In one of
them, when the characters open buseau drawers, they find 2 woman's
leg with a stocking and garter on. Mrs. Bird had to shut the magazine.
“The glutinous shadows,”" these stories say, “the red-eyed, muttering old
crone,” “the moonlight on her thigh,” “an ancient cult of sun worship-
ers,” “‘an altar'suspiciously stained . . .” Mr. Marblehall doesn’t feel as
tersified as all that, but he reads on and on. He is killing time. It is rich-
ness without taste, like some holiday food. The clock gets a fruity
bursting tick, to get through midnight—then leisurely, leisurely on.
When time is passing it's like a bug in his ear. And then Mr. Bird—he
doesn’t even want a shade on the light, this wife moans respectably. He
reads under a bulb. She can tell you how he goes straight through a stack
of magazines. “"He might just as well not have a family,” she always
ends, unjustly, and rolls back into the house as if she had been on a little
wheel all this time. .

But the worst of them all is the other little boy. Another little boy just
like the first one. He wanders around the bungalow full of tiny little
schemes and jokes. He has lost his front tooth, and in this way he looks
slightly different from Mr. Marblehall's other little boy—more shock-
ing. Otherwise, you couldn’t tell them apart if you wanted to. They both
have that look of cunning little jugglers, violently small under some
spotlight beam, preoccupied and silent, amusing themselves. Both of the
children will go intc sudden fits and tantrums that frighten their
mothers and Mr. Marblehall to death. Then they can get anything they
want. But this little boy, the one who's lost the tooth, is the smarter. For
a long time he supposed that his mother was totally solid, down to her
thick separated ankles. But when she stands there on the porch scream-
ing to the neighbors, she reminds him of those flares that charm him so,
that they leave burning in the street at night—the dark solid ball, then,
tongue-like, the wicked, yellow, continuous, enslaving blaze on the stem.
He knows what his father thinks.

Perhaps one day, while Mr. Marblehall is standing there gently bent
over the zinnias, this little boy is going to write on a fence, “Papa leads
a double life.” He finds out things you wouldn't find out. He is a
monkey.

You see, one night he is going to follow Mr. Marblehall (or Mr.
Bird) out of the house. Mr. Marblehall has said as usual that he is leav-
ing for one of his health trips. He is one of those correct old gentlemen
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who are still going to the wells and drinking the waters—exactly like
his father, the late old Mr. Marblehall. But why does he leave on foot?
This will occur to the little boy.

So he will follow his father. He will follow him all the way across
town. He will see the shining river come winding around. He will see
the house where Mr. Marblehall turns in at the wrought-iron gate. He
will see a big speechless woman come out and lead him in by the heavy
door. He will not miss those rosy lamps beyond the many-folded dra-
peries at the windows. He will run around the fountains and around the
Japonica trees, past the stone figure of the pigtailed courtier mounted
on the goat, down to the back of the house. From there he can look far
up at the strange upstairs rooms. In one window the other wife will be
standing like 2 giant, in a long-sleeved gathered nightgown, combing
her electric hair and breaking it off each time in the comb. From the
next window the other little boy will look out secretly into the night,
and see him—or not see him. That would be an interesting thing, 2
moment of strange telepathies. (Mr. Marblehall can imagine it.) Then
in the corner room there will suddenly be turned on the bright, naked
light. Aha! Father! .

Mr. Marblehall’s little boy will easily climb a tree there and peep
through the window. There, under a statk shadeless bulb, on a great
four-poster with carved griffins, will be Mr. Marblehall, reading Terror
Tales, stretched out and motionless.

Then everything will come out.

At first, nobody will believe it.

Or maybe the policeman will say, “Stop! How dare you!”

Maybe, better than that, Mr. Marblehall himself will confess his
duplicity——how he has led two totally different lives, with completely
different families, two sons instead of one. What an astonishing, un-
believable, electrifying confession that would be, and how his two wives
would topple over, how his sons would cringe! To say nothing of most
men aged sixty-six. So thinks self-consoling Mr. Marblehail.

You will think, what if nothing ever happens? What if there is no
climax, even to this amazing life? Suppose old Mr. Marbiehall simply
remains alive, getting older by the minute, shuttling, still secretly, back
and forth?

Nobody cares. Not an inhabitant of Natchez, Mississippi, cares if he
is deceived by old Mr. Marblehall. Neither does anyone care that Mr.
Marblehall has finally caught on, he thinks, to what people are sup-
posed to do. This is it: they endure something inwardly—for a time
secretly; they establish a past, a memory; thus they store up life. He has
done this; most remarkably, he has even multiplied his life by deception;
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and plunging deeper and deeper he speculates upon some glosious
finish, a great explosion of revelations . . . the future. :

But he still has to kill time, and get through the clocking nights.
Otherwise he dreams that he is a great blazing butterfly stitching up a
net; which doesn’t make sense.

Old Mr. Marblehall! He may have years ahead yet in which to wake
up bolt upright in the bed under the naked bulb, his heart thumping, his
old eyes watering and wild, imagining that if people knew about his
double life, they'd die.




