74 Chapter Three / Characierization

80

7 al i ut 1o
“You just don’t understand,” she said, as Maggie and [ came o

e derstand?” [ wanted to know

“What don’t I understand?” I wanted to know. o

“Your heritage,” she said. And ther: she furned to Maggie, kissed
her, and said, “You ought to try to make something of yourseizf\,/i too,
Majggie. It's really a new day for us. But from the way you and Mama
seill live you'd never know it.” . .

She put on some sunglasses that hid everything above the tip of her
nose and her chin. '

Maggie smiled; maybe at the sunglasses. But a re.al smd'e, not
scared. After we watched the car dust settle | aske(d Magg[e to bnngéng
a dip of snuff. And then the two of us sat there just enjoying, until it
was time to go in the house and go to bed.

QUESTIONS '
{. Characterize the speaker and evaluare her reliabilia{ as a geposter)a&l] h;?;:
rerpreter of events. Where does she refrain from making ju g;nen.{s. Vhere
does she present less than the full truth? Do rhese examples of reticen
: reliabilicy? o
2. C[l)cers::curgbk;egs fully ast}g;ossible the lives of the me%"he;,- ch:e, and Magg;;:: przoz
to the events of the story. How are the {olloW}ng incidents 1iromi é 1:; ps:z'
also reflected in the present actions: {a) Dee’s hatred.o)f the Of orih;
{b) Dee’s ability “co stare down any disasu?:”; (c).Mﬁgglg is bu?{j‘ romcow;
fire; (d) the mother’s having been “hooked in the side” while l{{m ;ng a ;
{e) Dee’s refusal to accept a quilt when she went away 1o college! e
3. As evidence of current social movements and. as mm}va.tl{or;sDt % he
mother responds to, what do the following have in common: {a) Dee’s

i’ i itudes; (c} the “beef-cattle
name and costumne; (b) Hakim’s behavior and attitudes; (<) 0 .

peoples down the road”; (d) Dee’s concern for her “heritage .

4. Does the mother’s refusal to let Dee have the quilts indicate a pc.erm?.?(ez}t
- or temporary change of character! Why has she never done anythmgf ike 1;1:
before? Why does she do it now? What details in the story prepare for an

foreshadow that refusal?

5. How does the physical setting give support to the contrasting attitudes of

both the mother and Dee? Does the author indicate that orfi or tdh?e other
of them is entizely correct in her feelings abox,lt tbe house anh yazf1 ! e
6. Is Dee wholly unsympathetic? Is the mother’s victory oveg era {20%2; e
positive? What emotional ambivalence is there in the final scene be .

Maggie and her mother in the vard?
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.K:_c:i?ffterine Mansfield
Miss Brill

Although it was so brilliantly fine—rthe blue sky powdered with
old .and great spots of light like white wine splashed over the Jardins
Publiques—Miss Brill was glad that she had decided on her fur. The air
was motionless, but when you opened your mouth there was just a faint
chill; like a chill from glass of iced water before you sip, and now and
gain‘a leaf came drifting—from nowhere, from the sky. Miss Brill put
p her hand and touched her fur, Dear little thing! It was nice to feel it
gaini. She had taken it ourt of its box that afternoon, shaken out the
oth powder, given it a good brush, and tubbed the life back into the
little eyes. “What has been happening to me?” said the sad little
Oh, how sweet it was to see them snap at her again from the red
iderdéwn! . . . But the nose, which was of some black composition,
asn't at all firm. It must have had a knock, somehow. Never mind—a
little dab of black sealing-wax when the time came—when it was ab-
solutely necessary . . . Little rogue! Yes, she really felt like that about ir.
ittle rogue biting its rail fust by her left ear. She could have taken it
ff and faid it on her lap and stroked it. She felt a tingling in her hands
nd-arms, but that came from walking, she supposed. And when she
reathed, something light and sad-~—no, not sad, exactly—something
ritle seemed to move in her bosom.

There were a number of people out this afternoon, far more than
ast Sunday. And the band sounded louder and gayer. That was because
the Season had begun. For although the band played all the year round

L Sundays, out of season it was never the same. It was like some one
ing with only the family to listen; it didn’t care how it played if
there weren't any strangers present. Wasn't the conductor wearing a
-coat, too? She was sure it was new. He scraped with his foot and
flapped his arms like a rooster about to crow, and the bandsmen sitting
the green rotunda blew out their cheeks and glared at the music.
Now there came a little “flutey” bit—very prettyl—a little chain of

ight drops. She was sure it would be repeated. It was; she lifted her
ad and smiled.

Miss BRILi_ Written in 1921; firsst published in 1927, “Jardins Publiques” is French
ublic Gardens. Katherine Mansfield ( 1888-1923) was born and grew up in
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moke-colored donkeys. A cold, pale nun hurried by. A beautiful
-woman came along and dropped her bunch of violets, and a little boy
1an after to hand them to her, and she took them and threw them away
asiif they'd been poisoned. Dear me! Miss Brill didn’t know whether to
dritire that or not! And now an ermine toque and a gentleman in gray
‘met just in front of her, He was tall, stiff, dignified, and she was wear-
ingthe ermine toque she'd bought when her hair was vellow. Now
‘everything, her haiz, her face, even her eyes, was the same color as the
shabby ermine, and her hand, in its cleaned glove, lifted to dab her lips,
was a tiny yellowish paw. Oh, she was so pleased to see him—delighted!
She rather thought they were going to meet that afrernoon. She de-
scribed where she'd been—everywhere, here, there, along by the
sea. The day was so charming—didn’t he agree? And wouldn’t he, per-
haps?.. . . But he shook his head, lighted a cigarette, slowly breathed a
great deep puff into her face, and, even while she was stiff talking and
laughing, flicked the match away and walked on. The ermine toque was
alone; she smiled more brightly than ever. But even the band seemed
to know what she was feeling and played more softly, played tenderly,
and ‘the drum beat, “The Brute! The Brute!” over and over What
would she do? What was going to happen now? But as Miss Brill won-
ered, the ermine toque tumed, raised her hand as though she'd seen
ome one else, much nicer, just over there, and pattered away. And the
and changed again and played more quickly, more gayly than ever,
nd the old couple on Miss Brill's seat got up and marched away, and
uch:a funny old man with long whiskes hobbled along in time to the
nusic and was nearly knocked over by four girls walking abreast.

- Oh, how fascinating it was! How she enjoyed it! How she loved sit-
ing here, watching it all! It was like a play. It was exactly like a play.
Who could believe the sky at the back wasn’t painted? But it wasn’t till
3 little brown dog trotted on solemn and then slowly trotted off, like a
ttle “theater” dog, a little dog that had been drugged, thar Miss Brill dis-
overed what it was that made it so exciting. They were all on stage.
They weren’t only the audience, not only looking on; they were acting.
‘Even she had a part and came every Sunday. No doubt somebody would
have noticed if she hadn’t been there; she was part of the performance af-
ter all. How strange she'd never thought of it like that before! And yet it
plained why she made such a point of starting from home at just the
same time each week—so as not to be late for the performance—and it

also explained why she had guite a queer, shy feeling at telling her En-
glish pupils how she spent her Sunday afternoons. No wonder! Miss Brill
nearly laughed out loud. She was on the stage. She thought of the old
invalid gentleman to whom she read the newspaper four afternoons a

Only two people shared het “special” seat: a fine olid man ina vcgzl—
vet coat, his hands clasped over a huge carved.wglicmg’sttck, a[r; a
big old woman, sitting upright, with a roll .of‘kmttmfg on Ejer em r;);—
dered apron. They did not speak. This was d.;sappozntlggé bor
Miss Brill always looked forward to the conversation. She ah ;;1«
come really quite expert, she thought, at hgemng as t.:houg }j'ge
didn’t listen, at sitting in other people’s lives just for a minute while
nd her.
{heysgjik;faizzd, sideways, at the old couple. Perhaps they WOuI? io
soon. Last Sunday, too, hadn’t been as interesting as usual. An Egg ish-
man and his wife, he wearing a dreadful Panama hat and she button
boots. And she’d gone on the whole time about how she ought to wear
spectacles; she knew she needed them; but that it was no g{{fc;}d %egmg
any; they'd be sure to break and they'd never keep on. Arz1 ; eir;
so patient. He'd suggested everything—gold rims, the.km t 1?1t clur :
round your ears, little pads inside the bridge. N,?’ npthmg w}fnil P easd
her, “They'll always be sliding down my nose!” Miss Brill had wante
© Sh’?ﬁz ?fdr people sat on the bench, still as scatues. Never mind, tige;e :
was always the crowd to warch. To and fro, in front of the flower e&s |
and the band rotunda, the couples and groups paraded, stopped ktlo dtah" :
to greet, to buy a handful of flowers from the old beggar who ha 13
tray fixed to the railings. Little children ran among them, .swcl:'c:.pmgl igﬁ _
laughing; little boys with big white silk bows under s:he1rdc ins, li |
gitls, little French dolls, dressed up in velvet and lace. An son;emm;;
a tiny staggerer came suddenly rocking intc:‘ the oper §fr.om unuelrrl 'th,-
trees, stopped, stared, as suddenly sat down ﬂop, unt'; its sma Oiﬁet _:
stepping mother, like a young hen, mshgd scolding to its rescule‘ oraer
people sat on the benches and green chasr§, but 'they were nearly a “:iay _
the same, Sunday after Sunday, and-—Miss Brill had often notice &E—
there was something funny about nearly all of them. They werf: 3 .
silent, nearly all old, and from the way they stared they locke as’
though they'd just come from dark little rooms or even—even cup- .
I
boargfghind the rotunda the slender trees with yellow leawes1 dovsiin:
drooping, and through them just a line of sea, and beyond the blue s y
i -veined clouds.
Withﬁcﬁt‘;zﬁfjm tiddle-um! tiddie-um! tum tiddley-um tum ca! blew.
e kﬁ?‘;lod 'young girls in red came by and two young so‘ldiers meiue m ‘
them, and they laughed and paired and went off arm-in-arm. Two pe.?s{
ant women with funny straw hats passed, gravely, leading beautiful.
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week while he slept in the garden. She had got quite used to the frail
head on the cotton pillow, the hollowed eyes, the open mouth and the
high pinched nose. If he'd been dead she mightn’t have noticed for
weeks: she wouldn't have minded. But suddenly he knew he was having
the paper read to him by an actress! “An actress!” The old head lifted;
two points of light quivered in the old eyes. “An actress—are yel” And
Miss Brill smoothed the newspaper as though it were the manuscript of
her part and said gently: “Yes, | have been an actress for a long time.”

The band had been having a rest. Now they started again, And
what they played was warm, sunny, vet there was just a faint chill-—a
something, what was itZ-~not sadness—no, not sadness—a something
that made you want to sing. The tune lifted, lifted, the light shone;
and it seemed to Miss Brill that in another moment all of them, all the
whole company, would begin singing. The young ones, the laughing
ones who were moving together, they would begin, and the men’s
voices, very resolute and brave, would join them. And then she too, she
too, and the others on the benches—they would come in with a kind
of accompaniment—something low, that scarcely rose or fell, some-
thing so beautiful—moving . . . And Miss Brill’s eyes filled with tears
and she looked smiling at ail the other members of the company. Yes,
we understand, we understand, she thought—though what they under-
stood she didn’t know.

Just at that moment a boy and girl came and sat down where the
old couple had been. They were beautifully dressed; they were in love.
The hero and heroine, of course, just arrived from his father’s yacht.
And still soundlessly singing, still with that trembling smile, Miss Brill
prepared to listen.

“No, not now,” said the girl. “Not here, I can’t.” ;

“But why? Because of that stupid old thing at the end there?” asked
the boy. “Why does she come here at all--who wants her? Why doesn’t
she keep her silly old mug at home?” ;

“Ir’s her fu-fur which is so funny,” gigeled the girl. “It’s exactly like

- But today she passed the baker’s by, cli

o Y, clitabed the stairs, i
the I%ttle dark room-—her room like a cupbosgrd—and sat cffonjrflz};[?}iz
rf_;;.i_.el{derdown. She sat there for a fong time. The box that the fur came
out of was on the bed. She unclasped the necklet quickly; quickly, with-

out looking, [aid it inside. B
] \ - But when she put the lid on sh
heard something crying. ¢ thought she
QUESTIONS
[ We view i
e vien fth; peopIc—_: and events of this story almost entirely through the
_.tyt.. . ehe ings of its protagonist. The author relies upen indirect presen-
._.:_a fon for er characterization of Miss Brill. After answering the following
questions, write as full an account as you can of the nature and tem -
.\?}i’lt of the story’s main character. e
What natfonalicy is Miss Brill? What i
1 ! is the 5 setring?
| ok story’s setting? Why
p _ijlo_w old is Miss Brill? What are her circumstances? Wh
on conversations!?
- Why does Miss Brill
Suniday!
‘?V{h whgt imvporza.n?e to the story is the woman in the ermine toque?
! _:a?t is NiISS Bril’s mocd at the beginning of the story? Whar is it ar the
ewnh. _\}ghy. is she a static or a developing characrer?
at function does Miss Brill’s fur serve i
Wh in the story? i
ofthe oo does ¥ What is the meaning

.f__}_.oes Miss Brill come to 4 realization about her life and habits, or does she
;manage to suppress the truths that have been presented to her?

is ir

y does she listen in

enjoy her Sundays in the park? Why especially this

a'ryH ood
How Far She Went

czdent'aiz iquiti?fgeleg A _m?rning, ngalled all summer abour the in-
a fried whiting.” ; ' méﬁ"'T—Sh'rt Igh t the _gfﬂs CUE’{Jff jeans were, the “Every Inch a

“Ah, be off with you!” said the boy in an angry whisper. Then: “Tell viced in e, ber choice of music and how loud she played it, her
me, ma petite chére—" : e dishc?ci;nm'jn,hhzr sullen 109k~ Her granny wrung out the last

“No, not here,” said the girl. “Not yet.” : » pinched it to the line, giving the basin a sling and a

On her way home she usually bought a slice of honeycake at the '
baker's. It was her Sunday treat. Sometimes there was an almond in het
slice, sometimes not. It made a great difference. If there was an almond
it was like carrying home a tiny present—a surprise—something that
might very well not have been there. She hurried on the almond Sun-
days and struck the match for the kettle in quite a dashing way.

4\2*:_?/[\: SI—IEE \)ZEZT First published in 1984. Bom in Brunswick, Georgia, in
16, ”S}iy hoo as set most of her fiction in rural Georgia, where she I‘:OW
wshe has taught creative writing az the University of Mississipoi, B
Ollege a;tci elsewhere. Her st collection, How Far She Went, won chéj ;i, oy
OCon'_z}q__r Award for Short Fiction in 1984, and she subseqy

ond -‘ch%ectioa, And Venus Is Blue (1986)

annery
quently published a
and 2 novel, Familiar Hear {1995).




