The Beggar Maid

'

PATRICK BLATCHFORD Was in love with Rf)se. This ha.d become a fixed,
even furious, idea with him. For her, a continual sgrprxse. He wnnted. to
marry her. He waited for her after classes, moved in and walked .bCSlde
her, so that anybody she was talking to would have to reckor} with his
presence. He would not talk when these friends or classmates of hers were
around, but he would try to catch her eye, so that he could indicate by a
cold incredulous look what he thought of their conversation. Rose was
flattered, but nervous. A girl named Nancy Falls, a friend of hers, mispro-
nounced Metternich in front of him. He said to her later, “How can you
be friends with people like that?”

Nancy and Rose had gone and sold their blood together, at Victoria
Hospital. They each got fifteen dollars. They spent most of the money on
evening shoes, tarty silver sandals. Then because they were sure the blood-
letting had caused them to lose weight, they had hot fudge sundaes at

Boomers. Why was Rose unable to defend Nancy to Patrick?
Patrick was twenty-four years old, a graduate student, planning to be a
history professor. He was tall, thin, fair, and good-looking, though he had
a long pale-red birthmark, dribbling like a tear down his temple and his
cheek. He apologized for it, but said it was fading as he got older. When he
was forty, it would have faded away. It was not the birthmark that can-
celled out h'}s gon looks, Rose thought. (Something did cancel them out,
owr at l;ast diminish them, for her; she had to keep reminding herself they
A H?srev:)isze;,),(;{,};;r;:::; 5:::;:““8 edgy, jumpy, disconcerting about him.
under stress—he knocked di Str.ess-—wnh At seemetti ae oy Ly
cked dishes and cups off tables, spilled drinks and

i




The Beggar Maid 125

s of peanuts, like a C('\median. He was not o comedian; nothing coylq
M;-\,nher from his intentions. He came from Britjsp, Columbia, Hijg family
be
y rich. B i
“J;lf arrived early to pick Rose up, when they were BOINng to the movies,
 wouldn't knock, he knev-v he was early. He sat on the step outside Dr.
l:anhawe‘s door. This was in the winter, it was d
Hem

- ark out, but there was a
le coach lamp beside the door.

hit “Oh, Rose! Come and look!” called Dr. Henshawe, ip her soft, amused
oice, and they looked down together from the dark window of the study.

)'(I‘ he poor young man,” said Dr. Henshawe tenderl

Y. Dr. Henshawe was
in her seventies. She was a former English professor, fastidious and lively.
she had a lame leg, but a still youthfully, charmingly tilted head, with

white braids wound around it.

She called Patrick poor because he was in love,
cause he was a male, doomed to push and blunde
he looked stubborn and pitiable,
there in the cold. .

“Guarding the door,” Dr. Henshawe said. “Oh, Rose!”

Another time she said disturbingly, “Oh, dear, I'm afraid he is after the
irl.”
Wr;f;iegl éidn’t like her saying that. She didn’t like her laughing at Patrick.
She didn’t like Patrick sitting out on the steps that way, either. He was ask-
ing to be laughed at. He was the most vulnera'ble person Rose bad ever
known; he made himself so, didn’t know anything about protecting him-
self. But he was also full of cruel judgments, he was full of conceit.

and perhaps also be-
r. Even from up here
determined and dependent, sitting out

“You ARE a scholar, Rose,” Dr. Henshawe would say. “This will interest
you.” Then she would read aloud something from Fhe paper, or, r}r{wrf
likely, something from Canadian Forum or the Atlantic Monthly. 1lr)r. dei:rr:
shawe had at one time headed the city’s school board, she was a foun oti
member of Canada’s Socialist Party. She still sat on commhltteﬁ:d wbreen
letters to the paper, reviewed books. Her fathc.er and ml?t er l i
medical missionaries; she had been born in tha. Her bouise ey
and perfect. Polished floors, glowing rugs, Chinese vases, owec,ialte o
scapes, black carved screens. Much that Rose could n:)ti ailge anin)lals B
time. She could not really distinguish between the 111 e 21 el
Dr. Henshawe’s mantelpiece and the ornaments disp ;iy:in o e
store window in Hanratty, though she could nogv :nd i:n.
either of these and the things Flo bought from the. vc‘le-being P
She could not really decide how much she h]t;f it de
shawe’s. At times she felt discouraged, sittmg in the e gt
linen napkin on her knee, eating from fine white plates
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. there was never enough to eat, anq she had takep, y,, -

‘d chocolate bars and hiding t'hcm in her room. Th, uy“w’
in the dining-room window and Dr, ”thd‘;rl(.,,
She talked about politics, about writers, .. &
othy Livesay. She said Rose must reyq 'r}:li'll
t read that. Rose became sullenly d"ltfr;,,iml
Mann. She was reading Tolstoy. ned

Rose had never heard of the v,

perch
rected conversution.
tioned Frank Scot't and Dor
Rose must read thls,.she mus
not to. She was reading Thomas Mal

Before she came to Dr. Henshawe's,

ignation home.
. lass. She took the designation
mg}CTl;:s would have to be the last part of town where they put the sewer,

qu‘g;(i‘ourse,” Rose said coolly. «“This is the working-class part of town »

«Working class?” said Flo. “Not if the ones around here can help it.”
Dr. Henshawe’s house had done one thing. It had destroyed the naty-
ralness, the taken-for-granted background, of home. To go back there was
ght. Flo had put fluorescent lights in the

ally into a crude li
There was also, in a corner of the kitchen, a floor
its shade was permanently wrapped in wide

strips of cellophane. What Dr. Henshawe’s house and Flo’s house did best,
in Rose’s opinion, was discredit each other. In Dr. Henshawe’s charming
rooms there was always for Rose the raw knowledge of home, an indi-
gestible lump, and at home now her sense of order and modulation else-
where exposed such embarrassing sad poverty in people who never
thought themselves poor. Poverty was not just wretchedness, as Dr. Hen-
shawe seemed to think, it was not just deprivation. It meant having those
ugly tube lights and being proud of them. It meant continual talk of
money and malicious talk about new things people had bought and
whether they were paid for. It meant pride and jealousy flaring over some-
thing like the new pair of plastic curtains, imitating lace, that Flo had
bought for the front window. That as well as hanging your clothes on nails
behind the door and being able to hear every sound from the bathroom. It
meant decorating your walls with a number of admonitions, pious and

cheerful and mildly bawdy.

to go quite liter
store and the kitchen. 1
Jamp Flo had won at Bingo;

THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD
BELIEVE IN THE LORD JESUS CHRIST AND THOU SHALL BE SAVED

Why did Flo have those, when she wasn’t even religious? They were what
people had, common as calendars.

THI
MORE THibIISThvde KITCHEN AND I WILL DO AS I DARNED PLEASE
O PERSONS TO A BED IS DANGEROUS AND UNLAWFUL
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: ht that one. What :
.t pope had broug would Patr
pilly ¢ }:hal would someone who was offended b e ehikngie say about

mt W e , a mis s
tr\}r:tltlemich think of Billy Pope’s stories? 4 Pronunciation of

gilly Pope worked in Tyde’s Butcher Shop. What he talked aboyt
frequently now was tl‘me D.P,, th-e Bel.gi:.m, who had come to work tI}?e(,):t
qnd got on Billy POPE o with .hls impudent singing of French son :
and his naive notions of getting on in this country, buying a butcher shog :
of his own. %

“Don’t you think you can come over here and get yourself ideas,” Bil}
pope said to the DP “It’s youse workin’ for us, and don’t think’ that’lyi
change into us workin” for youse.” That shut him up, Billy Pope said

Patrick would say from time to time that since her home was onl'y fifty
miles away he ought to come up and meet Rose’s family.

“There’s only my stepmother.”

“It’s too bad I couldn’t have met your father.”

Rashly, she had presented her father to Patrick as a reader of history, an

amateur scholar. That was not exactly a lie, but it did not give a truthful
picture of the circumstances.

“Is your stepmother your guardian?”
Rose had to say she did not know.

“Well, your father must have appointed a guardian for you in his will.
Who administers his estate?”

His estate. Rose thought an estate was land, such as people owned in
England.

Patrick thought it was rather charming of her to think that.

“No, his money and stocks and so on. What he left.”

“I don’t think he left any.”

“Don’t be silly,” Patrick said.

AND soMETIMES Dr. Henshawe would say, “Well, you are a scholar,
you are not interested in that.” Usually she was speaking of some event at
the college: a pep rally, a football game, a dance. And usually she was right;
Rose was not interested. But she was not eager to admit it. She did not
seek or relish that definition of herself.

On the stairway wall hung graduation photographs of all the other
girls, scholarship girls, who had lived with Dr. Henshawe. Most of them
had got to be teachers, then mothers. One was a dietician, two were librar-
ians, one was a professor of English, like Dr. Henshawe herself. Rose dif.‘l
not care for the look of them, for their soft-focussed meekly smiling grati-
tude, their large teeth and maidenly rolls of hair. They seemed to be urg-
ing on her some deadly secular piety. There were no actresses among
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,m. no brassy magazine journalists; none of them h“f‘ latcheq ¢, ,

them, I fe ROSE wanted for herself. She wanted to perform in 0 th,
b thje Qamtcd to be an actress but she never tried to act, w,,‘“ She
thought 5: the college drama productions. She knew she u)“!d’;‘:fr,m|
to 80 I??JShe iy really have liked to play the harp, but she p,q r Sing
or dance. wanted to be known and envied, slim and clever, g :,t:;;

JI(

music. She
g : Henshawe that if she had been a man she would have wante b
r. X
- dent.
reign correspon s i «
# “Tghen you must be one!” cried Dr. Henshawe alarmingly. “The future
will be wide open for women. You must concentrate on languages Yug
¢ take courses in political science: A peOROIT IS Perhaps you ¢y
mus er. | have friends there.”

iob on the paper for the summ .
get;(::; was frightened at the idea of working on a paper, and she hateg

the introductory eCONOMICS COUTSE; she was looking for a way of droppin,
it. It was dangerous to mention things to Dr. Henshawe.

SHE HAD GOT 0 live with Dr. Heflshawe by accident. Anot}}er girl had
been picked to move in but she got sick; she had t.b., and went instead to 5
sanitorium. Dr. Henshawe came up t0 the college office on the second day
of registration t0 get the names of some other 'scholarshlp fr'eshmen.
Rose had been in the office just a little while before, asking where the
meeting of the scholarship students was t0 be held. Sh.e had lost her no-
tice. The Bursar was giving a talk to the new scholarship students, telling
them of ways to earn money and live cheaply and explaining the high
standards of performance to be expected of them here if they wanted their

payments to keep coming.
Rose found out the number of the room, and started up the stairs to the
first floor. A girl came up beside her and said, “Are you on your way to

three-oh-twelve, too?”
They walked together, telling each other the details of their scholar-
ce to live, she was staying at the Y. She

ships. Rose did not yet have a pla
did not really have enough money to be here at all. She had a scholarship
for her tuition and the county prize to buy her books and a bursary of

three hundred dollars to live on; that was all.
“You'll have to get a job,” the other girl said. She had a larger bursary,

because she was in science (that's where the money is, the money’s all in
science, she said sgriously), but she was hoping to get a job in the cafeteria.
f(}::t ?h;d a room in somebody’s basement. How much does your room

? How much does a hot plate cost? Rose asked her, her head swim-

ml;i w1th anxious calculations.
is girl wore her hair in a roll. She wore a crépe blouse, yellowed and

el



The Beggar Maid < 155

from washing and ironing. Her brey

5hining Z Sts were la R
che pmbably wore a dirty-pink h°°ked-up-th etide bra:sgii and sa ng.
. b patCh on one cheek. re. She had 4

«This must be it,” she said.,
There was a little window in the door. o

er scholarship winners already assembled and wass:

\;{((‘)‘bt that sh.e saw four or ﬁve girls of the sameds::i)l;:dg.alntdseemed to
type as the girl who was beside her, and severa] bright-eyed self:]at-ronly
babyish-looking boys. It seemed to be the rule that girl sch’olar h?tlsﬁ.ed,
sers looked about forty and boys about twelve. |t was not Os l-{;lWln.
course, that they all looked like this. It was not possible that inpo cansip
through the windows of the door Rose S

could detect traces
of eczema
stained underarms, dandruff, moldy deposits on the teeth, and crust):

flakes in the corners of the eyes. That was only what she thought. But
there was a pall over them, she was not mistaken, there was a true ter.ribtlle
pall of eagerness and docility. How else could they have supplied so many
right answers, so many pleasing answers, how else distinguished them-
selves and got themselves here? And Rose had done the same.

“I have to go to the john,” she said.

She could see herself wquing in the cafeteria. Her figure, broad enough
already, broadened out still more by the green cotton uniform, her face
red and her hair stringy from the heat. Dishing up stew and fried chicken
for those of inferior intelligence and handsomer means. Blocked off by the
steam tables, the uniform, by decent hard work that nobody need be
ashamed of, by publicly proclaimed braininess and poverty. Boys could
get away with that, barely. For girls it was fatal. Poverty in girls is not at-
tractive unless combined with sweet sluttishness, stupidity. Braininess is
not attractive unless combined with some signs of elegance; class. Was this
true, and was she foolish enough to care? It was; she was.

She went back to the first floor where the halls were crowded with ordi-
nary students who were not on scholarships, who would not be expected
to get A’s and be grateful and live cheap. Enviable and innocent, they
milled around the registration tables in their new purple-and-white blaz-
ers, their purple Frosh beanies, yelling reminders to each other, confused
information, nonsensical insults. She walked among them feeling bitterly
superior and despondent. The skirt of her green corduroy suit kept falling
back between her legs as she walked. The material was limp; she should
have spent more and bought the heavier weight. She thought now that the
jacket was not properly cut either, though it had looked all right at home.
The whole outfit had been made by a dressmaker in Hanratty, a friend of
Flo’s, whose main concern had been that there should be no revelations of

Y could look through at the
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d if the skirt couldn’t be made tighter "

aske
the figure \A‘/.h'((’i" ‘BYO(:S :v()uld"'t want your b.t.m. to show, ngy -
VORI bic hd‘l h"ldn't wanted to say she didn’t care. Ould
ou?” and Ro}S:n é the dressmaker said was “I thought now yq,
A""‘hﬂ t(zx y%m‘d be getting a job and help out at home.”
thrf(\)lif(l;r;‘:l:\owalking down the hall stopped Rose.

ip girls?”
«Aren’ one of the scholarship gir |
Aren’t you retary. Rose thought she was going to be repri

istrar’s sec
[t was the Registrars ' ' |
ded for not being at the meeting, and she was going to say she f,)
ek for this lie. But the secretary said, “Come wig

ick. She repared her face A
. oW l;’ve got somebody I want you to meet.”
3 harming nuisance of herself in the

we was making @ ¢
bright girls, but they had to be fairly good.

me, N
Dr. Hensha ;
office. She liked poor girls,
king girls. ) ' .
100“[ d%iﬁk this could be your Jucky day,” the secretary said, leading Rose,

i face.”

“If you could puta pleasanter expression on your £

liose hated being told that, but she smiled obediently.

was taken home with Dr. Henshawe, installed in

Within the hour she
the house with the Chinese screens and vases, and told she was a scholar.

SHE GoT ajob working in the Jibrary of the college, instead of in the cafe-
teria. Dr. Henshawe was 2 friend of the Head Librarian. Rose worked
on Saturday afternoons. She worked in the stacks, putting books away. On

the library was nearly empty, because of the

Saturday afternoons in the fall
football games. The narrow windows were open to the leafy campus, the
football field, the dry fall country. The distant songs and shouts came

drifting in.
The college buildings were not old at all, but they were built to look
old. They were built of stone. The Arts Building had a tower, and the li-

brary had casement windows, which might have been designed for shoot-

ry &

ing arrows through. The buildings and the books in the library were what

pleased Rose most about the place. The life that usually filled it, and that

was now drained away, concentrated around the football field, letting

loose those noises, seemed to her inappropriate and distracting. The

cheers and'songs were idiotic, if you listened to the words. What did they

want to build such dignified buildings for if they were going to sing songs

like that?

“It’Ssh:wkfglew enl;)ugh not to reveal these opinions. If anybody said to her,
you have to work Saturdays and can’ 4

she would fervently agree. o e e S

Onc
happenee : lr:at’]; egl;:bl?ed her bare.leg, between her sock and her skirt. It
griculture section, down at the bottom of the stacks.
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v o faculty, graduate students, and em
nn,\;\g though someone could have hoisted
;ll:::\r window if he was skinny. She had seen
ngat the books on a low shclfr further along, As she reached up to push a
ook IntD place h.e p;lsseq behind her. He bent and grabbed her leg, all in
ne smooth start!lns motion, am-i then Was gone. She could fee] for quite a
while where his fingers had dug in. It didn’t

: tseem to her a sexual touch; jt
was more like a joke, though not at all a friendly one. She heard him run

away, or felt him running; the n?etal shelves were vibrating, Then they
stopped. There was no sound of him. She walked around looking between
the stacks, looking into the carrels. Suppose she did see him, or bumped
into him around a corner, what did she intend to do? She did not know. It
was simply necessary to look for him, as in some tense childish game. She
looked down at the sturdy pinkish calf of her leg. Amazing, that out of the
blue somebody had wanted to blotch and punish it.

There were usually a few graduate students working in the carrels,
even on Saturday afternoons. More rarely, a professor. Every carrel she
looked into was empty, until she came to one in the corner. She poked her
head in freely, by this time not expecting anybody. Then she had to say
she was sorry.

There was a young man with a book on his lap, books on the floor,
papers all around him. Rose asked him if he had seen anybody run past.
He said no.

She told him what had happened. She didn’t tell him because she was
frightened or disgusted, as he seemed afterward to think, but just because
she had to tell somebody; it was so odd. She was not prepared at all for his
response. His long neck and face turned red, the flush entirely absorbing a
birthmark down the side of his cheek. He was thin and fair. He stood up
without any thought for the book in his lap or the papers in front of him.
The book thumped on the floor. A great sheaf of papers, pushed across the
desk, upset his ink bottle.

“How vile,” he said.

“Grab the ink,” Rose said. He leaned to catch the bottle and knocked it
onto the floor. Fortunately the top was on, and it did not break.

“Did he hurt you?”

“No, not really.”

“Come on upstairs. We’ll report it.”

“Oh, no.”

“He can’t get away with that. It shouldn’t be allowed.” it Juitd 47

“There isn’t anybody to report to,” Rose said with relief. “The librarian
goes off at noon on Saturdays.” .

“Ifs disgusting,” he said in a high-pitched, excitable voice. Rose was

ployees had access to th
himself through a ground?
4 man crouched down look-
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et T
sorry now that she had told him anything, and said she had to 8et bacy,

vork. gl
v “‘Arc you really all right?

«Oh, yes.” 4
«Pll be right here. Just cal

That was patrick. If she had
her, there was no better way she cou

| me if he comes back.”
been trying to make him fall in love with
Id have chosen. He had many chjy,.

. otions, which he pretended to mock, l?y sayi,r,xg certain words ang
n}: '"es ” if in quotation marks. “The fair sex,” he would say, ang
Ed;:isel in distress.” Coming to his carrel with t}'lat story, Rose had turneg
herself into @ damsel in distress- The pretended .1rony would not'fool any-
body; it was clear that he did wish to operate in a world of knights and

ladies; outrages; devotions. :
She continued to se€ him in the library, every Saturday, and often she

met him walking across the campus or in thc? cafe“teria. He made’:a 'point of
greeting her with courtesy and concern, saying, “How are you.? in a way
that suggested she might have suffered a further attack, or might still be
recovering from the first one. He always flushed deeply when he saw her,
and she thought that this was because the memory of what she had told
him so embarrassed him. Later she found out it was because he was in love,

He discovered her name, and where she lived. He phoned her at Dr.
Henshawe’s house and asked her to go to the movies. At first when he
said, “This is Patrick Blatchford speaking,” Rose could not think who it

was, but after a moment she recognized the high, rather aggrieved and

tremulous voice. She said she would go. This was partly because Dr. Hen-

shawe was always saying she was

around with boys.
Rather soon after she started to go out with him, she said to Patrick,

«“Wouldn't it be funny if it was you grabbed my leg that day in the library?”

He did not think it would be funny. He was horrified that she would
think such a thing,

‘Shf: said she was only joking. She said she meant that it would be a good
twist in a story, maybe a Maugham story, or a Hitchcock movie. They had
just been to see a Hitchcock movie.

You knovy, if Hitc'hcock made a movie out of something like that, you
could be a wild insatiable leg-grabber with one half of your personality,
and the other half could be a timid scholar.”

He didn’t like that either.

b jsht i};ajol;::, ; see;n to you, a timid scholar?” It seemed to her he deep-
ek he’st;;?ml}f,ﬁ : f;ytvhg;owling notes, drew in his chin, as if for
Clug S dmman, er; he didn’t think joking was suitable

glad Rose did not waste her time running
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11 dlém o i e leg-grabber, 1 was just
an 1dea.
an After a while he said, “T suppose I don’t seem very manly,”

ghe was startled and irritated by such an exPOSUre,yi-Ie i
chances; had nothing ever taught him not to take such char??e ,Sl;;h
maybe he didn’t, after all. He knew she would have to say somethins.re ut
suring. Though she was hoping not to, she longed to say ju diCigou ;s-
“Well, no. You don’t.” Ys

But that would not actually be true. He did see
Because he took those chances. Only a man coy]
demanding,

‘fWe come frqm two dlfferen.t worlds,” she said to him, on another oc-
casion. She felt like a sharacter in a play, saying that. “My people are poor
people. You would think the place I lived in was a dump.”

Now she was the one who was being dishonest, pretending to throw
herself on his mercy, for of course she did not expect him to say, “Oh,
well, if you come from poor people and live in a dump, then I will have to
withdraw my offer.”

“But I'm glad,” said Patrick. “I'm glad you’re poor. You’re so lovely.
You're like the Beggar Maid.”

“Who?”

* King Cophetua and the Beggar Maid.’ You know. The painting. Don’t
you know that painting?”

Patrick had a trick—no, it was not a trick, Patrick had no tricks—
Patrick had a way of expressing surprise, fairly scornful surprise, when
people did not know something he knew, and similar scorn, similar sur-
prise, whenever they had bothered to know something he did not. His
arrogance and humility were both oddly exaggerated. The arrogance, Rose
decided in time, must come from being rich, though Patrick was never ar-
rogant about that in itself. His sisters, when she met them, turned out to be
the same way, disgusted with anybody who did not know about horses or
sailing, and just as disgusted by anybody knowing about music, say, or pol-
itics. Patrick and they could do little together but radiate disgust. But wasn’t
Billy Pope as bad, wasn’t Flo as bad, when it came to arrogance? Maybe.
There was a difference, though, and the difference was that Billy Pope and
Flo were not protected. Things could get at them: D.P.’s; people spealfing
French on the radio; changes. Patrick and his sisters behaved as if things
could never get at them. Their voices, when they quarrelled at th.e table,
were astonishingly childish; their demands for food they liked, their Petfl'
lance at seeing anything on the table they didn’t like, were tho.se of Chl:l-
dren. They had never had to defer and polish themselves and win fav_or in
the world, they never would have to, and that was because they were rich.

m masculine to her.
d be so careless and
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ad no idea at the beginning how rich Patrick was, No},
verybody believed she had been calculating and dc\:’,dy be
from clever in that way, that she really did not mip, iLr, i
Jed out that other girls had been trying, and ;lfth,,
the necessary note. Older girls, sorority girls w}(:d ot
Jook at her with puzzk.m(_['" dr:;hm
e

began to
spect. Even Dr. Henshawe, when she saw that things were more ser,,
sed, and settled Rose down to have a talk aboyt j; U
y d§

than she had supp©
sumed that she would have an eye on the money.
“It is no small triumph to attract the attentions of the heir to a mer,
being ironic and serious at the ;‘::e

Rose b
lieved that. E
she was $0 far
believed it, It turt

as she had,
d her before

struck,
pever notice

tile empire,” said Dr. Henshawe,
time. “I don’t despise wealth,” she said. “Sometimes I wish I had some of
had not?) “I am sure you will learn how t
J

lly suppose she

it.” (Did she rea
put it to good uses. But what about your ambitions, Rose? What aboy;

your studies and your degree? Are you going to forget all that so soon?”
s a rather grand way of putting it. Patrick’s

«Mercantile empire” Wa
family owned a chain of department Stores in British Columbia. AJ]
his father owned some stores. When she

patrick had said to Rose was that
thinking that he probably lived in

said two different worlds to him she was
some substantial house like the houses in Dr. Henshawe’s neighborhood
prosperous merchants in Hanratty. Sh(;

She was thinking of the most
he had made because it would have been

could not realize what a coup $
a coup for her if the butcher’s son had fallen for her, or the jeweller’s;

people would say she had done well.
She had a look at that painting. She looked it up in an art book in the Li-

brary. She studied the Beggar Maid, meek and volu i

: : ; ptuous, with her sh

white feet. T hc? milky surrender of her, the helplessness and gratitude. Waz
that h'ow Patrick saw Rose? Was that how she could be? She would need
that king, sharp and swarthy as he looked, even in his trance of passion

dever and barbaric. He could make a puddle of her, with his fierce desi
Ther.e would be no apologizing with him, none of that flinching, th e;"i
of 1;a1th, that seemed to be revealed in all transactions with Patrigc,k L
amol:fnlefﬂ,i :ot tll:rn Patrick down. She could not do it. It was .not the
s be“e‘rlleg hut the amount of love he offered that she could not ig-
G :d that she felt sorry for him, that she had to help him out.
Tk hucgme up to her in a crowd carrying a large, simple, daz-
e we?gh ?ﬁ, m:llybe, of sol.id silver, something of doubtful use
Rt bherh fan and was offering it to her, in fact thrusting it at
back, how could he beai 'st(?)rll;e of the weight of it off him. If she thrust it
out her own appetite, Whlicsh ;t that explanation left something out. It left
as not for wealth but for worship. The size,
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soht, the shine, of what he said was ove (
the W ltii to impress her, even though she had ney
him) hj; oly such an offering would come her wy
seem ‘r'l ;grshipf““ did in some oblique way ack
thou had always thought this would happen, ¢

bhi a‘n d love her totally and helplessly, A
:l:o}:fght that nobody would, nobody would w

w nobody had. What made you wanted w
no

3 nothing you did, it g
comething you had, and how could you ever te]) whether you had iz She

would look at herself in the glass and think: Wife, sweetheart. Those milq

ovely words. How could they apply to her? It was 5 miracle; it was g mjs.

ake. It was what she had dreamed of; it was not what she wanted.

She grew very tired, irr.itable, sleepless. She tried to think admiringly of
patrick. His lean, fair-skinned face was really very handsome, He must
know a number of things. He graded papers, presided at examinations, he
was finishing his thesis. There was a smell of Pipe tobacco and rough wool
about him that she liked. He was twenty-four. No other girl she knew who
had a boyfriend had one as old as that.

Then without warning she thought of him saying, “I suppose I don’t
seem very manly.” She thought of him saying, “Do you love me? Do you
really love me?” He would look at her in a scared and threatening way.
Then when she said yes he said how lucky he was, how lucky they were; he
mentioned friends of his and their girls, comparing their love affairs unfa-
vorably to his and Rose’s. Rose would shiver with irritation and misery.
She was sick of herself as much as him, she was sick of the picture they
made at this moment, walking across a snowy downtown park, her bare
hand snuggled in Patrick’s, in his pocket. Some outrageous and cruel
things were being shouted inside her. She had to QO soTnethmg, to keep
them from getting out. She started tickling and teasing hm.l. §i5,

Outside Dr. Henshawe’s back door, in the snow, she leSC.d him, tried
to make him open his mouth, she did scandalous things to him. When he
kissed her his lips were soft; his tongue was shy; he collapsed over rather
than held her, she could not find any force in hlm.. :

“You're lovely. You have lovely skin. Such fair eyebrows. You're so
delicate.” :

She was pleased to hear that, anybody ;voulri be. But she said warn-
ingly, “T’ so delicate, really. 'm quite large.
mg‘p;mi I;Illolrllc’)tt know how I loZe you. There’s a l?ook I ha;/eoflalnled The
White Goddess. Every time I look at the title it remléld(s) tr?aeh(;n}:iﬁli e

She wriggled away from him. She bent down ;n ci%
from the drift by the steps and clapped it on his head.

and she djq not doubt
er asked for it 14 did not
Y again, Patrick himself,
nowledge her |yl
hat somebody woyq look
t the same time she had
ant her at all, anq up until
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« ite God.”
My White G t. She scooped up some more and threy,

. s the snow ou : .
: l]‘th:i)i(:Jl;'t laugh; he was SUFP”SCd and alarmed. She brusheg the ::« i
l];{}‘l;iu eyebrows and licked it off his ears. She was laughing, thoug, 'hv’
(‘ : e

- enerate rather than merry. She didn’t know what m:nqc her d thi

fcltudcspe " shawe,” Patrick hissed at her. The tender poetic voice je -

for rl}:;p}:;;mng about her could entirely disappear, could change ¢, ;’-(:d
ance, exasperation, with no steps at all between.

monstr : f
«pr. Henshawe will hear you: ”
e an honorable young man,” Rose "

& hawe says you ar
Dr. Hens ¥ ith you.” It was true; Dr. Henshawe p,

ily. “I think she’s in love w1 )
:iarieda It?llaz, And it was true that he was. He couldn’t bear the way Rose y,,,

, blew at the snow in his hair. “Why.don’t you go in and de.

:fci]\(;grg hi:‘;pm sure she’s a virgin. That's be{ wmc.iow. Why don’t you

She rubbed his hair, then slipped her hand 1.n51d.e his overcoa“t and rubbeq

the front of his pants. “You’re hard!” Shi said trlumphantly, Oh, }.’atrick_l

You've gota hard-on for Dr. Henshawe! Sh(f had never said anything like
behaving like this.

this before, never come near ’ .
“Shut up!” said Patrick, tormented. But she couldn’t. She raised her

head and in a loud whisper pretended to call toward an upstairs window,
“Dr. Henshawe! Come and see what Patrick’s got for you! " Her bullying
hand went for his fly. '

To stop her, to keep her quiet, Patrick had to struggle with her. He gota
hand over her mouth, with the other hand beat her away from his zipper.
The big loose sleeves of his overcoat beat at her like floppy wings. As soon
as he started to fight she was relieved—that was what she wanted from
him, some sort of action. But she had to keep resisting, until he really
proved himself stronger. She was afraid he might not be able to.

But he was. He forced her down, down, to her knees, face down in the
snow. He pulled her arms back and rubbed her face in the snow. Then he

let her go, and almost spoiled it.

“Are you all right? Are you? I'm sorry. Rose?”

She staggered up and shoved her snowy face into his. He backed off.

“Kiss me! Kiss the snow! I love you!”

“Do you?” he said plaintively, and brushed the snow from a corner of
her mouth and kissed her, with understandable bewilderment. “Do you?”

Then the light came on, flooding them and the trampled snow, and Dr.
Henshawe was calling over their heads.

“Rose! Rose!”

She called in a patient, encouraging voice, as if Rose was lost in a fog
nearby, and needed directing home.
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«po yvou love him, Rose?” said Dr, Heng},
aul® Her voice was full of doubt ang se
preath and answered as if filled with calm ¢
awell, then.”
[n the middle of the night Rose woke y

raved sweets. Often in class or in the middle of 3 i :
iLng about fudge cupcakes, brownies, some kindn:)(;vclzlfz CDS:MSS t}]lmk-
bought at the European Bakery; it was filled with dollops o.f ri ]I:Sb awe
chocolate that ran out on the plate. Whenever she tried to thinck l;tter
herself and Patrick, whenever she made up her mind to decide wha e
really felt, these cravings intervened. Ak

She was putting on weight, and had develo
tween her eyebrows.

Her bedroom was cold, being over the garage, with windows on three
sides. Otherwise it was pleasant. Over the bed hung framed photographs
of Greek skies and ruins, taken by Dr. Henshawe herself on her Mediter-
ranean trip.

She was writing an essay on Yeats’s plays. In one of the plays a young
bride is lured away by the fairies from her sensible unbearable marriage.

“Come away, O human child. . .” Rose read, and her eyes filled up with
tears for herself, as if she was that shy elusive virgin, too fine for the bewil-
dered peasants who have entrapped her. In actual fact she was the peasant,
shocking high-minded Patrick, but he did not look for escape.

She took down one of those Greek photographs and defaced the wall-
paper, writing the start of a poem which had come to her while she ate
chocolate bars in bed and the wind from Gibbons Park banged at the
garage walls.

awe. "No, think about it, Do
noysness. Rose took , deep
motion, “Yes, [ do.”

P and ate chocolate bars, She

ped a nest of pimples be-

Heedless in my dark womb
I bear a madman’s child . . .

She never wrote any more if it, and wondered sometimes if she had meant
headless. She never tried to rub it out, either.

PaTrick shared an apartment with two other graduate students. He
lived plainly, did not own a car or belong to a fraternity. His clothes had
an ordinary academic shabbiness. His friends were the sons of teachers
and ministers. He said his father had all but disowned him for becoming
an intellectual. He said he would never go into business.

They came back to the apartment in the early afternoon when they
knew both the other students would be out. The apartment was cold.
They undressed quickly and got into Patrick’s bed. Now was thc? t@e. They
clung together, shivering and giggling. Rose was doing the giggling. She
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4 to be continually playful. Sl.’? oy t.errlﬁed that they woy)q no
ke hat there was a great humiliation in store, a great €Xposure t
mafwgc = tdeccits and stratagems. But the deceits and stratagem o
s P‘O““Pmick was never a fraud; he managed, in spite of gigany;. i
anf htrb;nt‘ apologies; he passed through S0c RIAZCL. Py and
barnl;sm.:] s to peace. Rose was no help, presenting instead of ap hones;
ﬂ.ofl\[']vimnﬁl’ch twisting and fluttering eagemess., AP ractice.d counterfej;
p.lbb.l zn S plE ased when it was accomplished; she did not have {,,
O erfeit that. They had done what others did, they had done yj
lovers did. She thought of celebration. What occur'red 0 el A Htip
thing delicious to eat, @ sundae at Boomers, .apl,Dle' e Wlth hot cinnamy,
sauce. She was not at all prepared for Patrick’s idea, which was to sty

where they were and try again:

When pleasure presented itse :
gether, she was thrown out of gear entirely,
was silenced.

Patrick said, “What’s the matter?” - :
“Nothing!” Rose said, turning herself radiant and attentive once more,

But she kept forgetting, the new development§ inte.rfered, a.nd she had fi-
nally to give in to that struggle, more or less ignoring Patrick. When she
could take note of him again she overwhelmed him with gratitude; she
was really grateful now, and she wanted to be forgiven, though she could
not say so, for all her pretended gratitude, her patronizing, her doubts.
Why should she doubt so much, she thought, lying comfortably in the
bed while Patrick went to make some instant coffee. Might it not be pos-
sible, to feel as she pretended? If this sexual surprise was possible, wasn't
anything? Patrick was not much help; his chivalry and self-abasement,
next door to his scoldings, did discourage her. But wasn’t the real fault
hers? Her conviction that anyone who could fall in love with her must be
hopelessly lacking, must finally be revealed as a fool? So she took note of
anything that was foolish about Patrick, even though she thought she was
looking for things that were masterful, admirable. At this moment, in his
bed, in his room, surrounded by his books and clothes, his shoe brushes
and typewriter, some tacked-up cartoons—she sat up in bed to look at
them, and they really were quite funny, he must allow things to be funny
when she was not here—she could see him as a likable, intelligent, even
hu;norous person; no he.ro; no fool. Perhaps they could be ordinary. If
‘va:)r}’syh‘;/he'n heh came bac¥< 1n,, h'e would not start thanking and fondling an.d
tien s S?}f dl}? n't like worship, reall; it was only the idea of
i Critic.ize here '[?h er hand, she didn’t like it when he started to correct
- there was much he planned to change.

Were

If, the fifth or sixth time they were to.
her passionate carrying-op




The Beggar Maid 139

patrick loved her. What did he love? Not her accent, which he was try-
ing hard to alter, though sbe was often mutinous and unreasonable, de.
Jaring in the face of all ev1den<.:e that she did not have 3 count
everybody talked the way she did. Not her jitte

X Ty sexual boldpe
lief at her virginity matched hers at his compet

ence). She could make h
flinch at a vulgar word, a drawling tone, Al] the titfie € him

; ; » MOVing and speak.
ing, she was destroying herself for him, yet he looked right through her
through all the distractions she was Creating, and loved some obedient im-’
age that she herself could not see. And hjs hopes were high. Her accent
could be eliminated, her friends could be discredited and removed, her
vulgarity could be discouraged.

What about all the rest of her? Energy, laziness, vanity, discontent, am.-
bition? She concealed all that. He had no idea. For all her doubts about
him, she never wanted him to fall out of love with her,

They made two trips.

They went to British Columbia, on the train,
days. His parents sent Patrick money for his ti
using up what he had in the bank and borrowin
mates. He told her not to reveal to his parents
her own ticket. She saw that he meant to conc
knew nothing about women’s clothes,
possible. Though she had done the be
Henshawe’s raincoat for the coastal

wise all right, due to Dr. Henshawe’s classically youthful tastes. She had

sold more blood and bought a fuzzy angora sweater, peach-colored,
which was extremely messy and looked like a small-town girl’s idea of
dressing up. She always realized things like that as soon as a purchase was
made, not before.

Patrick’s parents lived on Vancouver Island, near S‘idney. About half an
acre of clipped green lawn—green in the middle of winter; March seemed
like the middle of winter to Rose—sloped down to a stone wall and a nar-
Tow pebbly beach and salt water. The house was half stone, ha%lf ;tuccc:)—f
and-timber. It was built in the Tudor style, and others. The windows :

o e d the sea, and because 0
the living room, the dining room, the den, all face e tHicE
the strong winds that sometimes blew onshore, they W‘;rih‘: -
glass, plate glass Rose supposed, like the windows © i

-showroom in Hanratty. The seaward wall of the dining hr(zhe Sk coved
~dows, curving out in a gentle bay; you looked -t(ll]rgsfrd too had a curv-
glass as through the bottom of a bOtt]?' Lhe Sll)oeat Size was noticeable
gleaming belly, and seemed as big as a of towels and rugs and
here and particularly thickness. Thickness

Iy accent,
$s (his re-

during the Easter holi-
cket. He paid for Rose,
g from one of his room-
that she had not paid for
eal that she was poor. He
or he would not have thought that
st she could. She had borrowed Dr.
weather. It was a bit long, but other-
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yrks, and silences. There was a terrible amoy
a day or so there Rose became so d""ulurl,:t,“
that her wrists and ankles felt weak. Pickiﬁg up {hel,- knife and for}, Wff(il
chore; cutting and ChCWin.g th‘C perfect Tf)ilbt l;lce st almost beyonq her
¢he got short of breath climbing the stairs. She had never known bcf(,n_f
imw some places could choke you off, choke pff your very life. She had p,
known this in spite of a number of very unfriendly places she had bee, i

The first morning, Patrick’s mother took her for a}(walk on the grounds
ing out the greenhouse, the cottage where “the COU)ple” lived: 5
charming, ivied, shuttered cottage, bigger than Dr. Henshawe s house. The
ervants, were more gentle-spoken, more discreet and dignj.
Rose could think of in Hanratty, and indeed they were

ys to Patrick’s family.
he rose garden, the kitchen garden. There

handles of knives and fc |

[uxury and unease. After

point

couple, the s
fied, than anyone
superior in these wa

Patrick’s mother showed her t

were many low stone walls.

«patrick built them,” said his mother. She explained anything with an
indifference that bordered on distaste. “He built all these walls.”

Rose’s voice came out full of false assurance, eager and inappropriately

enthusiastic.
“He must be a true Scot,” she said. Patrick was a Scot, in spite of his

name. The Blatchfords had come from Glasgow. “Weren't the best stone-
masons always Scotsmen?” (She had learned quite recently not to say

“Scotch.”) “Maybe he had stonemason ancestors.”
She cringed afterward, thinking of these efforts, the pretense of ease

and gaiety, as cheap and imitative as her clothes.

“No,” said Patrick’s mother. “No. I don’t think they were stonemasons.”
Something like fog went out from her: affront, disapproval, dismay. Rose
thought that perhaps she had been offended by the suggestion that her
husband’s family might have worked with their hands. When she got to
know her better—or had observed her longer; it was impossible to get
to know her—she understood that Patrick’s mother disliked anything fan-
ci.fu.l, speculative, abstract, in conversation. She would also, of course,
dislike Rose’s chatty tone. Any interest beyond the factual consideration
of the matter at hand—food, weather, invitations, furniture, servants—
seemed to her sloppy, ill-bred, and dangerous. It was all right to say, “This
is a warm day,” but not, “This day reminds me of when we used to—" She
hated people being reminded.

Isl::;. Vg;i t}lx]:dollalz :l:)l:i:fl- r(ln;ev(;f thl:, «:larly lumber barons of Vancouver
ever Patrick tried to get her to talkm; e i ey
N il about the past, whenever he asked her

lon—what steamers went up the coast,
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hat year Was the settlement abapdpned, what
Jogging railway—s 2 .W?qu say irritably, “I dop’t know. How would |
know about that?” This irritation was the strongest note that ever got into
her w()l’dS.

Neither did Patrick’s father care for this concer

n about the past Ma
. 2 i n
things, most things, about Patrick seemed to strik : ’

e him as bad sjgns.
“What do you want to know all that for?” he shouted down %he table

He was a short square-shouldered man, red-faced, astonishingly belljger-
ent. Patrick looked like his mother, who was tall, fair, and elegant ingthe
most muted way possible, as if her clothes, her makeup, her style, were
chosen with an ideal neutrality in mind.

“Because I am interested in history,”
pous, but nervously breaking voice.

“Because-I-am-interested-in-history,” said his sister Marion in an im-
mediate parody, break and all, “History!”

The sisters Joan and Marion were younger than Patrick, older than Rose.
Unlike Patrick they showed no n€rvousness, no cracks in self-satisfaction.
Atan earlier meal they had questioned Rose.

“Do you ride?”

“No.”

“Do you sail?”

“No.”

“Play tennis? Play golf? Play badminton?”
No. No. No.

“Perhaps she is an intellectual genius, like Patrick,” the father said. And
Patrick, to Rose’s horror and embarrassment, began to shout at the table
in general an account of her scholarships and prizes. What did he hope
for? Was he so witless as to think such bragging would subdue them,
would bring out anything but further scorn? Against Patrick, against
his shouted boasts, his contempt for sports and television, his so-called in-
tellectual interests, the family seemed united. But this alliance was only
temporary. The father’s dislike of his daughters was minor only in com-
parison with his dislike of Patrick. He railed at them too, when he coul.d
SPare a moment; he jeered at the amount of time they spent at the{r
games, complained about the cost of their equipment, thei.r boats, their
horses. And they wrangled with each other on obscure questions of scor}i:s
and borrowings and damages. All complained to the mother‘ about t:
food, which was plentiful and delicious. The mother spoke as little Czlls p:er
sible to anyone and to tell the truth Rose did not blame her. She ha new i
imagined so much true malevolence collected in one place. ?ﬂlyhz;)lf);he 4
abigot and a grumbler, Flo was capricious, unjust, and gossipy,

was the route of the first

said Patrick in an angry, pom-
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hen he was alive had been capable of cold_lJ“dgmems and Unrep;y,.
‘ N - 1L’ % 7 ) |
(‘;‘f :;’vaal' but compared o Patrick’s family, all Rose’s people Secmng
is 4 ¢
. 2ol ¢ i )ntCllt- . . « .
wv‘f‘:\lr‘:‘n::]:; ey ke this?” she said to Patrick. “Is it me? They g,
: ¢ n't

like me. u because 1 chose you,” said Patrick wiy,

“They don’t like yo 50me
satisfaction. frer dark, in their rainco:
They lay on the stony beach after dark, I aincoats, hugged 5y,
y Ccessfuuy, attempted more, ROSC g0t se
d-

kissed and uncomfortably, unsu
weed stains on Dr. Henshawe's coat.

»
you? I need you sO much!

Sye TOOK him to Hanratty. It was just as bad as she had though ;;
would be. Flo had gone to great trouble; a.nd et m‘eal s
potatoes, turnips, big country sausages which were a special present frop,

Patrick detested coarse-textured food,

Billy Pope, from the butcher shop. .
and made no pretense of eating it. The table was spread with a plastic
cloth, they ate under the tube of fluorescent light. The centerpiece was

new and especially for the occasion. A plastic swan, lime green in color,
with slits in the wings, in which were stuck folded, colored paper napkins.
Billy Pope, reminded to take one, grunted, refused. Otherwise he was on
dismally good behavior. Word had reached him, word had reached both
Flo and Billy, of Rose’s triumph. It had come from their superiors in Han-
ratty; otherwise they could not have believed it. Customers in the butcher
shop——formidable ladies, the dentist’s wife, the veterinarian’s wife—had
said to Billy Pope that they heard Rose had picked herself up a million-
aire. Rose knew Billy Pope would go back to work tomorrow with stories
of the millionaire, or millionaire’s son, and that all these stories would fo-
cus on his—Billy Pope’s—forthright and unintimidated behavior in the

Patrick said, “You see why | Need

situation.
“We just set him down and give him some sausages, don’t make no dif-

ference to us what he comes from!”

She knew Flo would have her comments too, that Patrick’s nervousness
would not escape her, that she would be able to mimic his voice and his
flapping hands that had knocked over the ketchup bottle. But at present
they both sat hunched over the table in miserable eclipse. Rose tried to
start some conversation, talking brightly, unnaturally, rather as if she was
an interviewer trying to draw out a couple of simple local people. She felt
ashamed on more levels than she could count. She was ashamed of
:ﬁ: ;;)::mand dll,e swan and the plastic tablecloth; ashamed for Patrick,
e _Y sno , who made a startled grimace when Flo passed him the

oothpick-holder; ashamed for Flo with her timidity and hypocrisy and
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etensions; MOst of all ashamed for herself, g, didn’t even jay
that she could m“(.’ &-.md ?%l(ll}nd nathul. \,Nith Patrick there, shecco ldn’
dip pack into an accent closer to Flo's, Billy pope’ ’lu](qin t
sccent jarred on hfzr ears now, anyway. It seemed to ; ()J':t h.at
ferent pronunclatwn but a whole different approach to talkin T.i};-llf.
s shouting; the words were separated an 8- lalking

d emphasized
ould bombard each other with them. An ed so that people

d the things peopl ;
ke lines from the most hackneyed rural comedy. Wal, ifq ol s v 1

tion to, they said. They really said that. Seeing them through Patrick’s
hearing them through his ears, Rose too had to be amazed. i

She was trying to get them to talk about loca] history, some things sh
thought Patrick might be interested in. Presently, Flo did begin to tali. shz
could only be held in so long, whatever her misgivings. The conversa)tio
took another line from anything Rose had intended. o

“The line I lived on when I was just young,” Flo said, “it was the worst
place ever created for suiciding.”

“Aline is a concession road. In the township,” Rose said to Patrick. She
had doubts about what was coming, and rightly so, for then Patrick got to
hear about a man who cut his own throat, his own throat, from ear to ear;
a man who shot himself the first time and didn’t do enough damage, so he
loaded up and fired again and managed it; another man who hanged him-
self using a chain, the kind of chain you hook on a tractor with, so it was a
wonder his head was not torn off.

Tore off, Flo said.

She went on to a woman who, though not a suicide, had been dead in
her house a week before she was found, and that was in the summer. She
asked Patrick to imagine it. All this happened, said Flo, within five miles
of where she herself was born. She was presenting credentials, not trying
to horrify Patrick, at least not more than was acceptable in a social way;
she did not mean to disconcert him. How could he understand that?

“You were right,” said Patrick as they left Hanratty on the bus. “It is a
dump. You must be glad to get away.”

Rose felt immediately that he should not have said that.

“Of course that’s not your real mother,” Patrick said. “Your real par-
ents can’t have been like that.” Rose did not like his saying that either,
though it was what she believed herself. She saw that he was trying to
provide for her a more genteel background, perhaps something like
the homes of his poor friends: a few books about, a tea tray, and mended
linen, worn good taste; proud, tired, educated people. What a coward he
was, she thought angrily, but she knew that she herself was the coward,
not knowing any way to be comfortable with her own Pf’OPle or the
kitchen or any of it. Years later she would learn how to use it, she would
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ate right-thinking people at dinner Partie
At the moment she felt confusion, miwrl(«.
r loyalty was starting. Now that she was sure Z’U
and protectiveness was hardening aroung .tm/
and the town, the flat, “"fnf-(v:;:r/

lat

memory i '

scrubby unremarkable countryside. She Wl OFpose i secretly

;’L rick’s Views of mountains and ocean, his stone-and-timbered Mangjg, )
atric e far more proud and stubborn than his. '

er allegiances Wer : : .
H But itg turned out he was not leaving anything behind.

cor intimid
with,

away,
she had, aro

paTRICK gave hera diamond ring and .ann.ounce.d that hff was giving

being a historian for her sake. He was going 1r,1to h1§ father’s business,
She said she thought he hated .hlS father’s business. He said that p,

could not afford to take such an attitude now that he would have a wife ¢,

ort.
SUI;F seemed that Patrick’s desire to marry, even to marry Rose, had beep
taken by his father as a sign of sanity. Great streaks of bounty were mixed
in with all the ill will in that family. His father at once offered a job in one
buy them a house. Patrick was as incapable of

of the stores, offered to . .
turning down this offer as Rose was of turning down Patrick’s, and his

reasons were as little mercenary as hers.
«will we have a house like your parents’?” Rose said. She really thought
it might be necessary to start off in that style.

«Well, maybe not at first. Not quite so—"
«[ don’t want a house like that! I don’t want to live like that
«we'll live however you like. We’ll have whatever kind of house

you like.”
Provided it’s not a dump, she thought nastily.

Girls she hardly knew stopped and asked to see her ring, admired it,
wished her happiness. When she went back to Hanratty for a weekend,
alone this time, thank God, she met the dentist’s wife on the main street.

“Oh, Rose, isn’t it wonderful! When are you coming back again? We're
going'to give a tea for you, the ladies in town all want to give a tea for you!”

This woman had never spoken to Rose, never given any sign before
f’f knowing who she was. Paths were opening now, barriers were soften-
iga (;\(r)lfchfée——t(;lh, this was thF worst, this was the shame of it—Rose, in-
s L;ndnga 'i dentist }f wife, was blushing an.d skittishly flashing h'er
that. She dimpled and s Zrlil (lid oy happy. s T -
o S lf e and turned.herself into a fiancée w1tl} no

you live, people said, and she said, Oh, in British

'”



The Beggar Maid ~ 45

Columbia! That uddec.l More magic to the tale, Is it really beautify,
(hey said, is it never winter? tful there,
«Oh, yes!” cried Rose. “Oh, no!”

g wokE up early, got up and dressed, and let hergelf :
i?Dr. Henshawe's garage. It was too early for the byges t(;) gz tr}l‘fn:idne dg}(:r
walked through the city to Patrick’s apartment. She walked acrosg~ he
park. Around the South African War Memoria 4 pair of greyhoundssw ire
leaping and playing, an old woman standing by, holding their leashes, T
sun was just up, shining on their pale hides. The grass was wet Daff.odile
and narcissus in bloom. - 5

Patrick came to the door, tousled, frowning sleepily, in his gray-and.
maroon striped pajamas.
“Rose! What’s the matter?”

She couldn’t say .anything.' He pulled her into the apartment. She put
her arms around him and hid her face against his chest and, in a stagy
voice, said, “Please, Patrick. Please let me not marry you.”

“Are you sick? What’s the matter?”

“Please let me not marry you,” she said again, with even less conviction,

“You're crazy.”

She didn’t blame him for thinking so. Her voice sounded so unnatural,
wheedling, silly. As soon as he opened the door and she faced the fact of
him, his sleepy eyes, his pajamas, she saw that what she had come to do
was enormous, impossible. She would have to explain everything to him,
and of course she could not do it. She could not make him see her neces-
sity. She could not find any tone of voice, any expression of the face, that
would serve her.

“Are you upset?” said Patrick. “What’s happened?”

“Nothing.”

“How did you get here anyway?”

“Walked.”

She had been fighting back a need to go to the bathroom. It seemed
that if she went to the bathroom she would destroy some of the strength
of her case. But she had to. She freed herself. She said, “Wait a minute, I'm
going to the john.”

When she came out Patrick had the electric kettle going, was measuring
out instant coffee. He looked decent and bewildered.

“I'm not really awake,” he said. “Now. Sit down. First of all, are you
premenstrual?” .

“No.” But she realized with dismay that she was, and that he might be
able to figure it out, because they had been worried last month.
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well, if you're nt premenstrual, and nothing’s happeneg 1,
) 2 ¥ i ?’1 :
ou, then what 18 all this aboutt” ' . Pset
married,” she said, backing away from the .
Tueg,
Y

«[ don’t want t0 get
of I don’t want 10 marry you.

«when did you come tot
“Long ago- This morning.
They were talking in whispers.

after seven. :
«when do the others get up?

“About eight.” .
«[s there milk for the coffee?” She went to the refrigerator.

“Quiet with the door,” said Patrick, too late.
«Pm sorry,” she said, in her strange silly voice.
Jast night and everything was fine. You come this

«we went for a walk
morning and tell me you don’t want to get married. Why don’t you want

to get married?”
“Ijust don’t. I don’t want to be married.”

“What else do you want to do?”

“I don’t know.”
drinking his coffee. He who used

Patrick kept staring at her sternly,
to plead with her do you love me, do you really, did not bring the subject

his decision?”
y

Rose looked at the clock. It was , ltg
"

up now.
“Well, I know.”
“What?”
«I know who’s been talking to you.”
“Nobody has been talking to me.”
“Oh, no. Well, I bet Dr. Henshawe has.”

“No.”
“Some people don’t have a very high opinion of her. They think she has

an influence on girls. She doesn’t like the gi i i
f girls who live with her to h
boyfriends. Does she? You even told me that. She doesn’t like them toal\)lz

normal.”

“That’s not it.”

“What did she say to you, Rose?”

“She didn’t say anything.” Ro

« " Se b

Are you sure?” ; Ry

s cag:’l,pli:;:ckl,’ listen, pleas(f, I can’t marry you, please, I don’t know why,
= S e believe me, I can’t,” Rose babbled at him, weep-
Bty kitchenyclﬁg: Shh! You’ll wake them up!” lifted or dragged her
bed. He shut the dooralgl'?: Icml ;OOk Hk tos s roon; wherelshe gat:n tie
back and forth. ; eld her arms across her stomach, and rocked
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«What is it, Rose? What’s the matter? Are you sick?”

«[¢'s just so hard to tell you!”

«ell me what?”

«What I just did tell you!”

«[ mean have you found out you have t.b, or something?”

“No!”

«[5 there something in your family you haven’t told me
ity?” said Patrick encouragingly.

“No!” Rose rocked and wept.

«go what is it?”

“ don’t love you!” she said. “I don’t love you. I don’t love you.” She fell
on the bed and put her head in the pillow. “I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry. |
can’t help it.”

After a moment or two Patrick said, “Well. If you don’t love me you
don’t love me. I'm not forcing you to.” His voice sounded strained and
spiteful, against the reasonableness of what he was saying. “I just wonder,”
he said, “if you know what you do want. I don’t think you do. I don’t
think you have any idea what you want. You’re just in a state,”

“I don’t have to know what I want to know what I don’t want!” Rose
said, turning over. This released her. “I never loved you.”

“Shh. You’ll wake them. We have to stop.”

“I never loved you. I never wanted to. It was a mistake.”

“All right. All right. You made your point.”

“Why am I supposed to love you? Why do you act as if there was some-
thing wrong with me if I didn’t? You despise me. You despise my family
and my background and you think you are doing me a great favor—"

“I fell in love with you,” Patrick said. “I don’t despise you. Oh, Rose. I
worship you.”

“You're a sissy,” Rose said. “You're a prude.” She jumped off the bed
with great pleasure as she said this. She felt full of energy. More was com-
ing. Terrible things were coming,.

“You don’t even know how to make love right. I always wanted to get
out of this from the very first. I felt sorry for you. You won’t look where
you're going, you're always knocking things over, just because you can't
be bothered, you can’t be bothered noticing anything, you're wrapped up
in yourself, and you're always bragging, it’s so stupid, you don’t even
know how to brag right, if you really want to impress people you'll never
do it, the way you do it all they do is laugh at you!”

Patrick sat on the bed and looked up at her, his face open to whatever
she would say. She wanted to beat and beat him, to say worse and worse,
uglier and crueller, things. She took a breath, drew in air, to stop the
things she felt rising in her from getting out.

about? Insan-
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ever!” she said viciously. But at the g,

| and regretful voice, “Goodbye.” I she

«[ don’t want to see you
turned and said in a norma

cx wrote her a note: I don’t understan4 what happened th, Other
PAT:": dll want to talk to you about it. But I think we should wait f,, s
day Li and not see or talk to each other and find out how we feel at the ¢4 of
week
time. 3 _ =
tp}};ose had forgotten all about giving him back his ring. When she ca,
g that morning she was still wearing it, g},

t of his apartment buildin |
(*):uldn’t go gack, and it seemed too valuable to send through the mail. s
:ontinued to wear it, mostly because she did not want to have to tell Dy,

Henshawe what had happened. She was re}ieved to get Patrick’s note. She
thought that she could give him bfack the ring then.

She thought about what Patrick had said about Dr. Henshawe. No
doubt there was some truth in that, else why should she be s0 r'eluctant to
tell Dr. Henshawe she had broken her engagement, so gnwﬂlmg to face
her sensible approval, her restrained, relieved Cf)ngratu!atlons?

She told Dr. Henshawe that she was not seeing Patrick while she stud-
ied for her exams. Rose could see that even that pleased her.

She told no one that her situation had changed. It was not just Dr.
Henshawe she didn’t want knowing. She didn’t like giving up being en-
vied; the experience was so new to her.

She tried to think what to do next. She could not stay on at Dr. Hen-
shawe’s. It seemed clear that if she escaped from Patrick, she must escape
from Dr. Henshawe too. And she did not want to stay on at the college,
with people knowing about her broken engagement, with the girls who
now congratulated her saying they had known all along it was a fluke, her
getting Patrick. She would have to get a job.

The Head Librarian had offered her a job for the summer but that was
perhaps at Dr. Henshawe’s suggestion. Once she moved out, the offer
might not hold. She knew that instead of studying for her exams she ought
to be downtown, applying for work as a filing clerk at the insurance of-
fices, applying at Bell Telephone, at the department stores. The idea
frightened her. She kept on studying. That was the one thing she really
knew how to do. She was a scholarship student after all.

On Saturday afternoon, when she was working at the library, she saw
Patrick. She did not see him by accident. She went down to the bottom
floor, trying not to make noise on the spiralling metal staircase. There was
a place in the stacks where she could stand, almost in darkness, and see
into his carrel. She did that. She couldn’t see his face. She saw his long
pink neck and the old plaid shirt he wore on Saturdays. His long neck. His
bony shoulders. She was no longer irritated by him, no longer frightened
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by N she was free. S\.\e could look at him as she woul
ghe could appreciate hm‘x. He had behaved well, He by
her pitys he had not bullied her, he had not molested
phone calls and letters. He had not come and sat op py. Henshawe's

doorstep. He wasan honorable person, and he would never know how sh
agknOW\edged that, how she was grateful for it, The things she had (s)::; t;

dlook at anybody,
d not tried to royse
her with pitiful tele-

}‘éf him made her ashamed now. And they were not even true. Not all of
N them. He did know l'xow to make love. She was so moved, made 5o gentle
@e and wistful, by the sight of him, that she wanted to give him something
’l&n‘ some surprising bounty, she wished to undo his unhappiness, :
gt Then she had a compelling picture of herself. She was running softly
h into PatricK's carrel, shF was throwing her arms around him from behind,
“m‘\‘\ che was giving everything back to him. Would he take it from her, would
y t;% he still want it? She saw them laughing and crying, explaining, forgiving, I

& love you. I do love you, it’s all right, I was terrible, I didn’t mean it, I was just

i, crazy, I love you, it’s all right. This was a violent temptation for her; it was

iy barely resistible. She had an impulse to hurl herself. Whether it was off a

i liff or into a warm bed of welcoming grass and flowers, she really could
Jug Y not tell.

B hﬁng o Tt was not resistible, after all. She did it.

\at Dy, by, WaEN Rosk afterward reviewed and talked about this moment in her
gy - life—for she went through a pem.)c!, like most people nowadays, of talking
t the ey, freel‘y about her most private decisions, to fr?ends a.nd lover§ and party ac-
the v quaintances whom she might mever see again, while they did the same—
sl ) she said that comradely compassion had overcome her, she was not proof
the | against the sight of a bare bent neck. Then she went further into it, and
said greed, greed. She said she had run to him and clung to him and over-
1er but thatws come his suspicions and kissed and cried and reinstated herself simply be-
1 out, the ofe cause she did not know how to do without his love and his promise to
gxams she augt look after her; she was frightened of the world and she had not been able
he insurance o to think up any other plan for herself. When she was seeing life in eco-
gtores. The e nomic terms, or was with people who did, she said that only m.idd‘le-class
thing ¢ redly peaple had choices anyway, that if she had had the price of a train ticket to

e thing Toronto her life would have been different.

: o oY Nonsense, she might say later, never mind that, it was really Yanity, ?t
¢ librars : o was vanity pure and simple, to resurrect him, to bring him back his happi-
wn t0 e o ~ ness. To see if she could do that. She could not resist such a test of power.
u-“.ase.Thﬂf 2 explained then that she had paid for it. She said that she and Patrick

keSS wd years, and that during that time the scenes of the
3 v o Kuj ciliation had been periodically repeated, with her
., She " ng(kw ng again s said the first time, and the things she
st :

ol
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any other things which occurred to her,
* ONe h()
pe

(but thinks she did) that she used to b, :
¢ she smashed a gravy boat through 4 dil:t' her heag
frightened, s0 sickened by what she hddl:;lg ooy,
and begged and begged for his f})r':')n" that
he flew at him; sometimes he hc;nt‘;:v_w"“
early and make a special bre;lkf.,: r The
bacon and eggs and drinking filtered coffee, worp ‘Ut, the,
g each other with shamefaced kindness. Ut, be

hink triggers the reaction? they would say.
ht to take a holiday? A holiday together? 1y,
+ Holj-

held back, and m
¢ tell people
bedpost, tha
at she was SO
d, shivering,
ted. Sometimes $
hey would get up

had
she did no
against the
window; th
she lay in be
Which he gran
next morning t
would sit eating
wildered, treatin

What do you' t
Do you think we oug

days alone?
A waste, a sham, those efforts, as it turned out. But they worked for
they would say that most people probably an:

moment. Calmed down,
in a marriage, and indeed they seemeq

through the same things like this,
to know mostly people who did. They could not separate until enough

damage had been done, until nearly mortal damage had been done, o
keep them apart. And until Rose could get a job and make her own money

so perhaps there was a very ord
What she never said to anybody, never confided, was that she some-

times thought it had not been pity or greed or cowardice or vanity but
something quite different, like a vision of happiness. In view of everything
else she had told she could hardly tell that. It seems very odd; she can't
justify it. She doesn’t mean that they had perfectly ordinary, bearable
times in their marriage, long busy stretches of wallpapering and vaca-
tioning and meals and shopping and worrying about a child’s illness, but
that sometimes, without reason or warning, happiness, the possibility of
would surprise them. Then it was as if they were in different

ming skins, as if there existed a radiantly kind and in-
sual

inary reason after all.

happiness,

though identical-see
nocent Rose and Patrick, hardly ever visible, in the shadow of their u

sc.el\./es. Per}}aps it was that Patrick she saw when she was free of him, in-
visible to him, looking into his carrel. Perhaps it was. She should have left

him there.

IS,:nidK:gi‘i'; tg;et xas how she had seen him; she knows it, because it hap-
il ni.ne £ :S lz Toronto A1rp9rt, in the middle of the night. This
fairly well kn0w¥1 b st;- = she and Patrick were divorced. She had become
e e e oy el
cians, actors, writers sion program on which she interviewed politi-
angry about somethi;P :LSO"aht,es, and many ordinary people who were
to them. Sometimes gh e government or the police or a union had done

she talked to people who had seen strange sights,
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FOs, OF 5¢d monsters, or who had unusyg] acco
ions, or kept up some obsolete custom.,

ghe was alone. No one was meeting her, She had :

delayed flight fron? YCI!OWkDife. She was tired anda(li e};:;g;):dle ;E on a
patrick standing with his back to her, at a coffee bar, He S e saw
He was heavier than he .had been, but she knew him at once Andral}?coat.
the same feeling that this was a person she was bound to, th;:.t b she hgd
magical yet possible trick, they could find and trust each other :’nilct::taln
begin this all that she had to do was go up and touch him op t},le should to
surprise him with his happiness. a.

She did not do this, of course, but she did stop. She was standin still
when he turned around, heading for one of the little plastic table? and
curved seats grouped in front of the coffee bar. All his skinniness and aca-
demic shabbiness, his look of prim authoritarianism, was gone. He had
smoothed out, filled out, into such a modish and agreeable, responsible
slightly complacent-looking man. His birthmark had faded. She though;
how haggard and dreary she must look, in her rumpled trenchcoat, her
long, graying hair fallen forward around her face, old mascara smudged
under her eyes.

He made a face at her. It was a truly hateful, savagely warning, face; in-
fantile, self-indulgent, yet calculated; it was a timed explosion of disgust
and loathing. It was hard to believe. But she saw it.

Sometimes when Rose was talking to someone in front of the television
cameras she would sense the desire in them to make a face. She would
sense it in all sorts of people, in skillful politicians and witty liberal bish-
ops and honored humanitarians, in housewives who had witnessed natu-
ral disasters and in workmen who had performed heroic rescues or been
cheated out of disability pensions. They were longing to sabotage them-
selves, to make a face or say a dirty word. Was this the face they all wanted
to make? To show somebody, to show everybody? They wouldn’t do it,
though; they wouldn’t get the chance. Special circumstances were required.
A lurid unreal place, the middle of the night, a staggering unhinging weari-
ness, the sudden, hallucinatory appearance of your true enemy.

She hurried away then, down the long varicolored corridor, shaking.
She had seen Patrick; Patrick had seen her; he had made that face. But she
was not really able to understand how she could be an enemy. How could
anybody hate Rose so much, at the very moment when she was ready to
come forward with her good will, her smiling confession of exhaustion,
her air of diffident faith in civilized overtures?

Oh, Patrick could. Patrick could.

mplishments or collec-




