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) ‘3?5, Madame Lance was an old woman, she had helped ra1se Mother;
later they had been nelghbors 'n Paris durmg the war. Mother and -
‘Madame Lance remained good iends, wntmg weelcly to one another
‘when. gur family came to the States and Madame Lance stayed in
Paris. fn the early. Frfhes, Henn Lance, Madame Lance’s only son, was
killed in an automobile accident, and it ‘was necessary that the old
woman come to the States so her daughter mlght care for her. The
daughter, Elsie, lived at Cape Cod, not more than a hundred miles
from our home; Mother was enormously pleased to have Madame .
. Lance so near her again. .

1 was ten during the summer of Madame Lances amval Mother( |
telephoned Elsie and found out that the old woman was comfortably
settled and that we were welcome at any time for a wsrt I kept my
ob]ectlons to myself. - '

“You will not have to srt and chat with us too long,” Mother in-
t'ormed me. “Of course I want Madame Lance to see you. Be nice to
~_her. Be patient fora little time. . Why not bnng a lute thh you?

o ‘I‘heweatherls fine forit.” o

1 had two kltes, both yellow I decxded to bnng them both smce I

her large whlte hat and whlte pleated dress, her smlle Ho retty her
, anxxety made her; sheloved Madame Lance. - N W
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As she drove I watched her face and unagmed what Mother must
have been like during the war years in Paris. A serious girl. Probably

slender then.
‘She turned from her driving and regarded me for a moment. “Mad-

ame Lance will be so surprised,” she said, smiling. “She has one
photograph of you. And that’s all. We must take more plctures in the

- future: .. . How good it is to have a son.”
She was qulet for the remainder of the trip; she was recalhng Pans

I am sure. I thought of perhaps putting on my bathmg suit instead of -

bothering with the kites. ‘
Mother had not mentioned that either Madame Lance or her daugh-
ter was wealthy. Perhaps Mother did not know until we found the
* “address afid followed a long driveway through an area which resembled
“a small, park, then turned suddenly around a massive flower bed to dis-
- cover a huge white house (whigh at the time could only make me
. think of George Washington); Madame Lance and her daughter were
sitting at a table under a big blue umbrella. -
~ “Oh! There she is,” Mother yelped, jerking the cartoa halt
Both she and Madame Lance cried. Elsie, a small, red-haired wom-
an with very nice teeth, bit her lip at me and smiled during the whole
. time our mothers cried at one another. Elsie was perhaps forty, and
. Iimagined nght away that she was quite taken by me.
> “How nice to have you With us, Breno,” she said. She touched my
- face, remarking that I looked very much like my mother. But I had
nevet felt this was true; I told Elsie that I looked more like my
father who was divorced from my mother and living in South

- America.
“Oh, here he is,” Mother said to Madame Lance. “After all this

time, here he is for you.” And they both laughed and cried over me,
- much to any boy’s extreme irritation. Madam Lance was so thin as to
frighten me; her eyes were enormous and yellow—gl’ay, fluttering
violently, disturbingly near to mine: She was in black, a full black
dress and a thick black sweater on the sharp angles of her shoulders.

I kept thinking she looked like a bat-lady.
“How good to see you!l” she squeaked, and she kissed me on the
lips. I was horrified, but maintained my composure, at least outwardly,
for Mother’s benefit. I doubt if I smiled however. Madame Lance

»
T Mo

removed a handkerchief from her dress and wiped her cheeks without

removing her fluttering attention from me. I noticed the top of her
" head for the first time; Madame Lance was going bald. ‘
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“You are very pretty,” I said. qmckly T was aware then of a temble
silence, as though the three women had been struck dumb by ‘my lie.
I looked from Mother to Elsie, then to Madame Lance again: Their
- faces were almost unhappy and I was genuinely terrified. |
“How kind of you,” Madame Lance said softly, and she kissed me
again on the lips. I kept my eyes closed tight until she was-finished. -
Someone was pounng the lemonade I had seen on the tab@e Elsxe,

guessed.
Mother and Madame Lance began to talk at one another rapxdly

‘then, two more chattering women. Elsie sat back after giving me my
lemonade. I drank with my eyes on her; she would smile from her |
mother to mine, then backtome., | #

“I have a little boy,” she said. = .

I would not swim. It would mean changing, and Elsie would insist
on leading me somewhere to change, I imagined. After a while I got
up and went for the kites. I felt that the three women were probably
watching me walk to the car, remarking on me still. But when I got
the kites out and turned around, no one was lookmg That was good.

A marvelous place to put up a kite. I thought the property as big as
an airport. After bending the sticks and adjusting the string, I stood
suddenly self-conscious with the kite in my hand. The three of them
were looking at me now; I did not fancy running across the big lawn
in front of them and perhaps having the kite go up a bit, then have a
catastrophic flip, breaking its nose. I pretended to be occupied again.
with the string until I saw their attention was off me. I was about to
try the kite when I noticed a fountain on the property,-a little. white
fountain with several jets of water rising behind 'a muscular woman,_

- | nude and tall, with her hands in her lap. A fat man in a suit that-
~ looked like pajamas was working around the outside wall of the foun-
- tain with a brush and soap. He was scrubbing vigorously and smoking.
a pipe; after some time he walked off and-1 went to the fountam and

sat down. [
On the western side of the proPerty was a long expanse of high '

~ trees; off in that direction I could hear the water. I again reconsidered

swimming. I was out of sight of the three women, but every few
- minutes I would catch Madame Lance’s smrey laugh-—shnll and

~ breaking. I got up and walked toward the trees.-

It was dark inside, the only pleasant €vent of the day. There were
no paths. Off in the sunlight I could see the big:whité house-and the
three women under the blue umbrella. Ahead the trees appeared?

“ Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1964
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-~ much lower. I walked on, passing out of the woods in a surprisingly
) short time, into a field of high, yellow grass. Alone in the field was a
~ singlé two-storey house where the curtains were blowing out of the
top wmdows
I hesitated at the end of the woods. I would have such a house
some day, I thought. No one would bé qormng near my house. I
would live there alone.
I went on, through the yellow grass, pulhng up wﬂdﬂowers, then
tearing them apart. The house was collapsing; no one cared. If the
e houseweére vacant, I would go through every room of it. -
f + At theporch the door was lyng flat. I could see down the hallway
- .“into a room which might have been the kitchen. For an instant I
thought of returning quickly tq;the blue umbrella. But I forced myself
inside and began to look around. At the foot of the stairs I paused,
~ watching the moving curtain down the hall on the second floor. The
curtain drifted back out the window; someone was standing where -
the curtain had been. At once I raced out of the house, taking off
4 through the high grass. Halfway across the field I stopped, without
* glancingback. |
~ Had I seen a man or a woman? I was n’t sure. But how-fnghtenmgl
A face like a mannequin. A terrible white face. A girl . . . yes . ..
more like a girl. Obviously she was watching me now from the upstairs
- window—if she had not chased after me! I looked back; no one was
coming at me through the grass.

I watched that window for a long time. Then I returned to the
ladies under the blue umbrella. I had caught up the kites on-thé way,
and I sat now with them in my lap; I was silent, my eyes on my hands

T

and thekites, .-
“Where did you go to fly your[klte? Elsie asked me. I pretended

not to hear. Mother and Madame'Lance stopped their chaliienng and
waited; after an uncomfortable ihterval, Elsie poured me a glass of
lemonade and Mother and Madame Lance began speaking at the -

-
prrerimy

same instant. I drank with my attention on the glass. Again, the si- b

lence. I glanced up and saw that everyone’s attention was directed at
something behind me. I stiffened, not having forgotten the house so
quickly. Elsie stood up and walked behindme. -

“Here is my Paul,” sheannounced. |

I turned to a tall dark boy with terror in his face I forced myself to
look at Mother; she reached and took Paul’s white hand. Elsie poured
him some lemonade, regarding the two of us with a severe frown. - -

\ -

TR
‘?3,? £
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* afew yards, he stopped and looked back:

* . down. The stocky man in the pa]ama ‘suit was plckmg roses nearby

- not'smile back.’

YELLOW KITES N

- “Is somethmg the matter, Paul?” o

o “Breno has two lutes ” Elsre menhon" r
* them with him. . . . Would: you liketo Vhel
Paul got up wrth hls glass and started qui

me to join Paul. I was furious, with her and Wrth»i'
“D°n t tell them,” Paul said, his face still dr:
- “Tell them'what?” I asked. We walked ove

“You didn’t tell them anything?” Paul whlspered
“You mean Mother—-andyour mother?” o
«Yes » N I
- Twas thmkmg of the house out there in the ﬁeld I looked in that SR
- direction, then back at Paul. ' . e
7 “Ididn’t mean toscare you,” hesaid.
“You mean . ... at the house?” - - R
He nodded. “I have some of my mothet’s old thmgs And a-

“couple of masks too and . . . I like to:go out to my—the ‘house and,
play there by myself .. Theres nobody ‘ever - around here, you o
know : . . . I'want toactsomeday R R VL S
DR “Oh »”

" “You won't say anythrng, I know - My father wouldn’t like lt’, EAEE
~ atall, Breno.” 4
“Iwon’ttell” = - :
- He had scared me, I still dlshked Paul He smiled at me, hut I could o

: “Are you staymg long?” he. asked t1m1dly, I had never: seen such

. -enormous eyes—like his grandmother’s. He: was stxll fnghtened |

- Or'was he always frightened—always like that? |
o “We’ll only be here today,” I'said.. . SR
‘ He was unhappy I watched h1m walk a few-ste‘ 'saway, examxng hlS SR

| ~ and tell her to.let you stay longer;mayhe 2y
 “ButIdon’t wanttosay any longer than tox
“Oh * He pretended to watch the man

" m}’house ” he thSPeted "‘Would YOu
, aNo,” I saxd sharply i it
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¢ ) New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 34 [1964], Iss. 4, Art. 7

4

) 400 . NORMAN MOSALLEM

He entered the woods, but I saw him watchmg me from behind a

' tree. He was scratching his ear with a twig, his eyes still big, one white

“ . hand flat against the black of the tree.

« Dinner was served outdoors that evemng under a huge apple tree.
The stocky man had changed from his pajama suit into a black coat
and tie; he and a blonde girl laid the table with fresh.fruits, hot bread
.4 and crackers, and assorted fish with a bright pink sauce. I did not

, - touch the sauce, although Paul, who seemed to be enjoying it enor-

.. mously, attempted to pass it to me on several occasions. I ignored

. him, barely glancig at him,. never responding to his comments. I
> could see Mother was missing none of it. But I maintained an in-

¥ .. mocent concentration on my fish; I was having a game of it with Paul.

' The poor boy was terribly upset. :

‘Once he made a little wave at me from across the table. “You're still
not mad at me; are you?” he whispered.

- . Ipulled back my lips and clenched my teeth for him. He dropped
{. . °hisfork and excused himself from the table. The three women watched
T him race back toward the house, then they silently regarded me. But 1

went on about my fish, now helping myself to the pink sauce which

- Paul apparently liked s6 much.

 “I dowonder what it is,” Elsie muttered.

“Perhaps he is excited about having a guest, Madame Lance re-
marked ‘her eyes fluttering, then narrowing down to curious, dark

~ slits on me.
“Perhaps,” Elsie said, pouring herself more wine and begmmng a

chat with Mother concerning children.

When Paul came back out, I went off to try my lclte I wanted him -

to watch me. I went around the side of the house agam near the foun-
. tain, and began to run, the kite lifting behind me in the pleasant
- evening wind. Paul sat down in the grass, well out of my way. I ran all
- the faster, cutting close to Paul. A terrible Smack! The kite flipped,
caught-on a bush and ripped. I cursed at the kite, then at Paul. I gave
him the ugliest look I could make. He stared.
~* The kite was ruined. To show Paul that I could be qurte a violent -
person, I hastily broke the sticks into small pieces, cussing all the
while. Then I proceeded to break the pieces further. Fmaiy I threw
- them off toward the woods. I began to assemble the second kite,
watching Paul from the corner of my eye. He had crept closer.
, “Itisn’t:so good . . . flying a kite here now. - Can I help you,
e Breno?” , :

Gy A N
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1 ignored him, finished the kite, and fixed the stnng toit; I ran, the
kite dragging through the grass behind me. Paul d1d a funny step as
he leaped out of the way and T laughed back.

“T didn’t ifn to scare you,” he called.

 The kite lifted; I was surprised to see it go up so easily. In a few
- minutes it was as high as the trees bounding the property. I gave Paul
another nasty look. The wind failed. The kite settled its smiling moon
face in the trees. Gently. Again I began to curse, much louder than
before. “Damn! Damn!” -
~ Paul was thoroughly startled “I will get it for you,” he sputtered at
once he ran off toward the trees. I followed, amused with Paul. -

He could not climb well at all; he lost his balance and slipped to
the ground after making it to the lowest branch. “I'll get it for you,

~don’t worry.” His trousers were jerked up to his knees and his calves
were scratched; he went.on trying, much to my pleasure. But he was

, fnghtened After considerable trouble he arrived at the lowest branch -
again. He balanced on it, stanng down at me. “T- w111 get it for you,
‘Breno. Okay?”

I peered up at the sun coming through my yellow kite; I didn’t
sayaword. .

After a while he started up the blg tree. .

“I’l] bring it down for you, Breno. . . . You won't be mad any-

“more.” |
The wind was pleasant, scented W1th roses and nasturtiums. Sucha

funny boy. I would be visiting Madame Lance agam What times I
would have with this funny person.

“Brenol”
A great, a horrible crashing! Paull Falling through the big tree!

Paul—suddenlyl—at my feet, the yéllow paper, the broken sticks in his
~ hands, his head tummg up from the left—his white face secking me.
Motionless.
I screamed after a long moment I screamed until I roused the
~ women from beneath the blue umbrella.
~ We did not go back home for three days. We stayed for Paul’s
funeral where there were many, many wealthy people—Paul’s mother’s
friends. They regarded me with curiosity and told me how sorry they f
were that I had to see my little friend die like that. Madame Lance @~ -
“was carried to her room and did not come out again while I was there. -
Elsie fainted three times—twice on the day that Paul died; Paul was
her only child; her husband was dead

- . Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1964 ) ) - T P
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1 d1d not cry until I was home, until I was alone in my roomand I -

| ‘looked out the window at the trees in our yard, a much smaller yard

Inmy mind the girl at the house in the field had not been Paul . |

she changed She became lovely. She was real and still lived out there :

: in the field with the high yellow grass . . . lovely. I tried very- hard

- ;‘ ;% to make myself beheve there had never been a Paul Only that glrl o

. ; ‘who leed alone. .

© % Tthought much Iater that I mlght visit her some day. But it would

~ not be'with Mother that I would be going. Madame Lance and Elsie .

i did not write to Mother again; nor did she ever again see them.
Mother never mentioned Paul. Apparently she forgot him.

WNOIMANMOSALLEM, who has attended a vanety of universities in the
« United States and other countries, is now a stuc ent at the University of
| Amencas in Mexico. His permanent residence is gn Plttsburgh
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