 

					CHAPTER THREE





	Hadley decided that his mother was lonesome and that she was lonesome for him.  Because she was always finding him, wherever he was and whatever he was doing, and suggesting to him that they go somewhere or do something together, which he didn't want to do and was sure she didn't want to either.  This was not her usual way.  Her usual way was by herself, his mother was busy even when she was doing nothing.  He saw that she was never with other people, and what's more, Hadley began to wonder if she really liked the friends that were always coming to the house to have drinks and eat supper when his father was at home.  He didn't ask her for favors during these days for fear she might threaten to explode again and look at him with wild, pale blue eyes.  It was as if she was trying to be best friends with him, when he felt they were already as good friends as they could ever be, given who and how they were.  She even enrolled him at the Bernheim School of the Dance, in spite of what Uncle Stephen or anybody else might say, and he began to take tap and acrobatic.

	He was, of course, very good at his lessons - oh, far, far in advance of any of the other pupils whom he considered rather dreary - and was the fav-

orite of Miss Marilyn Fuller, his teacher.  Miss Fuller was more than beauti-

ful.  There was nothing Miss Fuller could not do with her body, and when she put her hands on Hadley in the course of her instruction his body turned hot to the soles of his feet.  At night, he dreamed of lying in Miss Fuller's arms, of smiling into her dark and smiling eyes.  He was painfully in love with Miss Fuller, however he said not a word about this to anybody for fear fall-

ing in love with a grown person, no matter how beautiful, was some kind of outrage.  

	In the afternoons with all the windows open and the yardman mowing the grass, his mother began to teach him songs while she accompanied him on the piano.  She played from sheet music with Ruth Etting on the cover with a fluffy white fur piece over one shoulder and the other shoulder bare.  He and his mother loved to do Won't You Do, Do, Do What You Done, Done, Done Before, Baby, but his best song was I'm Looking Over A Four-Leaf Clover.  And this happened to be the song his father liked best, although his father would get up in the middle of it and go pour himself another drink at the tea cart in the corner of the room.  His mother stopped playing then and left her fingers on the keys, and Hadley sat down beside her on the bench.  He couldn't tell whether his mother had hurt feelings because of this or was mad.  "Why doesn't daddy listen until the end?" Hadley asked her while her fingers were still on the keys and she was staring at the music.  "He's had too much to drink, Hadley," she said, "he has always had to much to drink these days.  It doesn't mean he doesn't love to hear you sing."  And then, Hadley realized that she didn't have hurt feelings and she wasn't mad either, but she was something worse than both those things together.  When his father had too much to drink, he had the blind look on his face.  His eyes were almost closed and straight across, and he didn't see or speak to any-

body.  He hummed a little stray tune to himself and left the house probably to go see people who didn't care whether he spoke to them or not.  Shorty and Evelyn Boggs still came all the time.  Evelyn drove Shorty home early sometimes, and his mother and father talked on and on for the rest of the night.  At times, Hadley would spy on them from the top of the stairs.  His mother never cried, but her back was very straight and her eyes were wide open.

	Early one morning when Hadley and Morrie came downstairs and Willa and Jake were in the kitchen making breakfast, they found glasses with drinks left in them from the night before.  "Let's drink them, Haddie," Morrie said.  "No," Hadley said.  "Well, I will," Morrie said, so they drank what was left in the glasses.  In a little while, Morrie ran all over the neighborhood barking at the dogs, and Hadley put on a record and danced at the top of the two steps leading down to the living room.  He danced better than anybody else in the world, he didn't understand how he could be so wonderful.  Morrie came home and threw up on the hall carpet.  Jake had to clean it up.  "Uh-oh," Jake said, "this here smell like likker, what you two been drinking?"  "No-

thing," Hadley said.  He and Morrie didn't want any breakfast, but now, Hadley knew what having too many drinks meant.  

	Evelyn and Shorty had come over for drinks as usual on Sunday, and his father asked them if they wanted to hear something sweet.  "Oh, yes, I'd love to," Evelyn said.  Evelyn loved show business, she could kick higher than her head any time she got ready to.

	"Sing Four Leaf Clover for us, Hadley," his father said.

	"No, sir," Hadley told him. 

	"Don't be silly, Haddie, come on," his mother said and went to the piano.

	"I don't want to," Hadley said.

	"Please, Hadley," his mother said, starting to play.

	"I can't," Hadley said, and he did not.

	"He'll sing it for us some other time, won't you, Hadley?" Evelyn said.

	He wasn't sure why he had refused, except that his heart turned against singing for Evelyn and Shorty and his father with the blind look on his face.  His father was furious with him and didn't speak to him for the rest of the night.  And so, Hadley went upstairs to his bed.  Morrie was al-

ready fast asleep in his.  He thought he should hate his father, but he couldn't.  Because he knew his father would love him, if he knew how.

	Hadley heard his mother talking to her friend Carlanna Train on the telephone one morning.  "Well, he's back in the hospital again, Carlie," she said.  "I hope to God this will be the last time, I can't go on like this much longer."  Carlanna Train had had two husbands.  She got rid of the first one, who told everybody Carlanna was so tight, she would bite a penny in half to give a person the right change.  And then, she married another one who got drunk and used up all the money her father had left her, so Carlanna was used to hard times.  Which is why, Hadley decided, his mother told her about her troubles.

	Their father was in St. Matthews Hospital longer than usual this time, and Hadley was surprised when he sent word to bring him and Morrie to see him.  "Never a dull moment," his mother said and had them dress up in their best sailor suits.  "What on earth has inspired Morgan to want to see the boys while he's still in the hospital?" she asked Carlanna Train later on.  

	But she had Jake drive them down town to the hospital and leave them at the front door.  Hadley noticed that his father was young and good-looking in his blue bathrobe, and he kissed them both with his dry, man's mouth.  This was another surprise for Hadley, as it had never happened before.  He was trying to think up something cheerful to tell his father when a young girl nurse with blond hair and twinkly eyes came in the room.  She had very white teeth.  "Well, here they are," his father announced to her.  "Boys, this is Miss Evans," he said, "and this is Morrie and the other one is Hadley - Had-

ley was born old," he explained.  His father presented them as if he had known them well all his life.  Miss Evans twinkled and smiled with her beautiful teeth.  "They are the cutest things," she said and kept on twinkling.  And then, Hadley knew he and Morrie had not come to see their father.  They had come to see Miss Evans.  This was another secret he never told to any-

body.  He didn't tell Morrie in particular.  He knew that Morrie would go right straight to ask his father if this was true.  Hadley thought that Morrie pro-

bably didn't have enough sense to tell a lie.



	For his eighth birthday, Hadley had mentioned that he wanted a pair of toe shoes like the ones he had seen the girls wearing who studied ballet at the Bernheim School of the Dance.  He was not a little astonished when his mother agreed to order them for him, although he kept his astonishment to himself.  Miss Dorothy Bernheim, smiling faintly and with a scarf bound around her graying head and flowing over her shoulder, traced Hadley's feet on a piece of paper and sent it off to the shoemaker.  Miss Dorothy thought Hadley was probably a genius.  She always had a half smile on her face, and when she circled her arms above her head to dance, she seemed to have gone off in a trance.  Hadley realized that Miss Dorothy was sad to be getting old.

	Unfortunately, his birthday fell in the middle of June, so that he couldn't attend school on point.  However, he appeared everywhere else in town on his toes.  He proved to be a sensation at the checkout counter at the grocery store.  "Lord, look at Hadley standing up on his toes in them pink shoes," Sue Ann Biddle said.  "Hadley, honey," she went on, "you are too much."

	"Thank you, Sue Ann," Hadley said.

	"You're welcome," she said.  "Let me see you do that little jump one more time." 

	Late that afternoon, he put one of his favorite records In A Persian Market on the victrola and gave a brief toe dance performance at the top of the living room steps.  His Uncle Steven, who had come to live in the down-

stairs guest room, was not pleased.  He looked as if he had put something terrible in his mouth unexpectedly.  He tucked his chin back and frowned.  "Why don't you just go on and buy him a dress while you're at it?" he asked his sister.

	"Oh, now, Steven, Miss Bernheim tells me that in Europe male dancers often wear point shoes in the ballets," his mother said.

	"Well, Sister, this isn't Europe," he said, "and I wonder what kind of men they could be.  I would say Miss Bernheim is well past her prime, and I notice she's still a maiden lady."

	"That's beside the point," his mother said, "but we can talk about this some other time."

	"It's time somebody took a stronger hand with Hadley now," Uncle Ste-

ven went on.  "Some other time could be too late, Sister.  You've got to say something to Morgan, although I must say he doesn't seem to be concerned."

	Hadley stood listening to the two grown people talking about what he was to be or not to be.  He had finished his performance, and the record had come to an end.  He turned the victrola off and returned to the top of the steps.  "I have an announcement to make," he said in a loud voice, standing flat on his feet under the wide arch opening into the living room.  

	The brother and sister looked up at him standing under the arch with identical eyes.  Uncle Steven started to smile and then took it back.

	"I have an announcement to make," Hadley said again.  He waited for a response but there was none.  "My announcement is I will leave Charlotte as soon as I can make enough money for the train fare, probably before I finish the sixth grade.  I am going to live in New York City and go on the stage - "

	"We can talk about this some other time, Hadley," his mother inter-

rupted.

	"I am making an important announcement, mother," Hadley insisted.

	"Excuse me," his mother said.  She and her brother sat back in their chairs, not entirely at their ease.

	"I am going to live in New York City, and I am going to live in Paris France," Hadley went on.  "I will probably be a famous dancer and actor, and I will know all the other actors and dancers and be one of their best friends.  I will probably write a few books too.  But first, I am going to leave Char-

lotte as soon as I can and go to New York City where I belong."

	That seemed to be the end of the announcement, however, his mother and her brother were not sure of that.  They sat, half smiling and attentive.

Hadley regarded them for a moment and then turned his back on them to climb the stairs to his bedroom trailing a long satin ribbon behind him.  

	"Where did all that come from, Sister?" Uncle Steven asked. 

	"Those old Jamisons," she told him.  "They're always telling him he's a genius."

	"Where do the Jamison girls get their frocks?" Uncle Steven wanted to know.  He and his sister laughed.



	When his father came back to Regents Road from St. Matthews Hospit-

al, everybody was cheerful.  It seemed to Hadley they were all too cheerful and to loud.  They sounded like one of his Aunt Lucie's opera records without the orchestra.  There was something wrong with too much cheerfulness, it was almost worse than too much sadness.  So he went out to the playground in the back yard to practice his circus act on the swings or upstairs to his room to rest from the strain of watching his mother and father and Jake and Willa and the yardman being cheerful all the time.  Morrie didn't notice the difference.  Morrie was glad to have his father at home all the time, so he was cheerful but not in a strained way.  Morrie was almost always cheerful.

Hadley thought probably Morrie didn't have enough sense to be sad when the time came.

	Finally, his father went to Memphis and to New York City on business, and things slid back to normal.  However, when his father came home from New York City, he brought his mother a Spanish shawl with long fringe like Aunt Lucie's and a silver water pitcher.  "If there is anything I need more desperately than a Spanish shawl and a silver pitcher, I can't think what it would be," Hadley heard his mother say to Carlanna Train on the telephone.  

Also, it turned out that his father had decided he could go back to having drinks again without doing himself any real harm.  "I see," his mother said.



	In the fall, Hadley and Morrie began to walk to school in a new build-

ing several blocks from their house.  It was a fine building with little fake balconies with plain columns and arched doorways with twisty columns.  It had little stone medallions under the banisters.  Carlanna Train said the architect had obviously made a quick trip to Venice.  She had spent a great deal of time in Europe when she was still young and before her husband had lost all her extra money.  The boys' bathrooms were a vast improvement on the soldiers' restrooms at the old school.  However, for Hadley, there was something missing.  There were enormous windows, but no leafy old trees swayed and fluttered outside them making patterns of light on the walls.  All of his friends were with him at the new school, and the teachers, al-

though younger and less beautiful, adored him and some even suggested he was a genius,  Still, it was all so new and clean and narrow with no wasted space.  Besides, it was a long way from the walk to Randolph Circle.  Hadley was lonesome.  

	He realized suddenly one day when the recess bell rang that he had nowhere to go and nothing he really wanted to do.  But he rushed out into the school yard with all the other children, only to find he had arrived in the wrong place.  He wandered about among his running and shouting school-

mates as if he were lost, pretending to look for somebody who was expect-

ing him.  "Have you seen Morrie?" he asked Dolores Twist.  "No," Dolores said, "do you want to play dodge-ball?"  No, he said.  "Have you seen Polly and Meg Paisley, Miss Olivia?" he asked the substitute teacher in charge of keeping down the fights during recess with a yardstick in her hand.  "I don't believe I know them, Hadley," she said and smiled down at him to make up for the failure.  Of course, he had known all along she didn't.  He knew also he didn't want to play baseball or football - not ever - but he hesitated to jump rope with the girls, although he was extremely good at it - certainly far, far better than any of the girls.  He could give a kind of leap and skip that was his own invention.  But it had caused unpleasant comment last time he had done it, and so he withdrew to sit on the flight of steps leading up to the back entrance, puzzled and smiling broadly against looking too lonely.

	He couldn't think what had gone wrong.  It was a bright spring day sloping towards summer, but his heart was not in it.  It occurred to him that he was completely unlike any of his friends.  He wondered if he had been sent down from another planet or from heaven and had ended up in the wrong body, in the wrong civilization, one of God's mistakes.  It was as if he were a different kind of being, unrecognizable to respectable members of the human race, since what the members of the human race he had encountered so far wanted, he did not want at all.  And what they wanted confused and saddened him.  How could they live their lives unaware of what really counted?  How could they fail to see what he saw, when he could see it so clearly?  He scarcely knew what he was or what to call himself.  He had been called a sissy off and on for a long time now and once even by his mother, when he had refused to play games with the other boys, preferring to make up puppet shows in his room alone.  However, he knew very well a sissy was not acceptable, and Hadley wanted to be not only acceptable but desired.  What he was, finally, he decided, was Hadley Jamison, and that was all he could be and what God had meant him to be and what he liked being.  

	And yet, he knew absolutely that there were other creatures like him-

self all over the world - he was sure of it - like the people in the movies and on the stage and even dancing at the Countess Ivanovna's house.  They had go somewhere when the lights turned off and the music stopped.  He wondered what blissful region they inhabited and longed to plan his life so that he could live there with them, listening to their words and having them listen to his, once they got used to him.  Was it in New York City?  Was it in Paris France where certain glorious people he held in high regard studied art and dancing and spoke in foreign tongues?  Or was it in no place in parti-

cular, in secluded and inaccessible communities all over the world?  Wher-ever it might be, Hadley planned to go there and make his life into beautiful fireworks and floods of music coming from an invisible orchestra pit.  The beautiful women and men, the men and the women would kiss him, and he would kiss them back.  Oh, he was absolutely sure he would do all of that and more.  Nobody could deter him once he had found the way to that fabu-lous paradise, where they would recognize him immediately as one of them-selves and welcome him into the splendid light.

	      And then, he would no longer be a misplaced being, he would be at home, admired and beloved..  However, until such time as he could arrange to set out on this search, he thought it was best to spend most of his time alone, probably preparing himself for the journey, or with his Aunt Lucie or with his mother, when she was not too upset about her own life.

      	These emotional night and daydreams began to separate his days from the days of those around him.  The colors of his hours were so brilliant and his prospect was so sweet to him now that he sometimes could hardly bear the excitement, and there was not one human being on the face of the earth to whom he could tell this secret.  Instead, that very day as he was walking home after school, he told Buddy Shane and Don Steiger that he had decided to go back into the circus next fall.  "You ain't never been in the circus," Buddy Shane said.  "How can you go back in the circus if you ain't been in it to begin with?"

	"Yeah, how can you do that?" Don Steiger said and took two steps to-

wards him.

	"I certainly was.  I was in the circus when I was younger," Hadley told them.  "I am from circus people.  We lived on a train."

	"Oh, yeah, well what do you do in the circus?" Buddy Shane demanded.

	"Yeah," Don said,  "What do you do in the circus?"

	"I am an artist on the trapeze," Hadley said.  "My father catches me when I do flips."

	They pushed him to the ground without another word and wrestled with him and threw his books and papers all over Mrs. Spencer's front yard.  Hadley put up no resistance.  He relaxed completely, and his passionate attendance at Miss Fuller's acrobatics class had made his body so elastic and agile, there was no way to bend him into surrender nor to find a firm grasp on his limbs which disappointed his attackers, and it was soon over.  He lay quite still on Mrs. Spenser's front lawn until his enemies had whistled and hollered their way out of sight and then he gathered his books and papers and walked the rest of the way home.

	And there were other trials.  Hadley and Morrie had begun playing doctor and nurse with Penny Blake and Cynthia Wrist and Lewis Green and other children sworn to secrecy almost any afternoon after school when it wasn't raining and even some-times when it was.  They played behind the garage or in the tool shed or in the overgrown field next door, where they could smoke rabbit tobacco and give physical examinations without fear of interruption.  It was the favored recreation, and all went well until the day Hadley's mother flung the bed-room closet door open and surprised five or six overheated children in various stages of undress.  Hadley who was patient for the day pretended to have gone into coma, feeling it was as near as he could get to absence.  His mother was unduly disturbed by her discovery and said she was going to call all the parents and tell them what had been going on, apparently for some time.  Penny Blake managed to escape the closet and ran home at top speed.  Everybody else sidled slowly and guiltily past Hadley's mother out of the bedroom and then fled for safe ground.  Hadley's mother did as she said she was going to, and the whole neighborhood was confined to quarters for a week.  However, poor old Morrie couldn't get himself to stop right away and was apprehended a second time with his pants down in Gloria Moon's playhouse.  As punishment, he was made to wear one of Gloria's dresses for a whole Saturday, but by noon, he had forgotten he was wearing a dress and went across the streetcar tracks to the golf course to hunt for golf balls with Lewis Green.  Lewis was reluctant to be seen with Morrie at first but decided there was no way he could be mistaken for a girl because of the bandages on his knees.  The dress got ruined, so his mother had to buy Gloria a new one.  Mrs. Moon said, "Oh, Constance, please, don't, it was an old dress," but his mother did it anyhow.     

	Hadley found the excitement and dismay brought on by these incidents more and more bewildering as he reconsidered his mother's reactions in the quiet of the night.  It had been obvious to all the players from the beginning that playing doctor was best done out of the sight of adults and never men-tioned anywhere to anybody, and so the game became far more seductive than other games.  And of course, he knew very well that all of the confusion was inspired by those certain fascinating organs where the the body stopped and the legs began.  He finally settled on certain conclusions which he thought about seriously during the daytime hours.

	Some days later, after the agitation had subsided, Hadley informed his mother that he had found something out.

	"Really, Haddie," she said.  "What is that?"

	"I know why God made boys and girls different ways to wee-wee," he said.

	"Why, Hadley?" she said.

	"So that the doctor and the mother can tell which one is a boy and which one is a girl," he told her.  "And she will know who can wear dresses and who can wear pants."

	"Well, that's true, Haddie," she said.  "But there is much more to it than that."

	"Then, what?" Hadley said.

	"Well, we can discuss that some other time," she said, thinking per-haps it was simpler to leave well enough alone, at least for the time being.

	In any case, that put an end to Hadley's intimate life until a year or two later when he fell in love with Hanford Gunther and Betty June Craw-

ford.  Betty June was the only girl in the fifth grade with a fur coat.  She told Hadley it was rabbit, which made Hadley sad, but it didn't bother Betty June one bit.  She could do back bends and fall into the splits without even having to get ready first.  Hanford Gunther was in the sixth grade and had dark slanted eyes.  He already moved his body like a grown man and he sometimes took his shirt off at recess when it got warm.  Hadley wondered if Hanford ever thought of joining the circus and getting in the trapeze act.  He thought he might ask him, but he never found the courage.  Hanford seemed to breathe the air so far above the heads of the rest of them.  



	And then, the days began to turn darker on Randolph Circle and out on Regents Road.  The colors seemed to be leaking out, so that everything was like a snapshot taken with a broken camera.  It appeared always to be winter.  Aunt Lucie never had to call them all into the storm closet any more.  However, great hunks of the swirly white plaster like seafoam candy around the chandelier in the dining room thundered to the floor in the middle of the night, raising great clouds of dust, powdering everything in the house white, including Aunt Lucie and Sophie.  Italians had come all the way from Italy to make the medallions and cornices on the ceilings of the rooms when his grandmother's father had built it, so it was very tragic when it fell.  Aunt Lucie had to call for Estella to bring the bottle of wine for her nerves in the morning and Sophie started giggling hysterically at the same time.  And so, the door to the library bedroom was closed against Hadley now and then, and a trained nurse in her white cap sat by herself in the living room reading a book, while he stood in the cold, dark hall waiting for things to begin again.  But Cousin Sophie continued to giggle and holler and chewed on stalks of celery running all over the house.  Her face was dirty and her beautiful curly hair had not been brushed.

	One day when Hadley had gone to visit his Aunt Lucy, Miss Pansy Latimer drew up in front of the big house in her slick, black limousine.  She told her chauffeur to wait and came to the front door and rang the bell.  But Sophie was fast when she wanted to be, and she beat Estella to the front door and flung it open.

	"Oh, hello, Sophie, dear," Miss Pansy said, smiling over her furs.  "Is your mother in?"

	"Yes, ma'am," Sophie told her.  "She's in here dead drunk."

	"Oh, I see," Miss Pansy said and stopped smiling.  "Then, I'll come back another time."

	"She have the flu, Miss Pansy," Estella called out after Miss Daisy, but Miss Daisy just smiled back over her furs again.

	"Ain't nothing I can do with neither one of them these days, Haddie," Estella explained to Hadley.  



	Hadley couldn't understand what was causing the cloud that was settling down all around them turning everything gray.  The grown people in his life appeared to be losing in a struggle against some kind of infection.

	At his house out on Regents Road, Hadley's father had to have a nurse come to help him stop drinking without having a nervous breakdown.  It turned out to be the Miss Evans Hadley had met with Morrie at St. Matthews Hospital.  She smiled at him with her beautiful white teeth and twinkled  her little blue eyes.  Every two hours, she took a tray with a glass of water and a tiny glass of likker into his father's room and shut the door.  His mother sat reading on a garden bench, or at least, that's what it looked like she was doing.  Hadley did some acrobatic tricks for his mother, but he couldn't make her smile.  She was not as happy as Miss Evans.

	When he got better, Hadley's father and Miss Evans sat on a sofa to-

gether in the sun room.  His father's face was shaved smooth and his hair was slicked back.  And then one night, Hadley went out to see them sitting on a wicker settee on the terrace in the dark.  He could see in the lights from the living room that they were smiling and had bright eyes.  Hadley knew this was a historic moment in his life and in Morrie's life and in his mo-ther's life, although he wasn't sure why.  He never mentioned how he felt to a soul.  Morrie was so glad to have his father at home, he couldn't stop talking to him and Miss Ripley.  He asked his father if they could go up to the lodge and learn to shot a gun when he was well.  His father said, Of course, we can.  Well then, when? Morrie wanted to know.  We'll see, his father said.  Well, can we take Miss Evans? Morrie asked.  His father didn't answer that  question.



	Fall came and the leaves turned yellow and red, as though they were being consumed in invisible flame.  Hadley and Morrie started another school year in the new Venetian school building.  Hadley realized that his brother was growing taller and stronger every day and that he was beautiful with his dark, violet blue eyes and swift and heedless way of moving, so that at least one of his limbs was always bandaged.  As for himself, Hadley did not return to performing in the circus after all.  And it occurred to him that he

should explain this change of plan to Buddy Shane and Don Steiger.  He thought he would tell them he had decided to go on the stage locally instead. Except that he hesitated for fear it might provoke another unpleasant con-

frontation.  Although he was not - and he felt probably could not be - phys-

ically harmed in any way by these attacks, they were demeaning.  They were damaging to an artist's image for which, he felt, a sense of invulnerability, if not to say superiority was essential.  Several times in the school yard during recess, he had smiled winningly at his assailants from a distance, but this seemed only to puzzle them.  They turned to look behind them in case the smile had been directed at someone behind them.  It became obvious to Hadley and to his delight and vast relief that they didn't remember his announcement nor their resentment of it.

	As it turned out, Ted Humphrey, the new director of the Little Theater, had offered Hadley the part of a blackbird in his new production of Hansel and Gretel, which he accepted immediately with some reservation but without question.  Ted Humphrey was an extravagant little man with prominent eyes, the moustache of a walrus and the body movements of Charlie Chaplin.  He was much taken with wearing dressing gowns and springing about stage from one piece of furniture to another while smoking with a long cigarette holder and barking his lines above the heads of the rest of the cast.  Hadley felt this was all rather unfortunate but did not say as much for fear of losing his part and so losing also the privilege of being present backstage in what was, for him, a real theater.  It was a very old one.  It had been - face the truth - the auditorium of a female college which had pulled up stakes and moved to a more fashionable part of town.  Hadley loved its being old and full of echoes from other years.  

	The transport he experienced wandering around backstage as he pleased in this decaying structure, which seemed to be shedding plaster from exhaustion like his grandmother's house, was something beyond ex-

plaining, he could not manage to speak of it even to God.  The theater be-

came, in a way, his responsibility.  He felt, for example, it was a great trag-

edy that his friend Gary Delaney was to play Hansel to his blackbird, but he didn't speak to God about that either.  Because he knew Gary's mother and Mister Humphrey were very good friends.  Gary's mother had a short haircut slicked back like Norma Shearer, and Mister Humphrey put her in a play called See Naples and Die in which she was a huge success.  Also, Miss Hen-

rietta Norris had been stuck in at the last minute to sing an Italian song and slink across the stage as a flower girl in a Spanish shawl with long fringe.  Since she hadn't been on a stage since New York City, Miss Henrietta had a few drinks before her entrance and as a result brought the show to a dead stop long enough to finish two verses of the song instead of just one as Mister Humphrey had directed.  Nevertheless, the audience applauded when she finally made it across the stage for her exit.

	Towards the end of one afternoon, Hadley sat dreaming in the shadows backstage, listening to the voices of grown people in rehearsal for a play about the troubles grown people have.  He could tell even from this distance where things were going wrong, there was no voice that meant what it said.  But then, it came to him that his mother would be arriving soon to take him back to Regents Road, and so he roused himself from his revery and stepped out from behind the dusty flat which had concealed him.  He was startled to see before him in the dim light from the stage a woman leaning against the crumbling wall near the proscenium.  Her eyes were closed as if she were charging herself with the force for a long and exhausting journey.  She was wearing a turtle neck sweater and riding boots under her long skirt.  Her arms were folded over her breast, and her face was the face of an Egyptian goddess.  Hadley knew instantly he had come upon an actual artist of the theater.  He stood, scarcely breathing, watching her, as if he were fright-

ened of her - as if she were a somnolent serpent.  She did not stir.  There was an electric current running between himself and this woman, Hadley felt, and he thought it was probably love.  Because he had been in love so many times now, that he knew that it wasn't important how old a person was or anything else, that it was what the person was to you that got love fired up without any warning or explanation.  He thought one day soon now he would tell this woman who he was, so that she could love him back if she wanted to.

	"Maria, where the hell are you?" Mister Humphrey barked out from under his moustache on the stage, and the beautiful woman awakened from her trance immediately and stepped out into the light without seeing Hadley.

Hadley decided he definitely did not like Mister Humphrey.  He found out from his mother later, driving home to Regents Road, that the woman was Marie Dupin.  Hadley wrote her name on a scrap of paper and swallowed it, so she was a part of him forever.

	Anyhow, they put on Hansel and Gretel Saturday afternoon and Satur-

day night.  All the children in the audience talked and wandered all over the auditorium, even up in the balcony, right straight through the play.  Hadley did the best he could in his blackbird suit in spite of Gary Delaney getting all the attention.  When they took their bows, Hadley had to go out with the flowers and all the other birds, while Hansel and Gretel got to go out into the spotlight to be adored alone.

	Hadley decided he would never accept another bit part - especially one with his face covered. 

	

	It was dark, and Hadley didn't know where he was for a minute or two or what had awakened him in the middle of the night.  He had been dreaming of riding in his grandmother's electric automobile when he was a little boy, she had been telling him she was going away.  But now, he could see the tree moving against the night sky outside the window, and then, he realized his mother was lying on the bed beside him smoking a cigarette.  She was not crying, but her breath smelled like apples or leaves again.  "Mother?" he said to make sure.

	"Are you awake, Hadley?" she said.

	"Yes, ma'am," he said and waited for her while she blew out smoke and put out her cigarette, 

	"Is something the matter?" he asked her.  He thought his mother be-

longed to him sometimes.  She didn't seem to have anybody or any place to go but to him.

	"I have something to tell you," she said.  But then she didn't go on.

	"What is it?" he said.  He could see his mother looking straight up at the ceiling.  The outline of her face looked like the face of a little girl, but he knew she was thinking about how she could say something to him.

	"Oh, Hadley, all we have is right now, and right now is perfectly ter-

rible," she said and stopped again. 

	"Tell me what it is, mother," he said.

	"Your father and I have decided not to be married any more," she told him and waited for him to answer, as if she had asked him a question.

	But he couldn't think of anything to say, because he had not realized until that moment that married grown people had not always been married so that they could decide not to be married any longer.  And so, he had to wait.

	"Your father and I are not happy living together," she went on.  "I will try to tell you why some day when I know myself.  But I want you to know you and I and Morrie will stay together always and take care of each other and love each other."

	Hadley's heart began to grieve.  He wondered in the dark if this was another disgrace in his life.  He thought the disgrace of being an inhabitant of paradise was as much as he could bear for a while now.  However, he knew his mother wanted him to say something to make things seem all right.

	"We will be fine when daddy is gone, won't we, mother?" he told her.  She didn't start to cry, but she took in a quick breath and kissed him and left the room.  Hadley thought he and Morrie were probably bastards now.



	A few days later, Carlanna Train had come to have drinks and probably stay to supper with his mother late in the afteroon.  She had on a big round hat amd was smoking cigarettes in a long holder with her perfect lips.  She leaned on the end of the gold sofa with her silky legs crossed.  Hadley was lying quietly under the piano.  He could hear and see everything.

	'Well, where will the boy live, Constance?" Carlanna asked.

	"I don't know, I guess that's none of my business," his mother said.  "Of course, there's always another room in Lucie's house.  And then, there's little Miss Evans - "

	"Oh, no.  I don't think so," Carlanna said, pretending to be surprised at the idea.  "She's very young.  She's much too young, don't you think?"

	"Well, no.  There's more going on behind those blond curls and blue eyes than meets the eye.  We have been gravely misled about country girls.  They didn't come to the city for nothing."  She and Carlanna laughed a little when she said this.

	Then, Hadley saw his father come down the steps from his bedroom.  He had the blind, hurt look on his face and was carrying his traveling suit-

case with the straps that buckled around it.  He didn't stop when he got to the bottom of the stairs, and he didn't look to see who was in the living room.  He went straight on to go out of the sun parlor door to his car.

	"Are you just going to let the boy go like that without a word, Con-

stance?"Carlanna wanted to know while she was putting another cigarette in her holder.

	"Yes," his mother said.  "We've already said too much.  Besides if you're going to get a divorce, you might as well go ahead and get it over

with - like some kind of amputation."

	"I do understand," Carlanna Train said blowing blue smoke from under her big round hat.



	And so, his mother went off on the train to Reno Nevada to get a di-vorce.  Miss Marks stayed with Hadley and Morrie while she was away.  Miss Marks was a retired trained nurse with mean little eyes behind her glasses that sat on her nose and had a ribbon to her bosom.  However, her mean eyes were cancelled when she smiled.  She did not much like Hadley, he knew that, but he didn't really care.  Miss Marks liked Morrie but he didn't much care about Miss Marks.  They all had to have fun the best way they knew how.  His mother sent snapshots of herself standing in front of what appeared to be  cowboy stores with saddles and boots.  She looked very pretty, Hadley thought, but her face was no longer impudent.  It wasn't sad, but it wasn't impudent either.

	When the judge granted the divorce, Hadley's father sent his mother a telegram.  It said:  You're Nobody's Baby Now.  Which was a song his mother could play and sing.  Carlanna Train and Marian Pollard thought this was very funny.  They asked each other if that didn't sound exactly like Morgan.  Mor-

gan always was dead attractive, Carlanna said.
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