CHAPTER TWENTY-FO UR

Pigl|ln my leter T played on Fathers pride and
descnbed the part of my serv1tude that would
{5l osc enrage him; tendlng the ﬁre in front of the

COUIEIEI’S

How dare tﬁey treat me so. Atw{ agamst your express
wishes too! They order me aﬁout, cmc( the more mema[ the .
task, the better. =

I beg you to come home. Mcmy mrcﬁants tmc(e ﬂgﬁt -
fiere in Frell; why can’t you join their number? Please -
come. My need is great. You know I would not asE otﬁer—
wise. Come quickly. T am oountm_q the: cfays - -
' Your cfaugﬁter; _

Eflg

I gave the letter to Mandy to post Perhaps It Would.
overtake F ather on the - road - The mail coach drlver :

knew him. It might reach him before my. earlier Ietter
got to Char. Father could even be back i in a few days

Unul T saw him or heard from him, T wouid endure.. I.: :
stayed out of my stepfamily’s way as much as possﬂ)le and

the longer T worked as a scullery maid, and the filthier I

got, the less Hattie and Mum Olga: tormented me. I think .

they gloried in my squalor as proof of my baseness
ot7g. ' '

_"_ﬁ-orn Farher and saw nathmg of him either.

F rom Ohve though there ‘was no resp1te and o

egcape frorn her Ihld My i .
hbrary "lthough 1 never dared stay long I Was abIe to' .

steal half hours readmg Mum Olga’s dusty tomes. No one -

' . ever thought to look for me there or to VlSlt for pleasure .

I don’t know whether I was more anxious to hear3 "

ﬁ:om Father or from Char I kept thmk ng about Char

~ and Wlshmg to talk to hlm-' IfI thou ht of a____joke_,- 1
'wanted 0 try it or L IFT ad a seriou _.id'ea,”-I_ivfaiiteﬁd'_“f
'hISOPIHIOZ. ...

Although Weeks pas j!. Wrthout an _answer from'

; -_F ather my first Ietter from Char arrived only ten’ days
after r'd sent mine to him. Then letter followed letter for

the ﬁrst six months of his absence, while 1 heard nothmg . -

As*I had drrected Char senr hlS 1etters to M :

who pretended to _have an admirer, Hame ang

Olga were vastly amused at Mandys romance, but 1

~ failed to see why it was any more. absurd than Mum
Olga and Father. '

Chars hand was large and round the letters evenly

' spaced each fully formed—¢ mmletely unlike my :i .
".crabbed splky Wwriting. Hls:-'showed a balanced honesr .
~ nature, while Areida used to say mine proved me 1mag—
: 1natrve 1mpulsrve and always na hurry

_DearEffa | . s
My mname Fuxs Eeen cﬁanged Here tﬁey caf[ e,

- Eéﬁarmonte, wﬁwﬁ soundIs more ﬂke a sneeze tﬁan a .

. name. They cant pronounce Cﬁar, amf I can't persuac{ag_ .
tﬁem to call me Echare. Tﬁey are so formai Tﬁe_y say “By
your [eave more oﬁen tﬁan tﬁey say anytﬁ ng efse




Tﬁe Ayort&amns tﬁmﬁ Before tFw,y speaﬁ and oﬁen _

- conclude; after lengthy mec&tatwn, that nothing nae,cf be |
said. The loudest beings in an Ayortﬁman council are
the flies. The occaswﬂa[ bee tﬁat fmcis its way inis

cfeafenmg

I long for conversation. Tﬁe ore:{mary Ayortﬁamns are . .
talkative, but the nobles are not. Tﬁey are Rind. Tﬁzy

smile easdy But speecﬁ for them is a smgfe word, occa-
sionally a pﬁrase Ornice a week tﬁey utter a compCete sen-

tenice. On their Etrtﬁdays tﬂey grant the wor(c[ an entwe o

paragraph.
At first I chattered to ﬁ[[ the 51fence In response,

received smiles, ﬁows, thoughtful expressions, sﬁrugs, and
an occasional “Perﬁaps, by your l.'eav& " So now I &eep my .

speeches to myself.

In the garden this mommg I overtook tFua c[uke of
Andona. I touched his shoulder in. greeting. He nod'decf e
compationably. In my mind I said, “The ﬂbwers are mar-
velous. That one grows in Kyma Eut that otﬁer I’va m:ver' 5

seen before. What do you call'ite”

In my imagination fe answered . me, nammg tﬁe_
flower, saying it was the queen’s favonte anc{ tﬁat he'd be

happy to give me seeds.
But if I had really a.sﬁea[ aﬁout a ﬁower, ﬁe’df proﬁaﬁ(y

fuve continued stroﬂfmg ‘He'd fave tﬁougﬁt, “Why does .
this prince clutter up a fovely cfay with talk? I I don’t _&
answer fiim, he may breathie in the sweet air, fee[ the

gentle sun; hear the mst[mg leaves. Perﬁaps by now he

regrets fis question. But perfiaps fie thinks me rude for
not answering fiim. However, if I speak iow, I may startle .

him. Which wou[cf Be worse? It wouﬂf be worse to ﬁave

an tﬁmﬁ me ruc[e I must speak ? But, exﬁaustec[ 6y Fns . .
cogttatwn, fie’ d ﬁuve energy [e“c for on[y one word tﬁe
- mame. of tﬁz ﬂower

I'm Wntmg nonseﬁse In my ﬁrst [etter 1 ﬁadf ﬁoped

to 1mpress you with my Bn[ﬁant prose, Ewt tﬁat m[[ fhave .
;.3towattformysecond -]
~ Notmany of my 1magmec[conwarsatwns arewuﬁtﬁé
. ditke. Most of them are withyou. -
- Iﬁnow wﬁathou[c[sayy‘IwemmPrelI I’c[teffyouff",” |
ot [east three times how glad I was to see you. I’cfspeakf ]
. more aﬁothyortﬁa (anc[mtﬁfewer comp(umts), andld |
o descnﬁe my trip here, especially our adventure when one |
:-'_'oftﬁepacﬁﬁorses shied at o rabpit andtore off Butthenl |
- might twrnAyortﬁamn amf tratC off mto sd'ence, (ost m'_ ]
. smtfmg at you. ‘ .

The trouble 13, I can’t guess at your respons& Tou -

' __swpnse e so often 1 fllieto Eeswpmaf 6w: if I cou[d’

- supply your answers with confidence, T might miss you |
o less. Tﬁeremec[yw obvious. Toumustmteto nwagmw'f;' |
. am[qwck[yAndagam,andnwreqmcﬁ[y ..

Your vmy goétf frwnc[ .

'-I_n my reply,' I_;;géufre'_ hun .conVe_r.sa'ti(.)n.:'

Greetmgs How do you fare tacﬁxy-’ Love[y weatﬁer .

: 3we ve been Fuwmg Tﬁe furmars precﬁct rain, ﬁowever .

: _ wafy say tﬂe crows are cﬂattenng Aﬁwe(f wet weatﬁer .
will do us good, 1 daresay. We can’t have - sunny cfays
abways. Ltfe isn't [ike that, is it? Wish it were. Wouldnt
_tﬁat be fme? N evera cﬁsappomtment, never a ﬁarsﬁ wordf.
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Don’t yau agree, sxr? A ﬁne fe[[ow sucﬂ as yowrse[f you
fiave sense enougﬁ to see it's never that way.
In one dose, I ﬁope 1 ﬁave curecf you of your c{estre for . :

conversation.

My pen stopped. What could . tell h1m> I couldnt
explain my servitude Wlthout tellmg about the curse
Then I recollected that Mum Olga had recently held a
cotillion. I described it, omitting the detail that my par-
ticipation had been limited to removing the dtrty plates .
from the refreshments table. = : o |

Char’s reply was that the Ayortha1ans dldn t have balls@_ :

They have “sings,” wﬁ_tc&_a;te' held mOntﬁfy; Tﬁre_e 'or four
Ayorthaians at a time occupy the stage in-_ttlrn.aﬂxi;sing_
fong, sad ballads or fappy tunes or funny ones, j_oinecf by
the whole throng inthe choruses. The entire populace
knows thousands of SONgs, amf tﬁete is ﬁarc(fy a mec[tocre '
voice amonyg them. '

Sound gushes fm‘tﬁ from sommﬁere c{eep, tﬁetr toes -
or their souls. For the {ast song, a paean to the ﬂsmg sun.
(because they fuve performed through the mgﬁt tﬁey :
gather their families about them. Husbands and wives and -

children cosp hands, tilt their heads ﬁeavenward and -

release their music. -
And I, seated with tﬁe few otﬁer VISLtOTS, ac(d my_' _

weak voice to theirs, humming when 1 can’t guess tﬁe: -

words and wishing my hands were fheld t00. =
Perhaps we can come fiere togetﬁer sonwday .
By the Wy, you are @ month olcfer tﬁan the [ast ttme

I saw you. Are you sttE[ t00 young to many? .
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I chuckled at the }oke Then l thought of the bnde_ .

I’d make:---m a threadbare sooty gown that Stank of-;
' cookmg fat and. yesterdays cunner :

Char repeated the query in every letter pmua_xy'-'

- because My answers were s0 sxlly that they pleased him.
- If not 100 young, I was too tired to marry or too wet or
100 CTOSS Or too hungry Once I Wrote “If my years are
~ measured by inches, then I am certainly too young. The
| elevenhyear- ld__daughter of an acquaintance- dwarfs me”

. The acquaintance was Nancy, the servmg mald’-

Another time I wrote, “Today I am too old to marry,
a hundred at least I have spent the last elghty y
. more hstemng to a lady detall the pedrgree ot __'e'ry'- "
'-_'.idlnner guest tonight” . -
- The lady had heen Hattle and I had not attended o

the meal

1 conunued in a more S€I’lOUS vein. “I have not foundj . .
_anyone in my StePfamtle c1r"le in whom I can conﬁde .
- And there are few subj ects: about Wthh my steps1sters
cand I share an opinlon It is great. gfood luck that I have' -
T a pen and paper and a friend” -

- Char’s answer: ‘My tongue may Wlther from i«d suse

..'here but at least I shan’t lose Words entlrely Whﬂe I s_t'ill_ .
can write to you.” - |

Somettmes I Wondered what would happen '1f I toldl; -
Char that I was ;ust the r1ght age

 his lerters I fell more in love Wlth h1m But I couldn t tell .

him: If I satd I was old enough to marry and hrs quesnon -

- had only been the continuation ofa good joke he would
:Q_be horrlbly embarrassed and our easy frzendsh1p would
: be rumed He nnght st0p Writmg, Wthh 1 coulclnt -




endure. If he wasn't ]estmg, it was for hnrn to say 50. Untﬂ :
then or never, I treasured our correspondence :

In his next. Ietter he wrote,

I a’on’t !inow when I Ceam‘ec[l would be ﬁiﬂg-lit seeis
I've afways known it. But two stories are told, and I've -
fieard them so often they seem to Ee mamomes One fas

me as hero; the otheris not so ﬂattenﬂg

A lute was gwen to me when I was six cmd my swtér, =
Cecilia, was four. She coveted it and p[ucﬁeaf at it wﬁen~. .
ever she ‘could, fmaf[y, I presented it to fer, an act that

signified to the servants that I would be o generow iémg

They never considered Row mcﬁ,fferent a musician I was. -

My protestations that it was a small sacmﬁee to pa.rt With

something I had little use for were taﬁen as mod}esty, i

anothier fine kingly quaﬁty
However, I'm not sure fow modesty ﬁgures in my
retelling the tale to you. I do so because I want you to

know I fugve qualities that ot&ers acfmtre What you WL[{ _

conclude from the next anecdote I cannot quess..

I was in the streets of Frell wutﬁ my fatﬁef wﬁen a

‘man pelted him with an overripe tomato While - mpmg
at his clothes, my fatﬁer spoke. kmc[[y to the man and

ended by resolving fiis grievance., Afterward, T asﬁec( wﬁy
the man fadn’t been punished. When Fatfer told me I'd
understand by the time I Became km_q, Isaid [ didne want -
to be king if people threw tomatoes at me. I said it seemecf

a thankless task. :
Father roars with &Lugﬁter wﬁen ﬁe tells tFus tafe

Now I know wﬁ,y It isa tﬁanﬁ[ess tas!i But tomatoes are

the least of it,

 Horse, to. whom I tell eveiytﬁtﬂgméecazzse fie can’t con-

. _I am angry now as [ write these words.

The concluswn I drew from th1s story was that Char:-- .

'Z wasn'’t above iaughmg at hlmself Of course he wasnt

re his knowledge on any sub]ect he

_.:'_fneg_l_ected_--to ascertam the interest of his listener or, in
- my'.case rea ler. He Wrote more. about Ayortha than I_'- .

. the nu’mberf"pf _g’allo'ﬁs-'of' .rﬁil_k produce: 'm a year by one
- Ayorthalan cow; the constructlon of thelr manors And o
. __yet more. | |

Thls was a mmor ﬂaw He confessed a more serlous

' ’You are. a[most my so[e conﬁc(ant in tﬁts Tﬁe otﬂer is my., 1

 demn or offer advice, I write it to you ﬁecauseyou must .
- fénow all. 1 trustyou toﬁnc[tﬁegoodm me, but the b
must Ee sure you don’t overlook. . -
g am slow to anger, but aﬁso s[ow to for_qwe For =
: exampﬂe my [anguages tutor ﬁacfawuy ofmakmg me; eef .

': 0 fool I endured fis aEuse Eut learned less than I m1gﬁt-

 have if he'd been encouraging. Cecifia, who inflerited fis
| instruction aﬁer me, received the same. treatment e
 forst time I found fer crying, [ wa,mec[ kim. The second |
 time, I dismissed fiim. Fatﬁer trustec[ my Judgmnt em)ugﬁ' .
to [et my actwn stam[ L . _
I went fu,rtﬁer Boy as I was, I tooﬁ easures to
ensure tﬁe tutor would teac& 1o more. Bwt a[tﬁougﬁ my 1
_ vmtmy was comp(ete and. tﬁe man was ruined, and six fl
years ﬁave passed, the tﬁougﬁt of an still 'ﬂﬁamt .

You may excuse me_ on tﬁe _qroum{s of Bemg 0 &W[ I .




brothier, Wﬁﬁﬁl”ﬁbf’_ﬁ Lam. But I wonder at my Tﬁge. Aﬂd .
I wonder too if my action against the tutor was at bottom

a case of refusing (in another form) to [et someone throw

Mandy had smuggled to me, placing it carefully out of

 the breeze. I sat on my cot and opened my letter.

a tomato at e or my family.
In reply I wrote,

Mandy says there are two sorts of people in the
world: those who blame everyone else and those who
blame only themselves. I place myself in o third category:
among those who know where blame really lies. You stand
condemned. Your crime: too much zealin the protectionof
those you love. A fault and o virtue. Heinous! o

Although you've revealed your shortcomings to me, T
feel compelled to o such frankness. You must discover my
faults for yourself. And, although you've said it goes

against the grain, you st find a way to forgive £_ﬁem. v

I remember the date of Char’s next Ie’ﬁ:e_f: Thursday,
May 24. He'd been gone half a year. Although the letter

arrived in the morning, I was unable to read it all day.

At dawn [ had to scrub 't'he'ﬁagSthes' in our courtyard
for Mum Olga. Then Olive ordered me to count her

coins in their thousands—repeatedly, because she kept
thinking I had made a mistake. In the evening Hattie
had me help her prepare for a ball, including plucking -

out the hairs that grew in profusion above her upper lip.

By the time Hattie departed, 1 'Was,too_':_lé't_:g_'.t.o help -

Mandy clean the kitchen. The rest of the night was mine
to use as I liked. .
In my room I opened my little window and let the

cool air wash over me. Then _I.'lit the bit of c'a'n_cﬂe_: '
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__"S-i_ﬂlna_ffyi)' serious. I’ﬁi 0veij0yei to receive them, yet they |
Dbring misery. You say Gitte of your daily Gfe; I fuave no
 Udea how you occupy yourself. I dowt mind; I emjoy
 guessing ot the mystery. But whiat I really fong to know |
- youdo ot tell ither: what you feel, afthough I've given |

 [pride. T dont went im.to fnow that I love if

¥

. Impatience is not usually my weakness. But your fot-

 ters torment. me. They make me long to saddle my forse
e to el where Tl e you gl yons

. They :;fare_ playfu, iﬁie@tiﬁg;_:ﬁﬁ@ﬁ;ﬁ@ga@ (occa_ .

~ You like me. You wou[t{n’ﬁ.Waste_t@ﬁm_bf?upe}-bﬁa_ .

| being you didvt Gike. But I think Ive Gved you sincewe | |
et at your mother’s funeral. I want to be with youfer b
ever and beyond, but you write that you ar;_e:._too youngto |

crumple your letters up in despair, éﬂ[y_'fo SHioo hthem
| |owt aHF‘i“fOfa.tw«;ift& reacfmg,ﬁuntmg forﬁtda'anman— .

* ol ity e s i L

home. 1 say no. I suppose I'm confessing anotfier fo

e Ayorthaian. young lady o any in our acquaineance s

 be yours completely AsTom, - .

Whst @ beausful bride youll be, whomever you

manyat Wﬁatever ageAmfwﬁat aqwn;fjam ﬁe

181




manf Wﬁo ﬁas your gmce? ‘l”owr expresswn? You,r vcu:e? I _
could exto[ your virtues end[ess[y, Bur I want you to ﬁmsﬁ

reading and answer me. qrw:&[y

Today I cannot write of Ayortﬁa or my efomgs or any~ :

thing. I can only post this and wait.

Love (it is such refief to pen tﬁe woch ), (ove, love—
 Char :

gaped .:at.the page Read it eg'a.iﬁ-. _ g
again. In my daz _',.I notrced that my sootyﬁ_ .
thumb had le& marks on the Ietter-... '

He Ioved me Hed loved me as iong as he d known; .

1 hatin t 1oved him as 1ong, perhaps but now I Ioved- .
3'h1rn equally well, or better. I loved his laugh, his hand-
__':Wrrtmg, his steady gaze, his honorableness hls-freckles L
his. apprecratlon of my ;okes his hands, hlS deterrmnatron

~ that I should know the worst of h'm And, most of all' -

| shameful though it might be, 1 Ioved his love for

Placmg my candie carefully, I danced and Wh1rled;_:“'

. around my room.

I could marry Char and 11ve Wrth my iove. .
o could leave Mum Olga and her spaWn .
No one Would give me orders. o _
This was an unexpected solutron to my trouble.

'-:.:Lucmda would have hated for me to evade rny obed
~_ence by rlsmg ‘above it. And even Mandy wouid be sur- -
_ prrsed by this method of endmg the curse.

I extracted paper from the hldmg plece at the_.-'

. bottom of my Wardrobe My love shouidn t have an extra'-' .
~moment of i nnpatlence .

However my stub- of a candie ﬁrckered out as soon

:as I Wrote “Dearest Char darhng Char beloved Char




