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SUBURBIA "TELE DAY BERFORE TESTERIIAX...
a yo’ung‘”girl,. nndlcansec her little withered face’ " with, I.once asked_the name of thie young lady it~ °

still above a mist of pink ruffles. “Elia,” my mother
_said to_her once, “you dress_ioo_young. It is not be-

ool p s

“nn&smh'nn*cvmt‘mmt-havo-beehjtenv
--surely not-that long, oh-t———.—.
—my:-no:-don't-speak-of

oming.” Poor- Miss Elia burst into tears.” All "the™
vt TseTsigersda e mentionsof ‘age:ast A
breach of ctiquette, and if someonc said that such-

. in.th

the portrait and- was told, or so I thought, that she

; —was—a—Miss-Hacksaw—I-think it-must—have_been 3
—-Hack;xallror-somc(hing~of—thc_sorl.,,but_at_‘lhc_timc_;”_V R
 Laccepted Hacksaw, and.the. word still brings before L

= “me a simperifg young girl with'a rose in -her hand,-
G- Oh=.. n layely complexion, and _shining -black -haic_paried . -

\

middl

he epitome of the ante-bellum world.

suchathing!"theywoutd -
““$ay.” Months: after the
old -tady’s death, my
belligérent aunt’ asked -
__Miss_Julia_how old her
mother had been at the
 time.” “Why ‘goodness, -
"1 haven't the faibtest
ideal” said Miss Julia. -
- “What a question! She

R

We Had Our Mysteries; To0-

nut=Street—in—bloomers—and-cvoking-somg-laught

___Tragedy was not absent from Walnut S-trcct‘. 'fhrcc

roof, It was. sét “far back" from~the-street,~among. -

- shadowing trees, -and surrounded- by- a -wild growth. .

of weeds. Mrs. McCandless lived there. Years before
my birth, she had been famous for her hospitality,
especially-her- *musicales.” As distinguished from_a

certainly was mot old”
{ have often wondered
if they put dates on
their tombstones. -
Femalesoutnumbered ~ :
. the males of the town by five to one. They wore long

.. dresses. that swept the ground. Widows, of .whom
_there were many, looked like galleons sailing down

the street; they were wholly in black and wore crepe
veils descending from jet bonnets to their knees.
Once a widow, always a widow. My grandmother
wore such a costume on the street for the last twenty
yeass of her life. Women's hats, which rode high
on mattresses of hair, provided a note of fantasy, in

__ winter nodding-with_ ostrich plumes and’in’ summer

bright with improbable flowers and bows of ribbon.
My mother once had a hat with-a long, iridescent
cock's feather protruding at the back. One evening

musical cvening, a
where the talent was imported rather than domestic.
After the concert a light supper was served and peo-

. ple could resume the conversations that had been
_interrupted by_the_music. By my time, Mrs. McCand-

less had become a recluse.-One day, some three or
four:years before 1 was born, dreadful news stdred .
from headlines of the New York papers. Mrs.
McCandless had been arrested in a New York de-
partment store for shoplifting” What had actually
happened? Mrs. McCandless was a wealthy widow
of impeccable background. One theory was that the
lace on her sleeve had caught up whatever it was
she was_supposed to have stolen; another, that she
had_absent-mindedly walked_out_of the_store with ~
something she had‘every intention-of- paying for...
No onc—or very few—believed that she was a klep-

tomaniac. “Such a thing,”" said my grandmother,

she was engaged in a lively conversation that in- T ) : A .
—olvéd much nodding of her-head-for-emphasis- She - isihal"!l :_‘c?—:l—,b-ﬁ—smﬂtup%h?)!ff £ wyfidwﬁg' I\Zn§_,
P oas.standing besidé a gaslight globe. and, every time .- - 3he arrestec 1 o store whier€™ she” was, “doubtiess,

__she_nodded, the cock’s feather caught fire, flased up,
and went out again, 1 watched, fasciniated, as™ifich™™
by inch it was consumed. There was something, too,
called a feather boa, a long and ample scarf made
of fcathers dyed in various colors. In @ high wiird;
some of the feathers would become detached and
swirl in the wake of the wearer like a snowstorm.

_dent. crushed_Mrs, McCandless. She shutyherself up’
in her great housc and was never seen again. People
saw the servants come and go, but I doubt that any-

one_would have been bold enough to question them.

Her cousin, who acted as her companion, frequently

walked 40 Main Street but never stopped to talk to

anyone. The tall shutters on the front and sides of
the house were kept closed, the lawn was abandoned

“ Mr. Mecker, who stood o the curb shaking his head

_‘Ahouses down from my _grandmother’s- was a ‘mansion ™ " at her. Then there was Dr. Phelps. The mere thought
of mystery, a great square house with @ -mansard

of a woman being a physician was considered most

_ unwomanly, and she had no patients as far as I know.

_ Although she atfended Grace Church regularly, clad ™
in dusty brown velvet, she ‘was thought™to” be a '~

crank, for she had a notion—again how unseemly—
that women should vote. Woman suffrage was an im-

méhwgsTfumal—Tnm—moral:lii:TdI)fiidcn;;aslMiss;Eﬂa_SQ_ll_th‘-‘ll declared.
{ My mother laughed and replied that although, heav-
. en knows, she certainly had-no desire to vote, she

had no objection to other women doing it. “It won't
make any difference except to_double the foolish-
ncss.!’ —— e ——t—— - e f— —— . - — i wmm -

“ = -7 Slowly; the Era Ended

Jn 1909, when [ went away to school, never to
return for any length of time, the customs and con-
ventions of- Walnut Street were still intact, defendcd
ever more ficrcely against change. But one by one
the Victorians ‘died, and their grandchildren married

-- and moved away. By the time of the first World War,
- the-town-was -sliding-belatedly,-likc a crumbling sand...___. _

‘castlc, intd the twentieth century. Once it started to
- go, it went quickly, and the air was loud with the
groan of old timbers being torn down and the slap

- —of_mortar_on_brick as_apartment_houses supplanted

= There.were o W, bolderspirits-among-the-lndies;———
= for.example, -Miss"Amy-Brown: bicycling-down-Wal-

---——— -from.passersby and. a. loud_“stéustung!"‘fﬁdm‘fﬁldf—‘—-

known? Whatever <he truth of the matter; the inei= - ~them, On-a block where, half a.century ago, fifty” ~
: individuals lived, a thousand people live today. There

is just-one -house-left on Walnut Stréetthat survives.._...-

from my childhood and is still inhabited by the same
family. :

- When—my-—grandmother's-house- was_torn .down

" twenty-five years ago, I asked my sister, who lives not

far away, to buy for me from the wreckers a won-
derful stained glass window of a phoenix arising
from the flames that had cast a spell over my carliest

 should—hold-my-breath—and tiptoe by. Reading_years. But wreckors work faster than she knew, and
when she got there, nothing was Teft~but-the-celtar;— - -

. R ‘Ii’l'y Fr_iend Peyton 1o the weeds. Whenever L passed the place, I felt that
—— ‘The most memorable-family to me was-the-Camp-—-z.0n-Ex ot " A

. . s >, pectations; 1 had the-thrill-of-knowing_that
- "bell family, The only- child, -born-when his -mother (5 hinone akin to-Miss-Havisham_lived _right _down

was in her forties, was a son, Peyton Randolph Camp- the street.
bell. Hewas a year older than-1-and was my closest I
friend from the time 1 was five until cighteen years
* ~“Iater-whenThe was killed —in—France -during ‘World

War 1. His father was twenty years older than his
_mother. He was a ‘Scotchman who, during the Civil
War, hod owncd and commanded o ‘swift paddle- -
wheel steamer that ran the Federal blockade to aid
the South. He looked exactly like the Emperor Fran-
cis Joseph of Austria, whose face was as familiar to
us as pictures of Elizabeth 11 are to-the present gener ~——-——————"~ B
cration, Mrs. Campbell—-Rosalie, her first name was,
which I thought particularly beautiful-was onc of
the Virginia aristocrats, and had the usual LEST WE . .

_FORGET in her hall, together with several portraits, The fish man, iceman, butcher,

““one of which was an object of especinl adoration, 8 -- -~ . o h s PNt -
young woman from about 1850, who was spoken of vegetable man, fruit man—there Was a .y

. as “our beloved” and occasionally had. a silent toast
drunk to. her in sherry before dinner. I have never
known what her rclationship was. Randolph and [
were building a trec house in a huge chestnut near-
by, and his father had given us a hacksaw to work

constant procession of horse-drawn N

wagons stopping before the house.

which seemed small "for so large & house and-so~hv——

many ghosts: R T 7 T
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