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THE GARDEN PARTY
AND OTHER STORIES

Short stories can be like photographs, catching people at
some moment in their lives and trapping the memory for
ever. There they are, smiling or frowning, looking sad,
happy, serious, surprised ... And behind those smiles and
those frowns lie all the experiences of life, the fears and

delights, the hopes and the dreams.

’Ifh-eoe sensitive and delicate stories give us oictures of ordi-
nér); people, and of the small, onimportant events that
shapé their lives. There is a éarden party and a death, a
desperate search for work, a journey alone across Europe
by train, a meeting with a woman who has a dangerous
secret There are children being cruel, the feelings of a
young girl at her first dance, the thoughts of a lady s maid,

and of a woman on a lonely farm in New Zealand.

We begin in an artist’s studio in Paris, with a young man

who is a mystery to the women around him . ..
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Feuille d’album

¥

I I _e really was an impossible person. Too shy, and he

had nothing at all to say. When he came to your
studio, he just sat there, silent.. When he finally went,
blushing red all over his face, you wanted to scream and
throw something at him. .

The strange thing was that at first sight he looked.most
interesting. Everybody.agreed about that. You saw him in
a café one evening, sitting in a corner with a glass of coffee
in front of him. He was a thin boy, who always wore a
blue shirt and a grey jacket that was a little too small for
him. He looked just like a boy who has decided to run»awzviy
to sea. You expected him to get up at any moment, and
walk out into the night and be drowned.

He had short black hair, grey eyes, white skin and a
mouth that always looked ready for tears. Oh, just to see
him did something to your heart! And he had this habit of
blushing. If a waiter spoke to him, he turned red!

‘Who is he, my dear? Do you know?’

‘Yes. His name is lIan French. He paints. They say he’s
very clever. Someone I know tried to mother him. She
asked him how often he had a letter from home, if he had
enough blankets on his bed, how much milk he drank.
Then she went to his studio to make sure he had enough
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Feuille d'Album ». o French
expression ' for ‘a page
from an album’ ( perhaps a
book of family photo-
graphs). (%Ki BH, st
dio 7. a room where an artist
paints, and may also live.
i . at first sight s soon as
sh. /sth. isseen. —LZF,
2B, mother v care for
(sb, /sth ) asa mother does ;
rear, REBFHMAFRR
.
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clean shirts. She rang and rang the bell, but nobody came
to the door, although she was sure he was there ...
Hopeless!”’

Someone else decided he ought to fall in love, She called
him to her, took his hand, and told him how wonderful life
can be for those who are brave, But when she went to his
studio one evening, she rang and rang . .. preless.

‘What the poor boy really needs is excitement,’ a third
woman said. She took him to cafés and night—c‘lubs, dark
places where the drinks cost too much and there were
always stories of a shooting the night before. Once he got
very drunk, but still he said nothing, and when she took
him home to his studio, he just said goodnight’ and left
her outside in the street... Hopeless.

Other women tried to help him—women can be very
kind-—but finally they, too, were defeated. We are all busy
people, and why should we spend our valuable time on
someone who refuses to be helped?

“And anyway, I think there is something rather odd
about him, don’t you agree? He can’t be as innocent as he
looks. Why come to Paris if you don't intend to have any
fun?’ ' '

He lived at the top of a tall, ugly buil'di'ng, near the
river, As it was so high, the studio had a wonderful view.
From the two big windows he could see boats on the river

and an island covered with trees. From the side window he

4
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innocent . adj. knowing
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looked across to a smaller and uglier house, and down
below there was a flower market. You could see the tops of
huge umbrellas with bright flowers around them, and
plants in boxes. Old women moved backwards and for;
wards among the flowers. Real[y, he didn’t need to go out.
There was always something to draw.

If any kind woman had been able tc get into his studio,
she would have had a surprise. He kept it as neat as a pin.
Everything was arranged in its place, exactly like a paint-
ing—the bowl of eggs, the cups and the teapot on the
shelf, the books and the lamp on the table, There was a red
Indian cover on his bed, and on'the wall by the bed there
was a small, neatly written notice: GET UP AT ONCE.

Every day was the same. When the light was good he
painted, then cooked a meal and tidied the studio. In the
evenings he went to the café or sat at home reading or writ-
ing a list which began: ‘What 1 can afford to spend’. The
list ended ‘I promise not to spend more this month,
Signed, lan French’,

Nothing odd about that; but the women were right.
There was something else.

One evening he was sitting at the side window eating an
apple and looking down on to the tops of the huge umbrel-
las in the empty flower market. It had been raining, the
first spring rain of the year, and the air smelled of plants

and wet earth. Down below in the market, the trees were

6
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covered in new green. ‘ What kind of trees are they?’ he
wondered, He stared down at the small ugly house, and
suddenly two windows opened like wings and a girl came
out on to the balcony, carrying a pot of daffodils. She was
a strangely thin girl in a dark dress, with a pink handker-
chief tied over her hair, ,

‘Yes, it is warm enough. It will do them good,’ she
said, putting down the pot, and turning to someone in the
room inside. As she turned, she put her hands up to her
hair to tidy it, and looked down at the market and up at the
sky. She did not look at the house opposite. Then she dis-
appeared.

His heart fell out of the window and down to the bal-
cony, where it buried itself among the green leaves of the
daffodils. ‘

The room with the balcony was the sitting-room, and
next to it was the kitchen. He heard her washing the dishes
after supper, saw her come to the window to shake out the
tablecloth, She never sang or combed her hair or stared at
the moon as young girls are said to do. She always wore the
same dark dress and pink handkerchief.

Who did she live with? Ndbody else came to the window,
but she was always talking to someone. Her mother, he
decided, was always ill. They took in sewing work. The
father was dead ... He had been a journalist. By working

all day she and her mother just made enough money to live

8
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on, but tfmey never went out and they had no friends.

He had to make some new notices ... ‘Not to go'to the
window before six o’clock: signed, Tan French. Not to
think about her until he had finished his painting for the
day: signed, Ian French. ’ _ ‘

It was quite simple. She was the only person he wanted
to know because she was, he decided, the only person alive
who was exactly his age. He didn’t want silly girls, and he
had no use for older women. She was his age. She was—
well, just like him. ’ ‘

He sat in his studio, staring at her windows, seeing him-
self in those rooms with her. She was often anéry. They
had terrible fights, he and she. And she rarely laughed.
Only sometimes, when she told him about a funny little cat
she once had, who used to scratch and pretend to be fierce
when she gave it meat to eat ... Things like that made her
laugh. Usually, they sat together very quietly, talking in
low voices, or silent and tired after the day’'s work. Of
course, she never asked him about his pictures, and of
course he painted the most wonderful pictures of her,
which she hated because he made her so thiﬁ and so

dark ...
~ But how could he meet her?

Then he discovered that once a week, in the evening, she
went shopping. On two Thursdays he saw her at the win-

dow in a coat, carrying a basket. The next Thursday, at

10
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‘| scratch v. make marks on

ar in: (a surface) with a
sharp tool, nail, claw,

‘etc. s make a shallow

wound in (the skin) in

this way. #, R, K.
fierce adj. wviolem or
angry. RURH:NIRE.
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the same time, he ran down the stairs. There was a lovely
pink light over everything. He saw it reflected in the river,
and the people walking towards him in the street had pink

faces and pink hands.

Outside the house he waited for her. He had no idea

what he was going to do or say. ‘Here she comes,’ said a

voice in his head. She walked very quickly, with small,
light steps ... What could he do? He could only follow .

First she went to buy some bread. Then she went to a
fish shop. She had to wait a long time in there. Then she
went to the fruit shop and bought an orange. As he
watched her, he knew more surely than ever that he must
talk to her, now. Her seriousness and her loneliness, even
the way she walked—separate, somehow, distant from the
other people in the street—all this was so natural, so right
to him,

*Yes, she is always like that,” he thought proudly ‘She
and 1 are different from these people, ’

But now she was going home, and he Had not spoken to
her. Then she went into another shop. Through the win-
dow, he saw her buying an egg. She took it cayrefulvly out of
the basket—a brown egg, a beautiful one, the one he him-
self would have chosen. She came out of the shop, and he
went in. A moment later he was out again, following her
through the flower market, past the huge umbrellas, walk-

ing on fallen flowers.
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