New Mexico Quarterly

Volume 11 | Issue 4 Article 10

1941

Close as a Dream Still Dreaming

Joseph Crowley

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq

Recommended Citation

Crowley, Joseph. "Close as a Dream Still Dreaming." New Mexico Quarterly 11,4 (1941). https://digitalrepositoryunm.edu/nmq/
voll1/iss4/10

This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by the University of New Mexico Press at UNM Digital Repository. It has been accepted for

inclusion in New Mexico Quarterly by an authorized editor of UNM Digital Repository. For more information, please contact disc@unm.edu.


https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol11%2Fiss4%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol11?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol11%2Fiss4%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol11/iss4?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol11%2Fiss4%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol11/iss4/10?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol11%2Fiss4%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol11%2Fiss4%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol11/iss4/10?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol11%2Fiss4%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol11/iss4/10?utm_source=digitalrepository.unm.edu%2Fnmq%2Fvol11%2Fiss4%2F10&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:disc@unm.edu

5
a Crowley: Clagse as a Dream Still Dreaming

CLOSE AS A'DREA%M STILLDREAMING
s “]oseph CroZ)ley

NHE LADIES of the old ladies’ home sat on the porches during the

noon hour right after lunch. The superior told them they could

stay there all afternoon if they wished but that they should. be very

quiet and not disturb the others. They always promised yes they prom-
ised that they wouldsure they yes they said.

They were old women.

On Sundays most people took the car out and went for a nice long
ride, looking at the homes of the rich, getting a vicarious thrill out of
imagining themselves in the same home, forgetting the upkeéep, the
taxes to be paid. On Sunday most people did. They went for rides."
The old ladies’ home was on the edge of town. It was a big red brick
building, completely and comfortably furnished and modernized. Ie
was, some said, the finest building in the county. Others argued why
old women should have such a wonderful castle to die in, with youf'fj g
people rotting in hovels. They called it something against the moral
law. They said it shouldn’t be, that old women should be turned loose

- and left to stray. They called that efficiency. Some said it didn’t matter, -
that old women would die and rot no matter what happened:

But the simple two-bit people that went riding on Sundays never
thought of such things. They thought of the nice ride they were having
and the view they could have and the fresh air blowing in their eyes,
hard and sandy.

- Then, on Sunday, the people would turn their little cars off Howard
.+ +Avenue and on to Bancroft Highway, leading to the country. Just
before they hit the junction where four good streets came together, one
going to Cleveland, another to Detroit, another to Chicago, and another
to Columbus, they would see a beautiful brick building standing on the
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corner, Lonely and majestic. Kids would ask therr fathers, “Hey, Pop,
what’s t.hat there? That big building?” |

. Pop, grinning, saying, “That’s the old ladies’ horhe, Bill.”

“Old|ladies’ I;nomeP What'’s the old ladies’ home? What's that for?”

“For ithe old | women, Blll would the wife say brlghtly “Don task
, 50 many \questlo | | e

- “Aw- w,” wo ld say Bill. !

- But hey alvyays slowed down when they passéd it, craning their -
necks to Jook and admire. Some of them couldn’t nnderstand why old
helpless good- for-nothmg women could get such a building as that.
They ]uqt couldn’t understand. ; ’

- Ten hours, starting at eleven o’clock on Sunday; mormng and con-
tinuing tlll alm%st nine-thirty at night, a steady stririg of cars would

pass the ¢ ld ladies’ home, crane necks, gawk say ahhhr, and admire and
pass on. ’{[‘hey couldn’t understand. A e
They| Just couldn’t. . T I
- The (ld ladies sat on the porch,'resting. It was about one o’clock
in the afternoon. There were a few visitors in the place. Not many,
because ome of |the ladies had been complaining lately Oh, nothing
serious, but all the same they didn’t feel so good and they didn’t want
any unn >cessary excitement. It might be too bad They had their
‘own ceny tery behind the building, a few square acres, shady in the
summer and beautiful in the winter. ! It was a beautlful home for the
ladies. It was only a hundred 'yards to the cemetery, safe dehvery
guarante ed.
Now the ladies sat, thelr blrdy winks quick and ﬂashlng, happy and
secure. All ‘they had left, some- of them, were t]hemselves Whole
families #gone and now poor. But they felt well. They couldn’t kick.

Some of|the luckiest were the ones that kicked. ' Take that terrible
Mrs. Ha ggart She was always complalnmg What if her son was
killed in Spain? So what? A lot of their sons had been krlled in the big
war, but|they didn’t whine over it. They took it and' then forgot it, but
that Mrs. Haggart ah, she was a bad one, yes, she was |

‘They sat qulgetly on the shady porch, some awkwardly talking and
some gently sleeplng The superior was talking to a young married
couple. /No, t.he?r mother wasn’t there. She was dead Why had they

\

come? “JJust to look around,” they said. S
: Thesupenoliwas surprised. o
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“To look around?” she said.

L “Yes,” said the boy. “Florence here wants to make sure that if any-
—  thing happens to me she’ll have some place to stay.”

The superior now was quite surprised.

“But your wife is young,” she said, “and lovely.”

The boy shrugged his shoulders and grinned.

“Well,” he said, “maybe we’re just kidding. Maybe we were just
curious . . . but say—you do have quite a place here. It’s really all
right.” .

“Yes,” the superior smiled. ‘““The ladies do have a very nice place—
all the comforts of home.” She laughed, but they did not laugh.

There was a silence; then the girl spoke up. “Tell me,” she said,
“is it really true that most of these women never got married? that
they're old maids?” .

“No;” said the superior. ‘“The ladies married and had families.
Some of them were quite happy and then their families died.”

“That’s too bad.”

“Yes,” said the superior, brooding. She rose as they began to leave.
“Please come back again,” she said. “Glad to have you. The smile of
youth, you know. Haha.”

“We’ll come back again,” the boy promised. “Goodbye

When they were gone the superior sat down and thought of some-
thing. It was strange, but as she thoughit she thought that something
ugly and vicious had just come into her life. She didn’t know what it
was, but it was something both ugly and unnatural, something not
right and like a disease. It was somethlng clammy She felt bad think-
ing of it.

Suddenly over her head and over the heads of all of them the low
angry roar of a plane flying low could be heard. It startled all the
ladies and even the superior. She got up and went out to the porch
to calm the frightened women.

“It’s all right, ladies,” she said. ““Just a plane.”

The plane went away and returned, always flying low. Then they
saw it and a lady gave a scream. She was very scared. She could not
stand the sound or the sight of a plane She was obsessed. Somethmg
was wrong with her.

At last, after circling low over the spot, over the very house it seemed
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' began [fo talk, the birdy winks gone now.

“‘A-E isgrace!” said one woman. .; o

\ “The very ideal” another said. “It was terrible! Sounded like it

.was!goﬁng to come right in our backyard. Humph!”

~ The superi%r felt firm about it. ' . |

", *“Those yo -ing fools,” she said. “They’ll do anything for a thrill.
I'lk 106@( into this; ladies. No planes are allowed to fly as low as that,”

| “Il;f:s terribt!" th‘ey'all said. “Those young snots nowadayst: I tell

Cyou. .. : » - | o
| The ladies were quite upset about it. The superior knew just where
~ and whom to éhone. She got busy right away and soon was talking to

™

the he‘[e)id of a flying school located ten miles from the cld ladies’ home

- and at!which three dozen ydung men were supposed to be in serious
 training for defense and preparedness. She told! the gentleman just
~ how she felt about it, and when she hung up she felt better and satis-
fied t_l[1fat she h:id told off a mere man once again. : e

~ Out at the ?lying field the head, Mr. Meyers, turned to his secretary
and laighed. | .

given them quite a start. Good old Iiarryl”

L ARTE

“something woke them up . .". but they've got@°place out there, I tell

you. [It’slike a; castle.” ,

Mrn. Meyers nodded.” ad |
“Yes,” he said seriously. “Spent nearly four hundred thousand

dollar vbuildjn;g'a' place like that and we’re lucky to get enough to build

- a hangar out of wood.” s .

Hirry set the plane down gently and then went into the office.

“Hello, boss,” he said. “Hiya, hoﬁey.” X -

“}i:ello, Harry,” they greeted him warmly. ‘fYou certainly scared

‘those éld ldame% in the home. One of them called 1ip now and .gave me
a helli&)f a bawling out.” Said you were nearly réaidy to bomb them!”
Hairy laughed like hell. “Is that right?” he said. \
 “Yes,” said Mr. Meyers. Whoever it was, she was plenty sore. Lord!
She m’yst have ‘though\t you were going to divg rﬁ'@ght down on them,
the noise you made.” : LR
“I lwas prétty low,” Harry admitted. |

(;)sitory.unm‘ed /nmgq/vol11/iss4/10 . ‘ ! . e
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“The old ladies’ home,” he explained. “Gue:ss Harry must have .

“Sgared thém,, eh?” said his pretty secretary, ilihg. “About time

AS A DREAM : 44
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. to them, the plane disappeared. They were quiet again. Then @ '
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Mr. Meyers waved a fat hand. “Forget about it,” he said. “It don’t

' mean anything.” |
_But that night a strange new visitor came to the old ladies’ home.
He was tall and handsome and was grey-haired. He looked like a king
or a general. The pretty nurses and the old ladies in wheelchairs gave
him more than a second look when he stepped through the hall and

up to the desk.
“Pardon me,” he said, “but I'd like to talk to the lady who runs
this place, the boss.” '

The nurse blushed at the way he grmned at her. “Just a minute,”
she said and leaned over and buzzed a buzzer, waited, and when a voice
barked into the transmitter, she turned and said, “All right. You go
down the hall there and turn right where it says Miss Bernhardt. That’s
the office.” ‘

Miss Bernhardt looked up and saw a dream of a man coming in to
meet her. She sat open-mouthed and even when he spoke and said
hello she did not say anything. He sat down and waited for her to
speak. She did, finally. “What do you want?” '

He grinned disarmingly. “I'm the chap that caused such a rumpus
out here,” he said. “ flew that plane you complained about

“Your”

“Yes, and I came in especially to say how sorry I am for doing it
and it won’'t happen again.”

“I see,” said Miss Bernhardt. “I see.”

-“Is it all right now?” he asked. “I mean—you’ll accept my apology?”’

She thought it all out. “Well,” she said, “it’s not quite so simple.
Some of the ladies—"

“Yes?”

“Some of the ladies,” she went on, “were really quite shocked and
you know, Mr.— Mr.--" -

“James,” he said. “Harry Joseph James. Go on.”

“Well, Mr. James,” she went on, “some of the ladies were quite
shocked, and you know that an old person can’t stand things a younger

" one can. That’s why I was so bitter over it. It's never happened
before. This place was built especially in a secluded neighborhood so
that there would be the least possibility of a strong noise or disturbance.
Otherwise, I might have forgotten it.”
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e - stood ui) suddenly “Where are the ladies now?” he asked “May
I see hhem? 'Td like to.apologize to them personally.”

' _ bf courseE she sald and went out with him into the hall.

Harry ]oseph ]ames met each and every one of the ladies in the old
ladle‘.j home and he shook-hands with all of them and talked to them
for several mo%nents and apologized and was very friendly with them.
He hid perfecé manners. With delicacy he approached them as though
they were still' young and beautiful. He ﬂattered them. He made
‘them ‘feel won erfully good, like a kmght courtlng them in sonie old

fairy tale And when it was all over and he had seen all the old ladies
and had said Zood-bye and goodnight to them, it was very late and
already most i?f the ladies were sleeping. On thelr faces was a soft

| gentle smile, not a birdy smile of age and death, but a simple, beautiful
smlle{ On all eir faces, on all the old ladies-wh slept in the home.

hd Miss Bernhardt going around and openlng all the doors, peer-

ing 1n, when she saw .that, she felt the blindest,

life to cry. She didn’t know why. She was merely another woman.

Alre dy she wals forty-ﬁve She had never been courted in her life, but

somel},hmg both bad and good had entered her llfe that day, and she

didn’t know what it was, or why it had come. All she knew was that
whenv it had §one her life was barren without 1t, lost because of it.

She cltdn t know why. .

"Then she came back into her own office and shut and locked the

~door,! She went over and sprawled face downward on the desk and
for no reason at all she began to cry, loudly and freely, crying the good
cry, getting sqmething out of her system. When it was over, she
smo thed her hair, wiped her eyes dry, and then t/vent to bed. i

ere the others, there was a strange soft smile-on Miss Bernhardt s
face which had never been there before. | ‘ ‘ - '

|
\
\
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