
Text 20 

The cottage was a block from the bus stop, near the river but not directly on the shore;
from the living-room window you could look across the street and opposite yard and see
the Hudson. The cottage was modern, almost too white and new on the narrow plot of
yard. In summer the grass was soft and bright and Martin carefully tended a flower
border and a rose trellis. But during the cold, fallow months the yard was bleak and the
cottage seemed naked. Lights were on that evening in all the rooms in the little house
and Martin hurried up the front walk. 
Before the steps he stopped to move a wagon out of the way. 
The children were in the living-room, so intent on play that the opening of the front
door was at first unnoticed. Martin stood looking at his safe, lovely children. They had
opened the bottom drawer of the secretary and taken out the Christmas decorations.
Andy had managed to plug in the Christmas tree lights and the green and red bulbs
glowed with out-of-season festivity on the rug of the living-room. At the moment he was
trying to trail the bright cord over Marianne’s rocking horse. Marianne sat on the floor
pulling off an angel’s wings. The children wailed a startling welcome. Martin swung the
fat little baby girl up to his shoulder and Andy threw himself against his father’s legs. 
“Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!” 
Martin set down the little girl carefully and swung Andy a few times like a pendulum.
Then he picked up the Christmas-tree cord. 
“What’s all this stuff doing out ? Help me put it back in the drawer. You’re not to fool
with the light socket. Remember I told you that before. I mean it, Andy.”
The six-year-old child nodded and shut the secretary drawer. Martin stroked his fair soft
hair and his hand lingered tenderly on the nape of the child’s frail neck. 
“Had supper yet, Bumpkin?”
“It hurt. The toast was hot.”
The baby girl stumbled on the rug and, after the first surprise of the fall, began to cry;
Martin picked her up and carried her in his arms back to the kitchen. 
“See, Daddy,” said Andy. “The toast-”
Emily had laid the children’s supper on the uncovered porcelain table. There were two
plates with the remains of cream-of-wheat and eggs and silver mugs that had held milk.
There was also a platter of cinnamon toast, untouched except for one toothmarked bite.
Martin sniffed the bitten piece and nibbled gingerly. Then he put the toast into the
garbage pail. 
“Hoo – phui – What on earth!” 
Emily had mistaken the tin of cayenne for the cinnamon. 
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