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Three Blocks

VERY day at precisely five

minutes before eight she
would come out of a brown house
with candytuft in the dooryard.
Then she would walk the three
blocks to the avenue to take her
car into town for the day’s work.
Of course her costume varied
for summer and winter, but it
always tended toward the trim-
ly tailored rather than the fluffy
and beflounced. And it practi-
cally always was of those neutral
tints that at first seem greenish,
and then bluish, and then green-
ish again. Her eyes had a more
decided tendency to blue. And they were clear and looked straight
at you, like a boy’s. Summer or winter, she invariably wore a little
round hat. Straw or velvet, it was always small and always round.
She stood erect; she walked well. Her five minutes gave her a
generous margin of time for the three blocks. And at that she did
not cover the distance as if she were alone in the world. Pass-
ing the first corner, she never failed to shout a hearty “Good morn-
ing”” to the bent street cleaner who was clearing out the gutter.
In the middle of the next block she almost always met the postman
on his morning round. And he would stop and look at his packet
to see if there wasn’t a letter for her. (There usually was.) Ry
the time she reached the next corner she had generally overtaken
the two little girls on their way to school. She couldn’t stop for
more than a word or so, but they were always laughing and call-
ing after her as she hurried on. And in the last block she passed
the kindly eyed, white-haired old gentleman with a cane. That
bright smile of hers would somehow seem to travel across to him,
and his face would reflect it long after she had gone her way. Then
the trolley car carried her off into the roar of the city. She had the
reputation of being one of the two best stenographers in town. And
she used to say that those three blocks gave her impetus and courage
for the whole day. Maybe that is because she gave them so much.
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