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Cathenne Hubbell

SOME LITTLE CAKES
WITH THE COFFEE

Mm Chnjcch Iamsﬂnytnmy,mawomanmamldﬁd Inthe;..-' |

mty, in the whole world, whete no one is conspicuous any more; where =

every person-is a,character; when tobenohoedlspossibly mor:tubc'-'- B
‘desired than rubies, Olga Chojecki could not be liked. Except; perha :
~ asa stranger, on whom it is not necessary to expend oneself.

She would be the worrian arguing with the bus driver, msnngshe' 2

- 'hadglvmhunﬁftycentswhcnhcmtmmdchmgcfn:aqusﬂcr In

‘harsh, ‘barking words she called on passengers to witness this robbery. - - . ©

- Others preparing to enter the bis were sucked in with her sobs.Above: .
the grecn-hlacl; cottanofhcr dress,stmtched m:nssa 'mt, be}lxgcrent; o

Drshe wuuldbeﬂle wumnnon the Exptess-Checkoutlme mﬂleb.j
-~ &P, one banana and a'can of Spam caged in her heavy harid, ma]ung; S TEnE
~ -angry noises hecause: thepersun ahead of her had eight items inawire. . .«
~cart (when the store’s sign specifically-stated six). Loudly. M. Cho- .
jecki would prutrsttuthe universe of A &P, tothemofmﬁry }ustlpt-'- i
- me-get-out-of-here faces, “This is the hurry-up line, yes? So Iam: a
' woman in a hurry: Eight things, she has.. learemmethmg- pec
sheaﬂdreswdthewnmm, “You arc a specialty?” .. - - s T
.. Of course, no.one: ﬁ:ckcmdan eyelash, mchdmg the wnman.mth... T
elghtitems, S y T

- Bestiig herself sgainst this imperturbability; ol*gé eyes

i mmture.Smallﬂ}'ﬁ-thB? were, buiofadelfl:bluemlhadmhet'@ A

. eyes, smiling-and gentle in the broad, shiny, chieck-folded face. They .
- . had‘made me- uncamfortable, in thc way that am: :embm an, q‘ld, FAEA

;uneradlﬂbleermr e
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Aae i T e,

OJ:, egem,ehe weuld be the wemen in the basement ofa deparmgnt i
_ store at the etoekmgeeunter (“ 6o¢ Irregular—If Reguhr $1.25") make - -
mgthe salesgirl bring eutboxafterbox,e]lthe same size, but shemust =~
. see the shades. One pair. She would be flanked by other womén who S
- knew just what they wanted—color, length; denier—and who had ten

g " . minutes left on their lunch hour. But Olga was saying, “Something
| dar]:er, please.” Bracing her elbows to fend off the throng, she would

-"'._'*'*.:' : Maybe there was a loriger pair. G
ks  The salesgir], varnished with mdﬂerenee, was: exeellent She weuld g
sun'we it, thisand many things tocome. i

» £ |. . i
¥ iyttt el il

Jimmerse herself:in the purchase 'I'he el:oclcmg must. be meeeured ok

. Mrs. Chojecki was not even middle-aged, but her we:ght added years: L

When she was not frowning, there was a small, white V- stamped on. i

her forehead where the frown had been, Her hair, dust-brown and life-
less-looking as a bouillon cube, looked like hair that had never hada -

 ghance. She alwa eppeare&tobeehttlewerm ‘Even on a December
- “day, her black and white plaid coat hung open. There was 2 hint of
dﬂmPﬂESSMthé deep cleft above her chin, and eemetimee emudgeeof' et

tion glistened under the round blue eyes.

.. 1 first knew her because we had rooms in theeamebuﬂdmgm the

East Eighties. Not that that was any reason to know her. In the city,
- jtis noreason at all, becausenneﬂetachesunmdffmman‘ythmgthatls o
netgﬂmgtnwmkent,erwﬂlbeedmm,orenumee R

. Still, when Olga got into the elevator lift with me, therewaene_.}'
- escape. Her breathing, her body were animallike in the smiall cubicle, -

. -and over her face fluttered the shadow of anxious thoughts She wanted 2

g eebedlytuexp:eesthem Idefyenyonetolgnorean OlgeChe;echme L&
i “-2x3elevatorlift. - i
: “Itle’werm"shesexdegxtatedly “Deyouhavegoodenmyom_
T ru-um?” 18 EL
Isazd,)fes,ltweeqmteenmfortable,BeeeuSemrmafurmshedrm.. 8
lemeten You do not make a problem about it. I had fixed up my room, -
: eddmgeeme]l whste:ee-ereemtebleend ehan' two pemtmge endeume'
Id:dnotmreteeeeMrs Gho;eeh rnemerlm hewhnt:twee :
Butehesmd “Heat comes rightup.” - |
lw SmeeltwasAugust,lwouldhevethuughtthehmteemenghtdm 2
&omthereef Shewenten,“lfeelatmenmers,hﬂtlike&om
radletere o e :

w

i
- e Rt g E _.-
P
|
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_.‘Lsammummm e S
o “Amlerp;pe,"ls c&,setﬂmgﬂ}ematter :
i Sheshnukherh-dsadly,wnrhnghermnuthaslftoformwordr
L Then she smiled. It was then I noticed her eyes. Blue and child-clenr
Iﬂedmtomyrnnm ‘When one can shut a door; everything:is all
; nght I was going to have a brief, odorless supper at the ice-cream tablc:_f Lo
- of salad, coffee, french bread and sliced pineapple. wall:ed amund,my i
X _' room, though, feeling the walls. They were quite cool.. ~ - -
;. Afew days after that, when I went downstairs one mommg, I hurd s
£ voices quarreling ‘in- the hall. The superintendent was: stating. flatly, -
"~ " “Bunk! That's bunk!| I haven’t got the heat up at all. There’snoheat -~ =
-mmmg up through the floors at all, my dear woman.” Through lm_'_.
. harshness this sarcasm glimmered: 1ike an ice cube ina murky glass: T
. Olga Chojecki’svoicewhinedon. = -« - ol e
. “You just come and feq], Isl:and in mmers, andhut mmes Ifeel 1t CECRIL LT
" onmydress,myankles. . ...” - et
© " 'Weall thyeé looked duwn at. h:r an]des as 1f see]ﬂngthe Bﬂll.itlﬂn_'; Sy
| thl:re. They were not very good ankles, poor thing, Ly 0 e
- Olga came from Middle Europe. 1 had had a mguebellcfthatpartS-f-:-'-.-. LA
~ of Europe were always a remnant of childhood fantasyabout. =~ =
. - people muffled to the ears in scarves, squatting by great stoves—bundled -~ -
 shapes breaking the ice to let down a fishline. Oh, one knew it was =~ = ="
_springtime in Paris, and that sun blazed over the white ruins of Roman: = =
- history, but coldness won out in the imagination. 1 suppaseﬂ Mis, - -
- Chojecki was used to the outdcors; to walking across a farm inthe v -
early murmngs, her breath wh:l:e on thc au' Buthere she Was 5o waml, At sl
- sounhappy. - e
 Once we met on thl.': sl:rcct, and she;msped my arm. Herhaud mj;; B e
~ extraordinarily light, if large. It came down on'my. forearm, but light =~ = -
_inweight, the shape of a hand only. And I thought if she would just
~ quiet down and stop making so much noise and get herself a perma- -~ ..
5 nent; she could pmbably do-anything with-those hands of hers. That - = - -
s, I thought this humedlyandmpemomlly, Olgahadajobwhichshe .= =
“could hardly bear. She was a wrapper in the toy: depkrl:ment onthe:
- seventhi floor of a blg deparhucnt stnre. Thc an: nondltmmng m:l;lr wgnt ke
 to thesixth floct. ChEELR
: “Ynu cuo]: in you: mom?" she asked mnspmatomﬂy, haldmg my S
et Bo it
~~ I'wasn 't admlttmg an)rl:hmg. "Oh nu I ha\re a httle coﬁee m the: L
| mnmmgs Thefreverysmct RN R SR
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“Alittle coEee,” she repeated and then she lapghed. The delft-blue
eyes widened like those of a child entermg into ésmpade "W:th htl.'le
cakes, maybe?” -

Isawwhereallthlsmheadmg :

“Sometime I come and bring the cake,” she nﬂ’ered

Even as I sidestepped the matter, murmuring snmethmg about over-

time¥gt the office, being tired, the plea in her voice was as throbbing -

as the stnng of a harp. I even considered moving at once..You get that

- way.

Soit mmtably happened that Olga appeared one night with a bag
of cakes. “I had no plate,” she said, filling the threshold. We put them
on an amethyst glass plate, and I made the coffee. I had two matching
cups. I sat on the ice-cream chair and she sat on the daybad whmh sank
into'an inverted cone under her weight. "

“It seemed to take so little to make her happy. The white V on her
forehead disappeared. She told me about her one girl friend, a Leni
somebody, who was so thin, and she, Olga, was so fat. Leni (she en-
circled her eyes with two fingers to open them) had great eyes, she was
all eyes. “We go to the movies once a week. Nnt slow, sad, ynu know.
Thefunny ones when we find them.”

I imagined them in the movies, Olga Chn;eckl fmc of her exaspera-
tions, and Len, all eyes. The two of them laughing in the dark.

“Itiscool here,” she sighed happily. “How do you do it?”

I assured her I did nothing, not even keep ﬂledunr open.

“Ah, rooms, rooms,” breathed Olga.

I was not going to complain about rooms atthlsstagc oflife.

~ “My last room, I had to leave,” she said. “The heat came up. It was

in the corners. I felt the heat-on my legs and dress and across my back.”

I was weary of this recital. She had probably made the life of every
superintendent she had ever known miserable, :

In time I met Leni: It was inevitable. Olga Chn]ech leamed about
the quick-boil ceramic pots from Japan, and for her, mﬁee and cuke

in‘her room opened up whole vistas of survival,

I tried not to go to her room. I refused often until at Iast, oomcted,
I went. It was not so bad. There were two fat bright red cushions and

_ red tiebacks on stiff short white curtains, and two camngs in wood uf
. aman and a woman that were in themselves perfect.

- Leni, when I met her, looked very delicate. She wore a Whltﬁ over--
blousc ‘Her eyes were indeed large. I wondered why she did not break
in two. A mrtunmst wuuld have done the eyes, the whlte collar, :md a.
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i stmk:ofbhck forha:r-and therewuu]dbe Lem I mg]ad Olg lnd{
herforafnend.lnfact,l]uukedat thetwn ofthem andlkuewloughtf
tobeglad that theyhad each other; = - o
. ‘We ate the pastry and talked rather haltmgly abuut gomg tn woﬂc,'.- R
- and the trips you could take around Manhattan. R
- “Feell” Olga exclaimed suddcnl}', standmg up She w:nt wer to n s g
‘corner of the room. “Come feel” LR bl
I rose reluctanitly, but T was up, anyway I muld lﬁﬂ: that m
sooner. Therewerecertamlynnmllp:p&s in‘evidence. The roomwas .
warm. It had become twarm- with'the three of us'in it. I could admit -~ ..
. _ that. In the corner where Olga was standmg, there was 3 sotl:of eddjr, s T LI
" agentle gust of hot air. T was pretty. R
e fl:'lt’s sum:;thmg todo mth th: sl:tucturc of the buildmg, I supgose, Sy
'~ Ifretted. -
- My free hours. could not be sPcnt tlns way Eahng foo& 1 d!d ot Ve g
need, placing my hands on warm walls, u}-mgtubndge thecammunm- R
tive gaps between Olga, Leni and myself. - L
Leni held out her hand, too, to the area ufwamt air; Then sheletlt e
- drop. Shem:edpahcntandreslgned,aslfthmmsoneofﬁmm.- %
. friendship required her to go through. -
- . 'There came a-night of great commotion out in ﬂﬂ: ha]l It was Iatc. Lo TR
’Whatever noises take place beyond doors in rooming houses are nmm-_. e
- portant. {)nepretends not to hear them. They are not goingon, . - -~
" Butat last I admitted it was Olga Chu]ech, making this mc]cet nfter N
m:dmght and I peered-out. Other persons’ doors also were-on the .
crack. Poor Mrs. Chojecki, with store shopping bags hanging fromboth = = .
wrists, ‘a suitcase and. pockethook in one hand and snm;thmg Iikea_’ R
~ blanketin the other, was leaving. S SR
The superintendent and his wﬂcwere]:oth them. .'
“You are making a disturbance,” hissed thevufe R R e
Olga’ sfacewaswnnﬂedmthunwcptsnbs RTINS iy
“I’'mleaving this,” she said tome. e L
Since it was 'bwnus, I only smiled sadly. Wnrds in the face nE h:f-.- B
- mountainous as she stood: wmhng fur the dnur nf the lli't to._'x e
' open, were uselés: i
- “Coming tip; like steam hmt,” she e:postu]ated. “Heat in summcr 3 Yl s
~ As she faced thc clevatnr s0 hmﬁly ladcn, she lankcd pm:e t;nme;ly o hhe
- - Butsoalone.. ¢ L
o “szy " the. supenntendcnt annuunced fﬂr the beneﬁt nE all doon: L
- ajar. Iustcmzy | T

‘ ‘-_._ ; .

'“ﬁl__l'uhsh'e-;j.'h.f LINM Digital :T{er-i:u.s':[_trrg;'.' 1963 =



Wew Mexico {.}_.'4::-"-’411'-7_1. Vol 33 ,I;.' o], Iss. 2, Art. _‘. R
N - - :
130 ) Ay CﬂTHERINE HUBBELL‘ :
_ An\d thatwasthat—a]mmta]ll everhadtodo“nth Ms. Chﬂ]ech bdre
" The seasons turned, days folded upon each other in the imperceptible .-
manner of time going on. There were new things to do and want, Peo- -
ple rushed out from buildings when work was over into'the night.One
such dark evemng as I neared home Olga appcared, and it seemed only £
' a short while since that scene of ludicrous E:ght .
“I.am near,” she beamed, “two blocks only.”
But in the city, two blocks is anuﬂmrcumﬂry ¥ Lt
She was the same, a treble pitch to her voice. Today she wore red" :
wedgies from which hermstepsm&em firm mounds. S e
' "Cnme andseeme,” she begged. .

I felt this need would never come to pass, but her hand was on my .

arm—that light, winning touch. - .
“Now. Just a little walk. I hzwe snmethmg to gwe you: And I make 3
thecoffee: Yes?” . 2
She lived in the same kind of hnuse as before Maybe the czncnpy was
not as fresh as the one in front of my place, but the lift could not have
been smaller. In her room, the two mwe:d wn-oden p:eees gestumd from
anold-fashioned mantel. ,
“You take him,” Olgallfted theman Rt ' :
“Ok, you shouldn’t separahe the:n, I demmred. “‘These are very
But she mmstﬁd “Yuu take him. I keep her she said grandly, rich:
inthegiving. - :
Over the coffee, she sacmed calmer She had bnught hf.rse]f a sort of
thermos bag, too, and snmethmg came nut of 1t go with the coffee. “I
hopeyou likeit here.” o
Her face clouded somewhat, the c]eft chin setmun‘: squarely
“but sometimes it’s very warm. Evennnw -
(“Oh, not again!” I prayed.)-

“Feel,” she commanded, touc]:mg a wall. The mdlaturs were at the
otherendof theroom, - - &
" 1 was going, anyway, never. cnmmg back. Yes, the wa]l had a wannth
to it. As I stood here, something seemed to brush my legs. Something
as warm, soft and weightless;as 4 cat’s tail waved around my legs. »
. “Well, anyway, you need the heat now,” I stated with the positive

. cheerfulness of one who was never going to be involved again. - .
Olga hesitated. She, too, was learning to deny existence to exterior
~ situations.. But then she burst out, “Labor Day—a warm day. All

-

A
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- September, befpre tha mdmtnrs wem mL My dmss, m}' fi:tt ] feel lt_'_-: 2
- likehotair.” .
v There was nothmg I cauld ny nt da 'I'1me as a tree sheds lts uld;_._*__-'i.__-
* leaves, wasshedding its days. S,
i Downsbau'sImetLemmm:ngmtuseeOlga Shclmkedmuchbet- )
- ter, I thought. A vivid blue scarf covered her head. - i e
H "Ynumml:tasmhtrt"l.em:xnlmmedhappily s -:_ :
“We met and she insisted on my having this,” I showe;l he: my-f
' 'pment “Yes, and I was hopmgshe would like her mnm, bE sattsﬁeﬂ i
But—" (I mmuckedahttle} *“*s0 warm,’ youknnrw e
- Leni studied my face. Her expression wﬁs a stmnge cnmbmahun of M
" _scornand tolerance. I couldn’t make it out. .
“And she will always be, poor Olga. ItfoIlowsher,’youmWherwe:
she goes, w:lrmmrbreaksout.Shelostmmany He:hushand mother,_' AR
asisterandanuncle.” . R
“ﬁﬂ?"[a&ked."l‘hewar?Sepmhnn? Shenevermdanyth e R
- “They just—went. Killed? She never talks a‘boutit.Thmnvens jrou.-- Nefiag
- see. And there is no explanation, but the heat follows 0]@ Ghu;ech. :
1 have felt it. So have you. It comes where she is.” =
Iumlkedbacktwublochsluwly,andwentuptnmyIMm Itmmt--' R
and clean, and looked like me. The amethyst dishes shonein thelamp-: =~ = =
~ light, the paintings smiled-down coolly. Itwasa]l"kepfanertamwy,.-_ ik
3 butmovmgmundthethmgslhadbuught,hhmnkhomt;hcm They: - .
- 'were just thlngs,afwurs:,Andamomm]ustamum Maybelshouldf NS
- move. S i et
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