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	(deleted from Chapter 23 of a Summer Solstice)


	Julian could remember like yesterday when Evelyn Black's brothers would haul her upright piano out onto the front porch late every spring.  Evelyn had a number of brothers, all strapping and protective of their sister, and it seemed to Julian they all had at least one front tooth missing.  The piano, humming and planging and complaining of this seasonal transplanting, could have been moved easily by two of the brothers, but all four or five or however many took part in the ritual, shouting directions to each other unneces-sarily, since the piano was always settled, still humming discon-solately, in the spot with the best sight lines to the street below.  It was as if they had to be present at the inauguration of the long and strenuous concert their sister offered to the citizens and tourists of Milford through the summer months.  All four or five or however many brothers would stand at dutiful attention as Evelyn kicked off her first number, usually something ragtime with considerable bass or a version of the Rachmaninoff Prelude she rendered annually at the piano teacher's recital, each year with increased spirit and dim-inished attention to the composer's express intention. 


	In those days, Trade Street was not the business thoroughfare it has since become, although the Black's expansive, clapboard house still stood high on its collapsing steps overlooking the ever increas-ing and indifferent commercial traffic.  Nonetheless, Julian recalled, Evelyn's enthusiastic open-air concerts, in rain or shine, with the front removed from the piano, had diverted numberless surprised passersby during that languid and happy era before she had broken off relations with her brothers and bleached her long copper hair blond and taken a job at Gene's Bide-a-While Bar and Grill where she thumped out requests for easy idlers and soldiers from the base.  When she made the decision to go into show business, the house with the broad, balustered porch like an embracing arm had emptied and gone blind.  The brothers probably had been absorbed into the rushing trucks of the free-ways or possibly even into the moving business.


	Evelyn had been happy at the Bide-a-While.  She was an immediate sensation and got more than her share of standing ova-tions, since most of the customers were already standing anyhow.  She could play any song known to man without even pausing to think.  She could sip on a bourbon and coke, keep a cigarette going in the ash-tray, switch from "I'll Be Loving You Always" to the Marine Hymn on the keyboard with most of the ivories missing and carry on a lively and usually raucous exchange with a half drunk soldier all at the same time, although Gene had had to ban the Marine Hymn, since it had inspired joyous and destructive fist-fights between rival branches of the armed services a time or two, making it necessary to call in the military police to quell the riot.  After all, Evelyn was there to give the place some class, which she most certainly did.  


	Time came when she wore her hair up all the time and never appeared in anything but a cocktail dress, usually sparkly and revealing, no matter the time of day.  Evelyn had found a home, as the men in uniform often reminded her.  If she had been hurt by the disaffection of her brothers, you never heard it from Evelyn, advers-ity being for her the expected price for creative adventure.  She had small use for hope deferred, although she had known a sick heart often enough but said nothing.  She didn't even seem to recall her arduous preparation for her life's work on the front porch of the old house on Trade Street.  Julian had mentioned it to her once and she had stopped playing for a moment and gazed off into the smoky bar-room, examining the past.  "Yeah, I reckon so," she had said.  "In those days, I'd do anything to get noticed."


	She did more and more to get noticed as the nights and days at the keyboard passed.  The black paint on her eyes got blacker and her hair got blonder and  higher on her head, and the flesh on her upper arms quivered as she played.  Nonetheless, she'd throw a dazzling smile over her powdered shoulder at some newcomer and respond to his request for "I've Laid Around and Played Around in This Old Town Too Long."  It got so that the newcomer, as often as not, would escort her home at closing time to the little house she had bought down by the bus station.  It was a sure thing you could get a drink at Evelyn's house after hours.  She kept pint bottles for sale in the bottom drawer of mama's old chest, and there was always talkative company long after light.


	Evelyn had been to high school with everybody in town including Julian, who had played football with one of her brothers whose front teeth had been missing, as far as Julian knew, even before he got on the team.  Restless husbands began to ring her doorbell at all hours, and Evelyn would throw her arms up and holler out, "Well, if it ain't Charlie Sharp! where the hell you been keeping yourself, boy? get on in here and have a drink and let me take a good look at you."  Younger girls appeared onn the premises, wandering around sitting on the arms of chairs and sofas, not saying much except, 'Yes, m'am,' to Evelyn.  If a restless husband looked as of he wanted more than a drink maybe, Evelyn could fix him up and not a word said.


	After Korea, she quit playing the piano at the Bide-a-While, and Gene had kept trying to find somebody to replace her but never really succeeded.  She bought a large house on a forgotten street.  It was remarkable how like the old house on Trade Street it was with the broad, curving balustered front porch, but the desultory traffic along the street it stood on could expect no summer concerts, no gap-toothed brothers mowing the lawn.  The after hours parties were more subdued, although the pint bottles were still kept in the bottom drawer of mama's old chest.  There were more of the silent, younger girls on the chair arms and more restless husbands, and the uniforms all but disappeaared, except for an occasional captain or colonel from the base.  


	Evelyn filled out and her face had a swollen look to it.  Her hair went violently from blond to ink black, her eyelids turned sapphire blue, and she moved in a cloud of white face powder and rich perfume.  The cocktail dresses were replaced by a closet full of long gowns, usually sparkly, which the girls declared were gorgeous.  They would hold open the closet door and look at them with dreamy-eyed admiration.  The doorbell rang all night long, and the parlor was sedate and comfortable with heavy curtains drawn twenty-four hours a day at the windows.  Sometimes Pernell Neeves, the police chief, who had been to high school with Evelyn like everybody else, would drop by and sit in the parlor with Evelyn and talk over old times.  Drinks were free.  An over-efficient air conditioning system was installed, so that with the curtains drawn there was no summer or winter, only a constant spring.  Evelyn didn't have to change her gowns with the seasons.  The younger girls appeared in the parlor by invitation only.  They smoked and murmured in their tents in the dim recesses of the quiet house.





	


