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But all the time — no matter what she was doing — there was music. Sometimes she hummed to herself as she walked, and other times she listened quietly to the songs inside her. There were all kinds of music in her thoughts. Some she heard over radios, and some was in her mind already without her ever having heard it anywhere. 

In the night-time, as soon as the kids were in bed, she was free. That was the most important time of all. A lot of things happened when she was by herself and it was dark. Right after supper she ran out of the house again. She couldn’t tell anybody about the things she did at night, and when her Mama asked her questions she would answer with any little tale that sounded reasonable. But most of the time if anybody called her she just ran away like she hadn’t heard. That went for everybody except her Dad.
 There was something about her Dad’s voice she couldn’t run away from. He was one of the biggest, tallest men in the whole town. But his voice was so quiet and kindly that people were surprised when he spoke. No matter how much of a hurry she was in, she always had to stop when her Dad called. 

This summer she realized something about her Dad she had never known before. Up until then she had never thought about him as being a real separate person. A lot of times he would call her. She would go in the front room where he worked and stand by him a couple of minutes — but when she listened to him her mind was never on the things he said to her. Then one night she suddenly realized about her Dad. Nothing unusual happened that night and she didn’t know wlhat it was that made her understand. Afterwards
 she felt older and as though she knew him as good as she could know any person. 

It was a night in late August and she was in a big rush. She had to be at this house by nine o’clock, and no maybe either. Her Dad called and she went into the front room. He was sitting slumped over his workbench. For some reason it never did seem natural to see him there. UntiI the time of his accident Iast year he had been a painter and carpenter. Before daylight every morning he would Ieave the house in his overaIls, to be gone aIl day. Then at night sometimes he fiddled around with clocks as an extra work.
 A lot of times he had tried to get a job in a jewellery store where he could sit by himself at a desk aIl day with a clean white shirt on and a tie. Now when he couldn’t carpenter any more he had put a sign at the front of the house reading
 ‘Clocks and Watches Repaired Cheap’. But he didn’t look Iike most jeweIlers —the ones downtown were quick, dark little Jew men. Her Dad was too taIl for his workbench, and his big bones seemed joined together in a loose way. 

Her Dad just stared at her. She could teIl he didn’t have any reason for calIing. He only wanted real bad to talk to her.
 He tried to think of some way to begin. His brown eyes were too big for his long, thin face, and since he had Iost every single hair the pale, bald top of his head gave him a naked look. He stiIl looked at her without speaking and she was in a hurry. She had to be at that house by nine sharp and there was no time to waste. Her Dad saw she was in a hurry and he cleared his throat. 

‘I got something for you,’ he said. ‘Nothing much, but maybe you can treat
 yourself with it.’ 

He didn’t have to give her any nickeI or dime just because he was lonesome and wanted to talk. Out of what he made he only kept enough to have beer about twice a week. Two bottles were on the floor by his chair now, one empty and one just opened. And whenever he drank beer he Iiked to talk to somebody. Her Dad fumbled with his belt and she looked away. This summer he had gotten like a kid about hiding those nickels and dimes he kept for himself. Sometimes he hid them in his shoes, and other times in a little sIit he had cut in his belt. She only halfway wanted to take the dime, but when he held it out her hand was just naturally open and ready.
 

‘I got so much work to do I don’t know where to begin,’
 he said. 

That was just the opposite to the truth, and he knew it good as she did. He never had many watches to fix, and when he finished he would fool around the house doing any little job that was needed. Then at night he sat at his bench, cleaning old springs and wheels and trying to make the work last out until bedtime. Ever since he broke his hip and couldn’t work steady he had to be doing something every minute.

‘I been thinking a lot tonight,’
 her Dad said. He poured out his beer and sprinkled a few grains of salt on the back of his hand. Then he licked up the salt and took a swallow out of the glass. 

She was in such a hurry that it was hard to stand still. Her Dad noticed this. He tried to say something —but he had not called to tell her anything special. He only wanted to talk with her for a little while. He started to speak and swallowed. They just looked at each other. The quietness grew out longer and neither of them could say a word. 

That was when she realized about her Dad. It wasn’t like she was learning a new fact — she had understood it all along in every way except with her brain. Now she just suddenly knew that she knew about her Dad. He was lonesome and he was an old man. Because none of the kids went to him for anything and because he didn’t earn much money he felt like he was cut off from the family. And in his lonesomeness he wanted to be close to one of his kids — and they were all so busy that they didn’t know it. He felt like he wasn’t much real use to anybody. 

She understood this while they were looking at each other. It gave her a queer feeling. Her Dad picked up a watch spring and cleaned it with a brush dipped in gasoline.

‘I know you’re in a hurry. I just hollered to say hello.’ 

‘No, I’m not in any rush,’ she said. ‘Honest.’

That night she sat down in a chair by his bench and they talked awhile. He talked about accounts and expenses and how things would have been if he had just managed in a different way. He drank beer, and once the tears carne to his eyes and he snuffied his nose against his shirt-sleeve. She stayed with him a good while that night. Even if she was in an awful hurry. Yet for some reason she couldn’t tell him about the things in her mind — about the hot, dark nights. 

These nights were secret, and of the whole summer they were the most important time. In the dark she walked by herself and it was like she was the only person in the town. Almost every street came to be as plain to her in the night-time as her own home block.
 Some kids were afraid to walk through strange places in the dark, but she wasn’t. Girls were scared a man would come out from somewhere and put his teapot in them like they was married. Most girls were nuts. If a person the size of Joe Louis or Mountain Man Dean would jump out at her and want to fight she would run. But if it was somebody within twenty pounds her weight she would give him a good sock and go right on.
 
The nights were wonderful, and she didn’t have time to think about such things as being scared. Whenever she was in the dark she thought about music. While she walked along the streets she would sing to herself. And she felt like the whole town listened without knowing it was Mick Kelly. 

She learned a lot about music during these free nights in the summer-time. When she walked out in the rich parts of town every house had a radio. All the windows were open and she could hear the music very marvellous. After a while she knew which houses tuned in for the programmes she wanted to hear. There was one special house that got all the good orchestras. And at night she would go to this houseand sneak into the dark yard to listen. There was beautiful shrubbery around this house, and she would sit under a bush near the window. And after it was all over she would stand in the dark yard with her hands in her pockets and think for a long time. That was the realest part of all the summer — her listening to this music on the radio and studying about it.
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Exercises

1. Read this text. 

2. Listen to the audio while you read this text. Did listening to the intonation help you understand the text better? Give examples if you can think of any.

3. Read the text in silence and solve questions 1-14.

4. Think about this passage and comment if you liked it or not, what you did or did not like, and/or which moods it put you in, and how you felt while reading it, if you actually felt anything!

5. If this story were a color, music, or a smell, (name it!), what do you think it would be?
� Explain the meaning of this sentence, please. Read “That” with extra emphasis and the meaning of the sentence will be clearer. (“That” carries one of the main stresses in the sentence.)


� Find as many synonyms as you can.


� Can you imagine the meaning of “fiddled around (with)”? Re-write the sentence in Spanish without using the dictionary. 


� A synonym of “reading” here is “saying”. How do you say “¿Qué pone aquí?” ( notice in English)?


� Explain the meaning of this sentence, please. “real bad” is less colloquially expressed as “really badly”.


� What do you think is the meaning of “treat” here? I’ll give you two clues: “Trick or treat!” is what children in Halloween costumes say when people open the door! Also, if you want to invite people for a drink you can say “I’ll treat!”.


� Translate this sentence into Spanish, please.


� Learn this sentence by heart!


� How would YOU say this sentence in English?


� What does Mick suddently realize about her father?


� Translate this line, please.


� Explain the meaning of this sentence…


� What would Mick do if a man tried to rape her?


� What’s Mick’s secret? What does she do?





