
MYTAILOR

Healwaysstandsthere—andhasstoodthesethirtyyears--inthebackpartofhisshop,

histapewovenabouthisneck,asmileofwelcomeonhisface,waitingtogreetme.

"Somethinginaserge,"hesays,"orperhapsinatweed?"

Thereareonlythesetwochoicesopentous.Wehavehadnoothersforthirtyyears.It

istoolatetoalternow.

"Aserge,yes,"continuesmytailor,"somethinginadarkblue,perhaps."Hesaysitwith

allthegustoofanewidea,asifthethoughtofdarkbluehadsprungupasan

inspiration."Mr.Jennings"(thisishisassistant),"kindlytakedownsomeofthosedark

blues.

"Ah,"heexclaims,"nowhereisanexcellentthing."Hismannerashesaysthisissuch

astosuggestthatbysheergoodfortuneandblindchancehehasstumbledupona

thingamongamillion.

Heliftsonekneeanddrapestheclothoverit,standingupononeleg.Heknowsthatin

thisattitudeitishardtoresisthim.Clothtobeappreciatedasclothmustbeviewed

overthebendedkneeofatailorwithonelegintheair.

Mytailorcanstandinthiswayindefinitely,ononeleginasortofecstasy,akindof

localparalysis.

"Wouldthatmakeupwell?"Iaskhim.

"Admirably,"heanswers.

Ihavenorealreasontodoubtit.Ihaveneverseenanyreasonwhyclothshouldnot

makeupwell.ButIalwaysaskthequestionasIknowthatheexpectsitanditpleases

him.Thereoughttobeafairgiveandtakeinsuchthings.



"Youdon'tthinkitatallloud?"Isay.Healwayslikestobeaskedthis.

"Oh,no,veryquietindeed.Infactwealwaysrecommendsergeasextremelyquiet."

Ihaveneverhadawildsuitinmylife.Butitiswelltoask.

Thenhemeasuresme--roundthechest,nowhereelse.Alltheothermeasureswere

takenyearsago.Eventhechestmeasureisonlydone--andIknowit--topleaseme.I

donotreallygrow.

"A little fullerinthechest,"mytailormuses.Thenheturnstohisassistant."Mr.

Jennings,alittlefullerinthechest--halfaninchontothechest,please."

Itisakindfiction.Growtharoundthechestisflatteringeventothehumblestofus.

"Yes,"mytailorgoeson--heuses"yes"withoutanyspecialmeaning--"andshallwesay

aweekfromTuesday?Mr.Jennings,aweekfromTuesday,please."

"Andwillyouplease,"Isay,"sendthebillto--?"butmytailorwavesthisaside.Hedoes

notcaretotalkaboutthebill.Itwouldonlygivepaintobothofustospeakofit.

Thebillisamatterwedealwithsolelybycorrespondence,andthatonlyinadecorous

andrefinedstylenevercalculatedtohurt.

Iamsurefromthetoneofmytailor'slettersthathewouldneversendthebill,orask

fortheamount,wereitnotthatfromtimetotimeheishimself,unfortunately,

"pressed"owingto"largeconsignmentsfromEurope."Butfortheseheavy

consignments,IamsureIshouldneverneedtopayhim.ItistruethatIhave

sometimesthoughttoobservethattheseconsignmentsareapttoarrivewhenIpass

thelimitofowingfortwosuitsandorderathird.Butthiscanonlybeamere

coincidence.



Yetthebill,asIsay,isathingthatweneverspeakof.Insteadofitmytailorpassesto

theweather.Ordinarypeoplealwaysbeginwiththistopic.Tailors,Inotice,endwithit.

Itisonlybroachedafterthesuitisordered,neverbefore.

"Pleasantweatherwearehaving,"hesays.Itisneverother,soInotice,withhim.

Perhapstheorderofasuititselfisalittlebeamofsunshine.

Thenwemovetogethertowardsthefrontofthestoreonthewaytotheouterdoor.

"Nothingto-day,Isuppose,"saysmytailor,"inshirtings?"

"No,thankyou."

Thisisagainamereform.InthirtyyearsIhaveneverboughtanyshirtingsfromhim.

Yetheasksthequestionwiththesamewinsomenessashedidthirtyyearsago.

"Andnothing,Isuppose,incollaringorinhosiery?"

Thisisagainfutile.CollarsIbuyelsewhereandhosieryIhaveneverworn.

Thuswewalktothedoor,infriendlycolloquy.Somehowifhefailedtospeakof

shirtingsandhosiery,Ishouldfeelasifafamiliarcordhadbroken;

Atthedoorwepart.

"Goodafternoon,"hesays."AweekfromTuesday--yes--goodafternoon."

Suchis--orwas--ourcalmunsulliedintercourse,unvariedoratleastbrokenonlyby

consignmentsfromEurope.

Isayit was,thatisuntiljusttheotherday.

Andthen,comingtothefamiliardoor,formycustomarysummersuit,Ifoundthathe



wastherenomore.Therewerepeopleinthestore,unloadingshelvesandpilingcloth

andtakingstock.Andtheytoldmethathewasdead.Itcametomewithastrange

shock.Ihadnotthoughtitpossible.Heseemed--heshouldhavebeen--immortal.

Theysaidtheworryofhisbusinesshadhelpedtokillhim.Icouldnothavebelievedit.

Italwaysseemedsostillandtranquil--weavinghistapeabouthisneckandmarking

measuresandholdingclothagainsthislegbesidethesunlightofthewindowinthe

backpartoftheshop.Canamandieofthat?Yethehadbeen"goingbehind,"they

said(howeverthatisdone),foryears.Hiswife,theytoldme,wouldbeleftbadlyoff.I

hadneverconceivedhimashavingawife.Butitseemedthathehad,andadaughter,

too,ataconservatoryofmusic--yetheneverspokeofher--andthathehimselfwas

musicalandplayedtheflute,andwasthesidesmanofachurch--yetheneverreferred

toittome.Infact,inthirtyyearsweneverspokeofreligion.Itwashardtoconnect

himwiththeideaofit.

AsIwentoutIseemedtohearhisvoicestillsaying,"Andnothingto-dayinshirtings?"

IwassorryIhadneverboughtany.

Thereis,Iamcertain,adeepmoralinthis.ButIwillnottrytodrawit.Itmightappear

tooobvious.


