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He asked me if I had been sleeping when the bell had rung,
and I answered Yes. He asked me if I thought the others were
still sleeping, and I answered Yes. He shifted in his chair and
leaned, dignified and relaxed, on one padded and embroidered
armrest. He asked me if I had a boyfriend, and I answered No
Sir. He asked me if I knew why a pretty girl like me had no
boyfriend, and I answered No Sir, I'm sorry I don’t know why.
He made a little laugh, which made me feel worse. He said
why don’t you come closer so I can get a better look at you,
and I took a few steps towards the chair. He asked me how
old I was, and I answered Nineteen Sir. Nineteen? I thought
you were younger! he said loudly. I answered I'm sorry Sir,
and he said nothing for a long time. He shifted again in the
chair. You don'’t visit this part of the house very much, do you
then? I shook my head. Would you like to visit this part of the
house every day? Would you like to visit this part of the house
every night? Outside the moon was casting blue shadows on
the pines nearest the house, and made the room feel darker.
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1 wondered what time it actually was. Would you? he asked
again, growing bored. Then he stood up, pushing the chair
away from the table, and left ceremoniously, irritated. I
waited a long time in the darkness, looking at where he’d sat,
wondering if that's what they meant by ‘empire-style chair’,
before returning quietly downstairs to my room.
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The Empire Chair

by Gilda Williams.




