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            MARIGOLD AND ROSE

         

         Marigold was absorbed in her book; she had gotten as far as the V. Rose didn’t care for books. She particularly disliked books of the kind Marigold was presently reading, in which animals substituted for people. Rose was a social being. Rose liked activities in which people figured. Like baths. She liked being soaped all over by Mother or Father and then being rinsed until she was spotless. Usually something would be exclaimed on. Her silky skin. Her beautiful eyes with their dark lashes. But to be left out as she was now, to be unnecessary—this she did not like. I am not just spotless, she thought to herself. I am also stripeless.4

         Marigold was still reading. Of course she wasn’t reading; neither of the twins could read; they were babies. But we have inner lives, Rose thought.

         Marigold was writing a book. That she couldn’t read was an impediment. Nevertheless, the book was forming in her head. The words would come later. The book had people in it but it also had animals. All books, Marigold felt, should have animals; people were not enough.

         Marigold knew this was utterly alien to her sister, just as Rose’s eager sociability and curiosity, her calm self-confidence, were alien to Marigold herself. This must be why they were twins. Together they included everything.

         I will put that in my book, Marigold thought, when things did not go well for her.

         She felt she would never be perfect as Rose was. Who’s my good baby, Mother would say at mealtime. Rose could drink out of a cup. For the most part, 5Rose was the answer. Next to Marigold’s name there were a lot of needs improvement boxes checked. Marigold was not good at the cup. Milk spurted out of her mouth all over her bib.

         Books did not judge you, Marigold thought, perhaps because they were full of animals. She knew from the dog, animals did not judge you.

         Rose missed her sister. Marigold was there in the playpen but Marigold was not there. These were hard times; Rose was lonely. She understood that Marigold was resourceful and she was not. She was a good baby but she was not resourceful.

         Soon it would be naptime. Outside the playpen there were day and night. What did they add up to? Time was what they added up to. Rain arrived, then snow. We needed rain, people said. But no one said we needed snow.

         At the other end of time your official life began, which meant it would one day end. This came to 6Marigold in a flash. I will be grown up, she thought, and then I will be dead. I miss my sister, Rose would say. I must write her a letter.

         You have become quite a letter writer, Marigold would tell her. And she would smile in her little room. And Rose, so far away, would see that smile in her mind’s eye. Being gregarious, as she was, didn’t preclude having a mind. Marigold had explained it.

         You must learn to trust people, Rose would say. The more you trust, the more you can afford to lose. You must swell the ranks, she said.

         Turn the page, she thought in the playpen. Turn the page. She could see the zebra, striped as it always was. How dull, she thought. And Marigold turned the page, not because Rose told her but because she wanted to.
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