










ADELAIDE 

wanted to provide a dowry for Adelai:de, sell the shop, and retire to 

the country. 

"She's no maid, Marie-Anne. She's our daughter. Let her stock 

the shelves if she must help-or total the ledgers at night. She's 

good at that." 

Maman did not need to know, but Adelai:de would have added 

the columns in the entire ledger every night to avoid wooing 

customers and to continue her studies. 

There was silence downstairs. Then her mother said, "Perhaps 
we should get some value from this education. But really, Claude, we 

have waited long enough to begin our search for a husband. Too 

long in fact. She is fifteen today." 

The window crank dug into Adelai:de's side as she collapsed 

against the bedroom wall. It was almost worth the pain of Maman's 

comment about her scribbles. 

"Leave her alone today. It's her birthday. And she will love her 

gifts," her father said, anticipated pleasure in his voice. 

Straining to hear, Adelai:de opened the casement window wide. 

To her right, the door of the wigmaker's shop flew open. Barbers 

and hairdressers rushed out, covered head to toe in flour, the wig 

boxes in their hands shedding powder like sugared pastries. At that 

exact moment, three coffee house waiters scurried past her parents' 

shop. They collided, the screech of the hairdressers sounding like 

fishwives in the market. 

Doused in flour, shouting curses, the waiters adjusted the straps 

to the food baskets on their backs and steadied their steaming coffee 

pots. Dripping hot coffee, the barbers dried off their wig boxes and 

edged past the waiters on the narrow walkway with the wig boxes 

now balanced above their heads. Adelai:de laughed at the dance of 

penguin and powder puff. She grabbed her sketchbook. She had to 

capture the cloud of white that had flown into the air when the 

barbers ran into the waiters. 

  Downstairs, the window slammed shut. Adelai:de sighed. 

Sometimes Maman was right-a girl could learn a lot if she kept 

quiet. 
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