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Just Right 

'And your father's in it?' 
'Yes, ma'am. He helps my mother and makes the s- the -' 
'The scenery? Try to breathe, Donovan, there's really no 

hurry. I'm sure you' ll catch the others in the square.' 
Miss Steinhardt sat on the very edge of her desk, working 

her nails with a hobby pin for the subway grime underneath. 
'Now, Annette Burnham told me she went to see the 

show last weekend, with her mother and baby brother. Liked 
it a lot. And she said your father does the puppets, too - and 
you, too, isn't that right?' 

'Oh. Yes, ma'am.' 
'Don't call me ma'am, Donovan, we're not in the South. The 

things you kids get from television.' 
'Yes, Miss St-' began Donovan, although he had neither an 

idea of the South, being Greenwich Village born and raised, 
nor much conception of television, which he was not allowed 
to watch. It was from his mother - whose father had been 
English - that he had received the strange idea that ma'am was 
a romantic form of British address, suitable for ladies you espe
cially admired. 
'Anyway, that's fine,' said Miss Steinhardt and looked over at 
the door until the boy had stopped wrestling with her name and 
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closed his big wet mouth. 'Well, I'd say it's an unusual pastime 
for an eight-year-old. If I were you, I'd use it. Always best to 
use what you have.' 

'Ma'am?' 
'I'm sure the class would be interested to hear about it. 

You could bring in one of the puppets.' 
'But-' 
'Yes, Donovan?' 
Miss Steinhardt moved one of her Mary Janes over the other 

and readjusted the long tartan skirt. She looked directly into 
the pale but not unbeautiful face: a long nose and bright green 
eyes, full, almost womanly lips, and a lot of dark hair, cut into 
a pair of slightly ludicrous curtains on either side of his narrow 
face. Really a boy who might have some hope of growing up 
into a Robert Taylor type - fine cheekbones, for a child - if it  
weren't for this absolute lack of purpose that revealed itself in 
every pore of his being. 

'I already -g-g-got the pictures from the paper. I was
planning on doing-' Donovan looked pleadingly at his teacher.
'Breathe, Donovan. It's not an interrogation. You're always in 

such a panic.' 
'The museum, uptown. The one they've been building. They 

just st- started.'

'The Guggenwhatsit?' 
Donovan nodded. 
'Oh, well, yes, that would be fine,' said Miss Steinhardt, and 

wondered at the child, for she knew both G and S were the letters 
of his particular difficulty. She returned to her nails. Donovan, 
finely attuned to the moment when people grew bored of him,
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