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21 December 1953 - Fenwick's Department Store

Delphine looked at the middle-aged woman, whose face had become distorted from all the
other people rushing through the toy department. A hand was perched on the woman’s
waist, revealing the long and slim figure underneath her fur coat. Their eyes suddenly met
as the woman turned her head so she looked directly at Delphine. Her face appeared gentle
with a certain awareness in the eyes as if they saw what they looked at. Her eyes were
grey and colourless but also dominant, Delphine could not look away.

The woman appeared to have a preoccupied expression as if half of her mind were on
whatever she was meant to buy here. Although several other salesgirls separated them,
Delphine stood there, mute, thinking the woman would surely come up to her. Then
Delphine saw the woman slowly circle the press of people, making her way towards the
counter. As the woman came nearer and nearer, Delphine felt her cheeks flush.

‘May | see one of those dolls in the display cabinet?’ the woman asked, as she dropped
her leather gloves on the glass in front of her.

Delphine turned around and unlocked the cabinet to reach for a doll on the top shelf.
When she pivoted back, the woman looked at her with the tranquil grey eyes that
Delphine could neither fully face nor look away from. ‘Chatty Cathy is our best-seller
now. She talks and comes with a blanket and pram. This is the last one in stock actually.’

‘Well that’s that, sold,’” she said while giving a small grin. ‘May | pay now?’ ‘Oh yes, of
course,’ Delphine replied. ‘With special delivery, it would arrive in the next two days. I
just need your account details and shipping address.’

‘Mrs M. Chandler,” the woman’s distinct voice said, and Delphine began to write it on the
invoice. The name and address that appeared beneath the pen-tip were like a secret that

had become stamped in Delphine’s memory forever. ‘You wouldn’t make any mistakes,
would you?’ the woman asked.

Delphine noticed the woman’s sweet perfume for the first time. Instead
of giving her an answer, she was only able to lightly shake her head.\\ \|
She glanced down at the invoice and wished that those last words \
would continue and say, ‘Are you glad that you have met me?

Would you like to have dinner together tonight?’ But nothing came=—



after those words ‘would you?’ - nothing to make Delphine feel less embarrassment from
being easily recognised as the new Christmas casual worker liable to make errors.
Delphine slid the invoice book towards her so she could sign at the bottom.

The woman slowly turned and went away after picking up her gloves from the counter.
Delphine watched as the distance between them widened, noticing the black leather high
heels she wore. Delphine continued to admire her, the woman turned around and smiled,
then suddenly disappeared into the sea of people.

During her afternoon tea break, Delphine went down to the second floor and bought a
Christmas card from the card department. She leaned against one of the displays, looking
at the card with a pen in hand, thinking about what she could have possibly written -
“You are beautiful’ or even ‘I really like you’ - finally scribbling the excruciatingly
emotionless words: ‘Greetings from Fenwicks’. She added her employee number, 756-B,
without a signature. Delphine hesitated at the letter drop with her hand gripping the letter
halfway into the slot. Would M. Chandler care?

Perhaps her eyebrows would lift slightly while looking at the card for a moment, then she
would proceed to forget about it. Delphine’s grips loosened and the letter dropped. The
next day was Saturday, the last Saturday before the 25th, the most stressful day Delphine
knew since she had been employed at Fenwicks. Customers were crowded and pressed
alarmingly hard against the display counters. ‘Delphine! You’re wanted on the telephone,’
her manager yelled, pointing to the telephone on the wrapping station table.

‘Hello?’ she asked.

‘Hello,’ the voice uttered. ‘I just wanted to thank you for the Christmas card you sent.’
‘Oh. You’re -’

‘This is Mrs Chandler,’ she said. ‘Did I ring the right department? Are you the one that
sent me the card?’

‘Yes,’ Delphine replied, filled with sudden quilt. ‘I’m really sorry if it irritated you.’
The women chuckled. ‘It was very thoughtful for you to post me the card,” the woman
said politely.

‘Well, it was very nice waiting on you,’ Delphine said. ‘Was it?’ she muttered. ‘Well -
since it’s the holiday season, why don’t we meet up for at least a drink?’ Delphine

flinched as a co-worker burst the door open and stood in front of her. ‘Yes, I’d like that
very much.’

‘When?’ the woman asked. ‘I will be in New York tomorrow morning. Why don’t we
have lunch?’ |
‘Yes, of course,” Delphine muttered while staring at the girl in front
of her examining the stock shelves. The girl must have been
recently hired because she appeared to be confused.



‘Shall I meet you outside the Forty-Third Street entrance at half-past eleven?’

‘Yes, that’s great. | -’ Delphine remembered that she had the morning off but
started work at half-past twelve. She tented a hand across her eyes and stared at
the avalanche of boxes the girl pulled down from the shelf. ‘Hello?’ she shouted
over the noise of the tumbling boxes.

‘Hello?’
Delphine repeated.
The line was dead.













