
Like A Glove

Élianne dropped the handlebars as she sprung from the seat. The bike fell to the ground and

her bare feet met the cool grass. In the rush back home she’d forgotten her shoes, being too

excited by Jean Marc’s invitation. Marie had only mentioned it after Élianne had arrived at her

house. But it was a harmless mistake and her feet weren’t that dirty. She stood upon the lawn

and lifted her leg with pointed toes. They weren’t too dirty, only a few red marks. Returning

home would be worth the trouble.

Standing beside her house, under the maple, she stretched her neck and examined the win-

dows. The curtains were drawn. The drive was empty. Her mother wasn’t meant to be home at

this time of day. Élianne wasn’t meant to be home either, it was agreed she could stay at Marie’s

for the night. If Maman saw her now there’d be questions.

Élianne’s eyes turned towards the wide cul-de-sac. The suburban homes sat quietly, resting

in the shade of their leafy trees. Tulips pushed through in everyone’s garden and dotted the

yards with reds and yellows; popping against the blankets of thick, dark grass. The rich smell of

burning still lingered in the air. Yesterday afternoon, Monsieur Villeneuve had tarred his drive.

Papa watched him slather the black slime while talking about Pearson. The neighbour had

nodded constantly but never looked up from his job. She had only half-listened, half-dreamed

while her father drank his lemonade.

“Hiya, Andrew,” she called from across the low hedge. He was leaning over the hood, trying
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to reach the front window of his dad’s Mustang.

“How’s it going?” she called again.

Andrew bent up from his washing and turned around. He was a funny looking guy: tall

with dark hair, and always squinting. The girls at school thought he was handsome. Élianne had

known him since his ears stuck out.

“Hey," he replied. "How are you?" He wiped his face with his right arm, still clutching the

rag. The left hand kept a tight grip on the hose; clear water poured onto the asphalt.

“I’m fine, thanks,” she replied.

“I saw you ride up on that bike.” She looked down and smiled. “Yeah, it’s a friend’s.”

Andrew never had much to say, she couldn’t be sure if she’d disturbed him. He was a bit of

a mystery . . . even if she had known him for so long. He wasn’t French, but that was normal

in this area of Montreal.

“So, what are you up to tonight? Got a date?” she asked, while looking back towards the

street.

He squinted further and splashed water across the grass.

“Only because you’re washing your car,” she continued, moving her eyes back to him. “I

thought it might be for a date.”

Andrew nodded his head. “Yeah. A girl I know. See how it goes. You?”

“Me?”

“Got a date?”

“Date? No – you asking?” She winked at him, and the blood rose to her cheeks. Élianne

looked back towards the empty street. “Well, you know my mother. She hates when I go out.

Says I’m too young.”

“Yeah,” he replied.

“All right. Well. I’ll let you get at it.”
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“Okay.”

Élianne turned away, and then turned back again. “Do you know Jean-Marc?”

“Jean-Marc?"

“From school. He’s Isabelle’s age . . . Jean-Marc Rêve?”

Flinging the water up and down, Andrew thought for a moment.

“Yeah, I know him. He’s all right.”

“He’s having a party tonight, if you want to come.”

Andrew now looked upwards, watching the branches that swayed above Élianne.

“I don’t think so. She probably wouldn’t like it.”

“Who?”

“My date.”

“Your date . . . right, sorry. Okay. Well. Maman will be home soon. I need to go.”

If they had had facing windows things might have been different. They might have fallen in

love. He would watch her brush her hair, she would watch him lifting weights . . . and before it

was possible for her mother to intervene, they’d already be together. If only their windows had

faced each other’s.

“See you, Andrew.”

He nodded at her and turned back to his car, reaching over the hood once more.

Élianne turned away and walked across the lawn, enjoying the slick grass beneath her toes. It

hadn’t gone badly, except for his date. But she wasn’t going to throw herself at him; she wasn’t

like that. Her eyes roamed the lawn as she moved closer to the house. Off the bike and spiky

pedals, the ground was kinder to her feet. Maybe it wasn’t a bad decision to not wear shoes,

anyhow who would be looking at the soles of her feet?

“The eyes are the window to the soul,” she sung aloud as she neared the porch. Not the feet.

And she had nice eyes. Last year she’d been voted prettiest eyes for the yearbook’s ‘best of’ page.
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“Regarde dans mes yeux,” she whispered as she climbed the porch banister, hiking up the dark

skirt that restrained her movements. Not as though she would really say that to a boy. It was

a bit too much. She tried hard not to be ‘too much’. Isabelle was always scolding her for that.

She’d tell her to take off the blush, pull back her hair . . . well, she used to say that until her

sister gave up and accused her of being ‘too much’. But she wasn’t that sort of girl; she only liked

to feel pretty. She was not that type of girl.

As she moved along the house, Élianne wondered if Andrew watched her climbing the ban-

ister, up the pole and pulling herself onto the roof. What would he say about it? ‘Elle est très

jolie,’ maybe, or maybe not, she couldn’t discern his type. Not all guys liked girls who could

climb trees, let alone houses. Marc Croix was saying in second period how unladylike women

were these days. “These days,” said Élianne, “as though you’ve been around for ages. You men

are just waking up.” He’d only cocked his head in response.

She walked along the slanted brown roof, stopping next to her large windowpane. Only

Isabelle knew she would sneak home to get dressed. Élianne had even brought her sister back

with her once or twice before. The girl could be so plain, she wouldn’t dare to borrow new

clothes, let alone have Élianne make her something. Her older sister was a pretty girl, small and

proportionate. But Isabelle was her mother’s daughter, covered up and always proper. Élianne

was different, she couldn’t help it.

The window was unlocked; she slid it up quietly and stepped onto the ledge within. The air

was warmer inside and its scent familiar: baked goods and meat pies.

She didn’t linger, Marie was expecting her back. Élianne moved around her room in a quiet

flurry, throwing off clothes and opening drawers. It really was a shame that Andrew’s window

didn’t face hers. Of course, Isabelle would have had a problem with that, and maybe he would

have fallen for her instead.

She took out fresh, light stockings and found her favourite brassiere. A little pink bow
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sat between the cups and she loved seeing it there. It had slipped Maman’s attention in the

store. Moving from the drawer, towards their narrow dresser, Élianne dropped to her knees and

reached for an object that rested beneath. She pulled out a rectangular box and lifted its lid,

moving aside the tissue paper.

There it was – her best secret yet.

Raising the slippery dress from its package, Élianne pressed it to her body, absorbing the

material through her skin. It was red, bright burning red. She could stop traffic with its contours.

The pattern had been bought through mail order, sent to Marie’s home. It had taken nearly

forever to save for the cloth. But to wear that dress was worth every penny. Already she was

saving up for more satin, but this time black. Élianne chose to make the red dress first. The

shiny material grabbed her eye in the window display as she had passed by. The lady who sold

the cloth, wrapped in an old cardigan sweater, looked at her with slanted eyes, through tacky

thick-rimmed glasses. But she wasn’t going to back down; Élianne had asked for the three meters

cut. Perhaps red was a bit ‘too much’, but that didn’t matter all the time. Not when it looked

this good.

Bringing the dress above her head, she dropped it over her shoulders and tugged it into

place. As one hand lifted high into the air, she reached over with the other and pulled the

zipper upwards, bringing the cool material against her warm skin, rising goosebumps across her

body. Her face blushed as she held her breath, and then released its colour as she breathed again,

twisting here and there, fitting the outfit to her curves. It was a glove against her. Maman would

never approve. Isabelle had been shocked when Élianne tried it on at home. “Mon Dieu. Where

did you get that from?” Her arms were crossed, like always. “You love it,” replied Élianne.

“Admit it.” And she had laughed at her older sister. It didn’t matter what Isabelle thought,

Élianne was dying to wear the dress in public. It made her feel like a woman.

She walked towards the window and looked out onto the street. The maple’s branches
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swayed nearby and she reached for them, careful not to stretch too far. Andrew wasn’t in sight;

his car was shining with traces water and the hose had disappeared. The large green leaves played

with her fingers as she moved her arm between them. She hadn’t heard Maman come home and

wondered whether it would be safe to go back down. Papa, too, would be back soon. Et, où est

Isabelle?

She left the window and moved to their small vanity. It was a tiny thing, only there because

she’d begged Papa for a mirror. He had brought the piece home after finding it on sale. Maman

had said, “parfait,” with that tone of hers while he set it up.

The mirror was small and Élianne wrinkled her eyes as she stood before it. The red satin

reflected off its oval surface, revealing a section of her figure. Marie’s room had a full-length

mirror. She’d go there later and take a better look. Her hair was another matter. Leaning

forward, hand on the vanity desk, Élianne twisted its brown waves between her fingers. Pull it

up or leave it down? And what about her face?

Opening the small drawer, Élianne searched amongst its clutter. “Où es tu, Bonnie Bell?” The

mess was growing into chaos. Isabelle refused to touch it. Élianne’s hand pushed the drawer shut

as she rose and moved across the room, over to the bedroom door. Her lipstick, unfortunately,

was probably in the washroom down the hall.

Gently, she pulled open the door and placed a bare foot in the hallway, then leaned out

further before stopping. Voices could be heard from downstairs. Élianne stuck her neck out

and strained to listen. It sounded as though Isabelle and her mother were fighting. That was

something new. Élianne et Maman fought all the time, but not Isabelle.

Quietly, she stepped out from her room and snuck down the narrow corridor.

“Isabelle Côté! C’est incroyable! Que penses-tu?”

“Maman! S’il-te-plais, calm down!”

“I cannot ‘calm down’, Isabelle. C’est trop.”
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What could her perfect older sister have done? Their voices weren’t clear, but Élianne didn’t

dare go further.

“Et qu’elle est cette femme? Who is Miss Taylor? Is that even her real name?”

“J’sais pas.”

“It’s Je – ne – sais – pas, Isabelle." Even in anger Maman corrected slang.

“Je NE sais PAS, Maman. I don’t even know. I – do – not – know!”

And still, Isabelle listened to her every word. Élianne wanted to go down and defend her

sister. Her hand gripped the wooden banister, pulling her forwards. But moving down a step,

her eyes lowered and glanced across her body: white legs exposed, hips exaggerated, breasts

displayed, and all wrapped in a silky redness, in her dress that was definitely too much. Suddenly,

she couldn’t move. She wanted to go down, but her body refused. It locked her into place, with

one foot on the stair. Even when her sister needed her, Élianne was afraid of their mother.

Maman wouldn’t think the outfit ‘too much’. She’d think far worse than that, think it reflected

on her daughter. As though Élianne really was that type of girl.

“Et le garçon, Isabelle?”

“None of your business, Maman.”

Élianne nearly laughed with surprise. Isabelle and a boy, it was ridiculous to imagine. What

had they done, held hands together in public?

“It is my business, Isabelle. C’est mon petit-enfant dans toi.”

"There is no father, Maman. There is no baby."

"Ne me ment pas, Isabelle Côté."

"I don’t want it."

"Grow up, Isabelle. Mon Dieu."

Élianne stopped wanting to laugh at her sister. Instead her knees shook as she stood on the

upper landing and listened to their words. Her sister, her older sister, could it even be possible?
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It was so unlike her, completely unlike her. And who was this boy? She had taken Isabelle to

a few of Marie’s parties. They’d pushed her forwards, introduced her to the crowd. Boys had

actually liked her. Luc would only dance with Isabelle that one night. Élianne had never been

more jealous. He had never noticed Élianne at other parties, but liked Isabelle upon first sight.

They had spent the entire evening together.

Élianne didn’t have a boyfriend, she could never keep one. They expected too much, thought

she was that sort of girl. But the boys would never guess it from her sister . . . Élianne would

never have guessed it herself. She wouldn’t have thought Isabelle could allow it. Not the perfect

Isabelle Côté.

The voices stopped down below and Élianne strained to listen more carefully. A car engine

rumbled outside the house. Their father was home.

“Ton père est ici.”

Their mother rushed towards the front door. Élianne jumped back from the stairs and

pressed herself against the wall. She couldn’t see them but their voices were clear. Maman was

close now, too close. Her mother was breathing in heavy, raspy wheezes. It made Élianne feel

sick to hear. Her body shook with nerves. It was all too familiar.

“Maman, s’il te plais . . . don’t tell Papa, please.”

“Il est ton pere, Isabelle.”

“Maman . . .”

Isabelle would be holding her cheeks and Maman would have her arms crossed, staring at the

door. It wasn’t the first time their father had come home to a fight, but normally Élianne was

down there while Isabelle listened from above. She was the one who usually brought trouble

to their family. It could easily have been her being attacked, reprimanded for daring to look

beautiful. Except, Maman wouldn’t use that word.

The bolt turned and the heavy door swung open.
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“Paul, c’est incroyable!”

Her father didn’t reply, there was shuffling – removing his jacket, changing his shoes and

hanging his hat. “Viens ici.” Her mother would help him with his things. Isabelle would be

watching, looking between her fingers. Papa was older than Maman, softer . . . they needed to

be careful with him.

“It will have to wait. I’m wiped out.”

“Mais, Paul, c’est très important.”

“Sorry Love, you know where I’ll be.”

Élianne’s father walked slowly away, dragging his slippers against the wooden floor. They’d

be watching him, hoping he’d turn and say something. She could see them in her mind. But he

never did choose a side, and today Maman would not be calmed.

Élianne clutched her stomach and felt winded. She often did before her mother started

yelling again. Leaning forwards she dropped her head in her hands. The satin clung to her

skin and stretched, almost refusing to move. The dress had absorbed her sweat. Her heart was

pounding. Feet began stomping upwards. She snapped back against the wall.

“Isabelle, viens ici!”

The footsteps stopped.

“Non!” her sister cried. “If he can walk away, then I can too.”

“Come down here now, girl.”

Élianne didn’t move; she didn’t make a sound.

“Let go, Maman.”

“Right now, Isabelle.”

“Papa left. I can leave.”

“He hasn’t become some boy’s prostitute!”

“Mon Dieu, Maman. Tu es terrible!”
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Élianne had no choice but to run for the room. Isabelle would break free with Maman at

her heels. Her bare feet flew along the corridor as she reached for the bedroom door, for the

window and for escape. She had to hide. That was all that mattered . . . with their mother on

the rampage. It would be worse if she was caught, she’d never go out again. Her mother would

lock her up, confine her — nail the window shut. She’d be guilty of something, something

worse than Isabelle. Élianne burst into the room. The house was suffocating her. The dress was

suffocating her. She had never wanted to be shameful . . . but her sister’s guilt fused with her

own. There was no escape for Élianne Côté. Maman would never allow it. To them she was that

girl, that type. It didn’t matter what Isabelle had done, she was the one who’d be judged. It was

hot. She couldn’t stop shaking. Her head and chest felt slick.

It clung tight, the shame.

It fit like a glove.
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