
She opened the door and said in a clear, stilted voice: "I would 

like for you to meet my family." 

The little front room had linoleum on the floor and 

flowered paper curtains at the windows. There was a glossy 

chesterfield with a Niagara Falls and a To Mother cushion on it, 

and there was a little black stove with a screen around it for 

summer, and a big vase of paper apple blossoms. A tall, frail 

woman came into the room drying her hands on a dishtowel, 

which she flung into a chair. Her mouth was full of blue-white 

china teeth, the long cords trembled in her neck. I said how-do-

you-do to her, embarrassed by Lois's announcement, so 

suddenly and purposefully conventional. I wondered if she had 

any misconceptions about this date, engineered by George for 

such specific purposes. I did not think so. Her face had no 

innocence in it that I could see; it was knowledgeable, calm, and 

hostile. She might have done it, then, to mock me, to make me 

into this caricature of The Date, the boy who grins and shuffles 

in the front hall and waits to be presented to the nice girl's 

family. But that was a little far-fetched. Why should she want 

to embarrass me when she had agreed to go out with me 

without even looking into my face? Why should she care 

enough? 

 

"Thanks for the Ride," Alice Munro 
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Lois's mother and I sat down on the chesterfield.


