
ELIZA KENYON

A Short Story

by

Blow•Me•Downer



ELIZA KENYON was ugly.  There was no question about that.  She had been ugly since
the day she was born, and no doubt also for most of the nine months gestation period
before that.  As a baby, she barely managed to elicit the admiration and love of even
her own mother.  She had a large, rectangular head, her forehead bulged forward, her
nose bent downwards and almost connected with her chin which bent upwards, her
arms were small and weak, and her legs were almost as thick at the ankles as they
were at the knees.  The attending nurse had gasped at the sight of her, and the doctor,
after thirty-three years of making tactful remarks to the doting mothers whose
offspring he had assisted into the world, managed no more than an embarrassed
“Ahem ... well ... yes”.

As Eliza grew, her beauty did not grow with her, although she grew alarmingly
in other dimensions.  By five years old, she was a fat child, and by ten years old she
had lost none of it and was even fatter.  At fifteen, when most girls, if they are going
to lose their puppy fat, will have begun losing it, but Eliza was still augmenting hers. 
By eighteen, when she should have been breaking the young men’s hearts, she had
a greater chance of breaking the cheap furniture of her parents’ humble abode.  

It was a sad state of affairs.  Eliza was not a happy young woman.  For many
plain girls there are compensations, but not for Eliza.  Some are blessed with prowess
in athletics; some develop a strong business acumen; some are academic geniuses and
can walk off with all the scholarships and prizes they entertain an interest for; some
inherit wealth which will assure them of a degree of respect in the world of polite
society where no one speaks his mind and therefore never refers to the ugly truth; and
some are purely and simply nice people to know.  

For Eliza, however, there were no such compensations.  Eliza was too fat to be
athletic, and fat it was, not muscle; in the intelligence stakes she was no more than
mediocre; she would never inherit wealth, for by the age of sixty-three her father had
failed to achieve beyond the humble role of assistant manager in the plumbing
department of a national discount store and still owed thousands on his mortgage; nor
was there any possibility of an unexpected inheritance from a scion of the family who
might have achieved wealth in some distant foreign clime and died leaving no named
heir.  Finally, Eliza was not even particularly nice to know, being too outspoken,
often insensitive, and devoid of any kind of a sense of humour. 

Consequently there was nothing to prevent the ugly truth from remaining just
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that, and by the age of twenty Eliza already appeared destined for old-maidhood in
a world that has far too little time for any but the bold and the beautiful.  The world
was cruel for her, and there were few, if any, compensations.

Eliza had endured a miserable childhood.  She was never selected for parts in
the school plays, unless it was for the fall guy in a comedy, and such parts she
determinedly and habitually declined.  She participated in no sports.  She refused to
attend her high school graduation, since no boy seemed to be available to accompany
her, even though one very kind teacher had canvassed every unattached boy of
appropriate age in the school.  

Eliza envied those who were in many ways less fortunate than herself, such as
Marcia Lancaster who had lost both legs in an accident and was confined to a
wheelchair and Joan Sherwood who had been afflicted with a record case of acne
since the age of twelve.  Those who had suffered such misfortunes automatically had
the sympathy of everyone, and all kinds of allowances were made for them.  Marcia
too had a wonderful boyfriend who thought the world of her even though it was
known that she was unlikely ever to walk again and Joan Sherwood received a
scholarship to Harvard.  But Eliza was not even fortunate in her misfortunes, and
therefore no allowances were ever made for her, because she was as healthy and fit
as a horse.

After high school she had attended business college where she had obtained a
Diploma of Commerce with, she was proud to note, appreciably higher than average
marks.  This was the first time she had ever achieved anything which accorded her
positive distinction within her group, and for a while it seemed to her that a change
in her fortunes might be about to occur.  

She spent the next two years laboriously investigating those possibilities and
trying to find suitable employment where she could use the skills she had so
hopefully acquired.  Aside from a few temporary junior positions, however, she was
unsuccessful.

At the age of twenty-three, having suffered a good deal of frustration in trying
to obtain a position in some business which would appreciate her modest capability
in bookkeeping and provide for her the security she desired but might never attain
through the love of a husband, Eliza made application to a local business, the CAST
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IRON FOUNDING AND MACHINING COMPANY, which had advertised for a junior clerk. 
After the lapse of the usual period of time, she was called for an interview.

Not easily discouraged by her adversities, Eliza resolved to make this a major
project.  She visited one of the most chic and expensive ladies’ clothing boutiques in
town, enlisted the aid of the most stylish-looking sales attendant, and, using nearly
all of her meagre savings, bought herself an outfit such as she had never before
owned.  In a footwear store on Main Street she selected a pair of very fashionable
high-heeled shoes in a currently popular colour.  

For the morning before her interview, which was scheduled for two-thirty, she
arranged an appointment at a popular beauty parlour with their leading beautician,
into whose hands she committed herself entirely.  The leading beautician, who had
been informed of the purpose of the project, with all due sincerity did everything she
could to help, and on completion wished Eliza the very best of luck.

Eliza returned home and donned the unfamiliar new clothes, and the
transformation was not exactly Cinderella-like, but on the familiar scale of one-to-ten
she may, to her eternal credit, have achieved a four.  Having examined her appearance
in her mother’s long mirror and satisfied herself that she had at least obtained value
for money at the beauty parlour and the clothing boutiques, she made her final
preparations and set off for the premises of the CAST IRON FOUNDING AND

MACHINING COMPANY.  The expensive new outfit just might, she thought, tip the
balance and gain her admission to the ranks of the young secretaries and clerks whose
acceptance she craved.

On arrival at the company office, Eliza entered and was directed by a security
guard to a small reception area where several other girls, a clean-shaven young man,
and a tastefully-dressed middle-aged lady with grey hair were already waiting.  

At a desk which bore a plastic nameplate proclaiming that she was Janie the
Receptionist, there sat a young woman, about the same age as Eliza, but as different
from her as chalk is from cheese.  If Janie spent five minutes each day putting on her
make-up, thought Eliza, then she must spend an hour.  Her coiffure was an
immaculate configuration, lacquered and sprayed and piled up until it made her six
inches taller than she really was.  Such a creation must have taken at least as long to
prepare as her make-up.  She had on a tight-fitting blouse of a dark translucent silky
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material which clung emphatically to her highly-developed personal contours and
clearly revealed the outline of her underwear.  When Janie rose from her desk to open
the door of the adjoining office to allow one of the candidates to enter, she was seen
also to be wearing a magnetically tight black skirt which revealed a lot of thigh while
she stood, and even more when she walked on her sharp stilettoed heels.  A
nine-point-nine, if not actually a ten, and a blatant one at that, thought Eliza, as Janie
looked somewhat scornfully at her and piped shrilly in a school-girlish voice to “Take
a seat, please, miss.  Mr Bulmer will see you shortly.”

Also waiting to be interviewed were several other girls of similar age to Eliza,
all immaculately made up and dressed in the mandatory tight and revealing secretarial
garb.  Eliza felt uncomfortable already, for she could see that some of these girls were
eights, some were nines, and one might be a nine-point-five, while she, even after her
herculean efforts to put herself in competition, could not hope to score anywhere near
that high.  Hopefully Mr Bulmer was not looking exclusively for the kind of talent
that appeared to be dominating this reception area.  She did, however, notice the two
people sitting a little away from the others: the tastefully-dressed middle-aged lady
with greying hair and almost no make-up, and the quiet-looking clean-shaven young
man in a conservative business suit.  Well, she thought as she scanned the room and
selected a place to sit, if those two think they have a chance of getting this job, then
I too should take courage.  Feeling a little more optimistic about her own chances,
she settled down to await her turn to be interviewed.

The office manager, a Mr Reginald Bulmer, shinily bald and in his mid fifties,
was known unofficially among his employees as “the Bullfrog”, on account of his
jowls, his sagging stomach, and particularly the prominent bulging of his eyeballs
when he surveyed the stable of half a dozen young female stenographers and clerks
in the main office, or when he walked between their desks as they worked, leaning
low over their shoulders and licking his lips as he professed interest in whatever they
were doing.  He personally selected the employees in his office, and it was common
knowledge that the criteria by which he selected junior female clerks and typists were
not exclusively professional.  Let it suffice to say that the Bullfrog was known to be
something of a connoisseur of the gentle sex, and quite partial to a little light relief
in the workplace when he could get it.  Janie the Receptionist was prepared and well
equipped to satisfy both interests, and so were several of the young women waiting
to be interviewed today.  Eliza’s spirits began to sink with every passing moment, but
she resisted the urge to capitulate and walk out.

Page 5 of  10



About half an hour later, the inner office door opened and out sashayed an
eight-point-five, her skirt so tight that walking was only possible for her from the
knees downwards.  She closed the door behind her and returned to her seat, where she
sat with a satisfied expression on her face.

Hmm.  Thinks she’s got the job already, thought Eliza.

A moment later Janie’s telephone beeped.
“Miss Kenyon, Mr Bulmer will see you now,” announced Janie to the room at

large.  Feeling flustered as every other girl in the room focussed on her, Eliza stood
up and entered the door that Janie held open for her.  The door closed behind her, and
Eliza waited to be noticed.

“Have a seat, Miss ...  er ...  Kenyon,” said the Bullfrog without glancing up
from the papers in front of him.  Bulmer had perfected the technique so popular
among managerial types of pretending to ignore his victim until he was satisfied that
he had made you as uneasy as he could, but Eliza was sure he was only doing this for
effect because she did catch the odd flicker of a surreptitious white eyeball gleaming
from below the shiny bald head.  Eliza recognised that the papers he was looking at
were her application and curriculum vitae.  

Eliza sat in the only chair visible, which was quite high, and was placed
directly in front of the Bullfrog.  As she sat she had difficulty keeping her skirt over
her knees, and suddenly she understood why the chair was so located.  For a moment
or two Bulmer continued to peruse her documentation.  Then he looked up.

“Good day, Miss ... er ... Kenyon,” he began, and then he stared at her for
several seconds in silence.  

“Good day, sir.”  Eliza stared back.

“Er ...  yes ...” the Bullfrog went on, a little hesitantly.  “I see you have had no
permanent job experience since graduation from business school.  Why would that
be?  Your course results appear to be quite reasonable.”

“I have had several short-term replacement jobs, sir, but permanent positions
are scarce at the moment,” replied Eliza defensively, wondering if he had started all
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the interviews in this manner.

“Hmm ... ” Another pause.  “Your age is what, Miss ...  er ...  Kenyon ... 
twenty-three, I believe?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Hmm ...  Yes, too bad ...  For this position we are really looking for someone
with a little more ...  er ...  experience.  It takes quite a lot of time, not to mention
money, to break in an inexperienced girl, Miss ...  er ...  Kenyon, and business
conditions are very demanding these days.”  Yes, thought Eliza, I’ll bet they are!  
From time to time the Bullfrog’s eyes wandered from her hair, over her torso, then to
her knees, and lower, to her ankles, which were easily visible from his position at his
desk.  His mouth hung open and he seemed momentarily lost for words.  

It was by no means a stimulating interview, and during the moments of silence
Eliza watched with fascination the reflection on his shiny bald head of the trees
outside the window behind him: even the slightest movements of branches in the
breeze outside were accurately reflected.

After about five more minutes of desultory question and answer, Bulmer
concluded, “That will be all for the moment, Miss Kenyon.”  At least he is
remembering my name now, thought Eliza.

“Wait outside and my receptionist will inform you who has been selected when
all interviews are completed,” said the Bullfrog without looking up from his papers.

“Thank you, sir,” said Eliza, remembering to be polite in spite of her feelings. 
She slid off the chair, trying hard to prevent her skirt from rising higher as she
descended, but she need not have bothered, for the Bullfrog had already decided the
job was not for Miss Kenyon, and he was even now perusing the next girl’s
application.

Eliza returned to her seat in the reception area and waited.  There were three
more interviews after hers.  An elegant blonde in a lacy blouse and very tight black
skirt who positively exuded self-confidence and would score at least a nine, was in
for almost thirty minutes, while both the middle-aged lady with greying hair and the
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clean-shaven young man were there no longer than Eliza had been.  They both left the
reception area immediately they came out of Bulmer’s office.

At length the final interview was over, and tension began to mount as all
awaited the decision.  Eliza was not hopeful, but she was determined to see it through
to what would be the bitter end, and she sat patiently, gazing round at the other
candidates who had all assumed airs of intense boredom.  The eight-point-five had
taken out a nail file and was laboriously working on her right hand, pausing
frequently to compare it for symmetry with the left one.  The nine-point-five was
reading a teenage magazine she had brought with her.  Eliza could see the article: one
of those “how-to” things designed to make a girl think she has all the answers and the
world is her oyster.  Eliza looked away in disgust, thinking that this floozy would
probably get the job, too, even though perhaps she could scarcely type twenty a
minute.  Then Janie’s telephone beeped for an in-house call. All eyes were focussed
expectantly on Janie as she listened on her telephone, responded with “Yes, sir,” and
put down the receiver.  There was a brief pause as Janie walked towards Bulmer’s
office door and opened it..

“Miss Jeffries, please,” piped Janie.  The elegant blonde rose from her seat,
smirking at the other girls as she minced across the room towards Janie.  With each
step in the silence could be heard the swish of her stockinged legs in time with the
click of her heels as she teetered over to the Bullfrog’s door which Janie held open.

“Mr Bulmer wishes to see you again, Miss Jeffries.”  The swishing and clicking
blonde disappeared behind the door and Janie closed it.  

I guess that’s it, then, thought Eliza, disappointedly trying to convince herself
that she had expected such an outcome anyway.  Three hundred and fifty-five dollars
and some change she had spent on her sartorial and cosmetic efforts, and all to no
avail.  She would have done better to spend it on having a good time.

Very soon Janie’s telephone beeped once more.  She listened for a moment and
then replaced the handset.

“Mr Bulmer wishes me to tell you that the position has been accepted by Miss
Jeffries,” she announced in her thin schoolgirl voice.  “He thanks you all for your
interest in the CAST IRON FOUNDING AND MACHINING COMPANY, and wishes you
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success in your future search for employment.”  The applicants filed out in silence.

The following morning Eliza awoke, took a shower, had a large breakfast, and
left to go down town.  She made purchases at several establishments, one of which
was a pawnshop, then went into a ladies’ toilet carrying her bag of purchases.  A few
minutes later she emerged, completely transformed from when she had entered, but
without her bag.  She then set out purposefully for the office of the CAST IRON

FOUNDING AND MACHINING COMPANY, where she entered the reception room again,
just as yesterday.  Janie was in her customary place, wearing an entirely different
outfit: equally tight and revealing as yesterday, but in pastel shades today.

“I’m here to see Mr Bulmer,” Eliza announced. 

“Do you have an appointment?” asked Janie, failing to recognize this large,
unkempt, informally-dressed hippie-looking girl with the leather jacket bearing the
words “Black Widow” as the Miss Kenyon who had attended for interview yesterday.

“No,” said Eliza.  “No appointment.” 

“May I ask your name, miss?”

“No, you may not,” said Eliza. 

“Then may I inquire the nature of your business, please?”

“My business is with Mr Bulmer, not you,” said Eliza firmly.

“Please have a seat.  Mr Bulmer doesn’t usually see anyone without a prior
appointment, but I’ll check if he can see you,” said Janie in her high voice which was
even higher than usual.  Eliza declined to sit, and planted her feet firmly on the floor,
looking like a late night bouncer at a sleazy night club, as Janie picked up the
telephone.

“Mr Bulmer, there’s someone here to see you ... yes, sir, ...  no, sir, no
appointment ... no name either, sir ... yes, Mr Bulmer ...  yes, sir, certainly.”  Then to
Eliza: “I’m afraid Mr Bulmer is busy at the moment and is unable to see you without
an appointment.  If you wish I think I can fit you in tomorrow afternoon.”  Janie
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began nervously turning the page of a large appointment book.

Eliza, still standing, stepped smartly forward past Janie’s desk, opened the door
into the Bullfrog’s office, and entered, closing the door firmly behind herself.

“Miss, you can’t do that!” shrieked Janie, leaping up from her seat as fast as
tight skirt and high heels would allow, just in time to see the door close and hear the
click as Eliza locked the door from the inside.  Janie grabbed the phone and punched
in a number.

Like yesterday, the Bullfrog did not look up from the papers he was reading.

Eliza remained standing, put her hand into the pocket of her jacket and waited. 
The Bullfrog perused his papers for several more seconds.  Then Eliza saw the
bulging white eyeballs peering surreptitiously from below the shiny bald head with
its reflection of the trees outside the window.

From her pocket she pulled a small gun, and while the eyeballs widened in
terror and disbelief she pointed the gun carefully at the reflection of the trees.

Eliza fired one single shot.
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